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P  R  E  F  A  C  E. 


Tee  design  of  the  projector  of  this  volume  was,  that  it  should 
eoaiain  the  Best  of  the  shorter  humorous  poems  in  the  literatures 
^i  Eaf.Aa*i  ua*!  the  United  States,  except : 

Fi.-ni<  so  local  or  cotemporary  in  subject  or  allusion,  as  not  to 
U  r  :4,"./.y  uu-ivrstoo<i  by  the  modem  American  reader; 

r^-ii.-  w-ii'-U.  from  the  freedom  of  expression  allowed  in  the 
1.    .  •.   T  i.'---.  '  .-n  n.)t  now  be  real  aloud  in  a  company  of  men 

r  '.::.=  u-.it  Lavv-  becoiiie  peiil-ctly  familiar  to  every  botly,  from 
•_.  ..-  .!.>  -r^in*.  ro:»ru  iucti«)n  in  school-book^  and  newspapers;  and 

y .'  :  .-  *  y  '.r.liij-  Ainoncan  authoi>,  who  have  colleet<*d  their 
...:::'■"■.-  i  .-.-ces  Iroiii  the  periodicals  in  which  most  of  them 
•  -.,:..../  a:  •  •  arr-.l,  and  ^'iven  them  to  the  world  in  their  own 

II'  \-:\>\',  S.X'-,  iiiid  Lowell  are,  therefore,  only  reprcieukd  in 
-..  -  .-■.■•..  n.  To  have  done  more  than  fairly  represent  them, 
-  i  ■• '-  :>  \tt  infrin;.'e  righu  wliich  are  doubly  Siicred,  because 
T  ATv  n..t  pr-'tected  by  hiw.  To  have  done  less  would  have 
.;-.•..■:  ti:r  rfad»T  of  a  mo>t  eonvcnit^L  means  of  observin*^ 
r:.-*.  'i  a  k^n  i  of  o«»mposition  cmfcssi-d  to  bc^unongthe  most 
..  \    /•.  •   -r  u-irivi   wit.-^  are  not  excelled  by  foreitrn. 

T"  •.  f-:::-)T  «  x|H«t'^d  to  be  eiiibarra5s<.Ml  with  a  profusion  of 
r:  -t«  r  -il  f.»r  :;!■:  p!iq>os^.  But,  on  a  rnirv«y  of  lh»>  poetical  litera- 
T.iro  ..  f  ti-e  tw..  countries,  it  wa-  <lis<<.vere«l  that,  i»f  really  excel- 
K-ni  humorous  poetry,  of  the  kinds  unWor^oWy  interesting,  u? 


IV  pnEFAC:E. 

tainted  by  obecenity,  not  marred  by  conrsenesB  of  laugu&ge,  nor 
obscured  by  remote  Allusiao,  the  quantity  in  existence  is  not 
great  It  la  ttiougbt  that  tW  volunae  coTitAiiia  a  very  lar^  pro- 
portion of  the  be^t  pieces  that  have  appealed. 

An  unexpectetl  feature  of  the  book  is,  that  tbere  Is  not  a  line 
in  it  by  a  female  h  '  ^  —  -  foibles  of  the  Fair  have 
given  occasion  to  verse  j   yet,  wiUi  diligent 

search,  no  huiooroi  n  have  been  found  which 

are  of  mcHt  aufheie  nim  to  a  pLiGi?  in  a  collec- 

tion like  this.     Th  racefal  gayi^ty,  tliat  quick 

perception  of  the  a^  uHiies  are  oontjnua31y  displaying 

in  their  con\  pr^ation  snd  oditcflpoodjence^  never,  it  »eeniSj  sug- 
gest the  successful  epigram,  or  inspire  happy  satirical  verse. 

The  reader  will  not  be  annoyed  by  an  impertinent  superfluity 
of  notes.  At  the  end  of  the  volume  may  be  found  a  list  of  the 
sources  from  which  its  contents  have  been  taken.  For  the  conve- 
nience of  those  who  live  remote  from  biographical  dictionaries,  a 
few  dates  and  other  particulars  have  been  added  to  the  mention 
of  each  name.  For  valuable  contributions  to  this  portion  of  the 
volume,  and  for  much  well-directed  work  upon  other  parts  of  it, 
the  reader  is  indebted  to  Mr.  T.  Butler  Gunn,  of  this  city. 

There  is,  certainly,  nothing  more  delightful  than  tlie  fun  of  a 
man  of  genius.  Humor,  as  Mr.  Thackeray  observes,  is  charming, 
and  poetry  is  charming,  but  the  blending  of  the  two  in  the  same 
composition  is  irresistible.  There  is  much  nonsense  in  this  book, 
and  some  folly,  and  a  little  iU-nature ;  but  there  is  more  wisdom 
than  either.  They  who  possess  it  may  congratulate  themselves 
upon  having  th*  largest  collection  ever  made  of  the  sportive  effu- 
sions of  genius. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


TO  MY    EMPTY    PURSE. 

OBAUCEB. 

To  yon.  my  pur*p.  axitl  to  none  other  wight^ 

C^spLun  I,  r->r  ye  Ik*  my  lady  dere; 

I  am  ?onT  n«iw  that  yc  be  light, 

F'T.  orn^-^  yo  now  make  me  heavy  chere; 

M»-  w^ri-  a-  l*-fe  V<-  liiid  upon  a  here, 

Y.7  v.-i;l.h  i-:nto  your  ni«Tcy  thus  I  crie, 

I>-  :.-:i\y  .i.-.v.n»'.  '.r  oL«*  mote  I  die. 

N  T  v- :  L-:itV  tliL-  'lay  or  it  b<*  ni^rbt, 
7-..-  I  •  f  y-  :  ti.'.'  i-Ii-.-ful  *owm-  may  here, 
' ':  --4-  y    .r  •■•/  -r  lik*.*  the  ."iniiiH'  bright, 
T:^*  .  ty*-lIow:ii>-  ha/1  nrver  p«Te; 
V-  oTf  :::t  LlV.  y»-  l>u  my  lierti^s  store, 
V  •  '-a  "1*«  '>nit'.«rt  umi  of  jrood  ouinpanie, 
B-  L-:ivy  ulmiii,  <  'r  *:l<*'  mote  I  die. 

N-  -y  j-;r-*;-.  th'Hi  art  to  me  my  lives  light, 
Ar. :  -.iv.-.ur.  iJ  dowTio  in  thL?  world  her.e, 
'.*  .•  '■:'•■.!''  lowne  ht-lpe  ine  hy  your  might, 
?■;.!:...!  yo!s  will  nut  Im^  my  treasure, 
i'  :  I  ;i:ii  slav..*  ti*  n<T«'  a^i  any  frere, 
II-*  1  y»r^y  \ii\ut  your  curtei^ii.', 
B*.-  iif.'*-,  V  »:ra:n,  or  t-1^  m^Uo  I  die. 


TO    CIILOE. 

\^    \fSiLi»r,Y    fOB   GOIN'G   INTO   THE  COVNTUY. 

PETER  rCVDAR. 

C-Ti'-.r.  w."  liiu-'  not  fthvayjs  be  in  heaven, 
K  ■:  iv.  r  u>y.'i^,  o^linjr,  kissinjr,  billinjr; 

Tt.»' j.  y.»  f...r  whii.li  I  thouTaud.-*  would  have  given. 
WiH pn-^'ot/x  be  scarcely  worth  a  shilling. 
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Thy  neck  is  fairer  than  the  Alpine  snows, 

And,  sweetly  swelling,  beats  the  down  of  doves; 

Thy  cheek  of  health,  a  rival  to  the  rose ; 
Thy  pouting  Ups,  the  throne  of  all  the  loves; 

Yet,  though  thus  beautiful  beyond  expression, 

That  beauty  fadeth  by  too  much  possession. 

Economy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature. 
Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter ; 
We  should  be  prudent,  never  live  too  fast ; 
Profusion  will  not,  can  not,  always  last 

Lovers  are  really  spend thrifls — ^*t  is  a  shame — 
Nothing  their  thoughtless,  wild  career  can  tame, 

Till  penury  stares  theni  in  the  face ; 
And  when  they  find  an  empty  purse, 
Grown  calmer,  wiser,  how  the  fault  they  curse. 

And,  limping,  look  with  such  a  §neaking  grace  I 
Job's  war-horse  fierce,  his  neck  with  thunder  hung, 
Sunk  to  an  humble  hack  that  carries  dung. 

Smell  to  the  queen  of  flowers,  the  fragrant  rose — 
Smell  twenty  times — and  then,  my  dear,  thy  nose 
Will  tell  thee  (not  so  much  for  scent  athirst) 
The  twentieth  drank  less  flavor  than  the  first 

Love,  doubtless,  is  the  sweetest  of  all  fellows ; 

Yet  often  should  the  little  god  retire — 
Absence,  dear  Chloe,  is  a  pair  of  bellows. 

That  keeps  alive  the  sacred  fire. 


TO    A    FLY, 

TAKEN  OUT  OP  A   BOWL  OF  PUNCH. 

PETER   PINDAR. 

Ah  I  poor  intoxicated  little  knave. 

Now  senseless,  floating  on  the  fragrant  wave; 

Why  not  content  the  cakes  alone  to  munch  ? 
Dearly  thou  pay*st  for  buzzing  round  the  bowl ; 
Lost  to  the  world,  thou  busy  sweet-lipped  soul — 

Thus  Death,  as  well  as  Pleasure,  dwells  with  Punch. 
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Kiivr  let  me  uke  thee  oat,  and  monfiie — 
Thus  't»  with  morUb^  as  it  is  with  flies, 

Forerer  hazikering  alter  Pleasure's  cup : 
Thou^  Fate,  with  all  his  legions,  be  at  hand, 
T&f  bearts,  thu  draught  of  Ciroe  can't  withstand. 

But  in  px9  every  nose— they  must,  will  sap. 

lUi  arv  the  passions,  as  a  colt  untamed  I 

When  Pnideoce  nionnts  their  backs  to  nde  them  mild, 
TbfT  fiinsr.  thej  snort,  they  foam,  they  rise  inflamed, 

In£?t:n;r  on  their  own  sole  will  so  wild. 

Gadf^-ud !  my  buziing  friend,  thou  art  not  dead; 
Tu  Fates,  so  kind,  have  not  yet  snapped  thy  thread ; 
Bj  h-av -:i«,  ihou  mov*st  aleg,  and  now  its  brother, 
Ai'i  k«  kiii^*.  lo.  again,  thou  mov*9t  anotlierl 

At.  1  r  -.v  tliV  b"Ii:  drunken  eyes  unclose, 
A:,  i  :.  .u  •'..  .:i  t.»I.-.-'t  f«ir  tliy  little  nose, 

A:,  i.  fi-ijr.i:  ir,  ih.m  nibbt-^t  tliy  two  hands 
M  .■  .--:■►  -^»y.  **  I  111  iiUil  I  *m  lit-re  again." 
Ar  :  w.  "l  :iiayc:'t  tin  mi  rt-juio.' — 'tis  very  plain, 

T:.*'  :,•  ar  w^rt  ilm'i  t  >  Death's  unsocial  lands. 

A    :  '.  w  th'-u  roll-  -t  on  Hiy  back  about, 
H.jiy  •  »  :'.;:-:  Tf.\-»Il":i'iYt».  u«>  doubt — 

N  -'v  I  :r:..  -; — "ii  iKi*  Ui.hU.'  making'  rings; 
N  v.  .  r.  .•.\- ! .: ;  j.  l vri  1 1 !  n ;/  a  w« •  t  t nick, 
N  v.  -i..//.;::/  T^f  rith  liquor  from  tliy  buck, 

N  -v  ::;•:.  r.:i;.'  ntvtar  from  tliy  fcilkcn  winga: 

N  V  -r^-.vii'.yj  «»n  tliy  h»»ad,  thy  .'*trength  to  find, 
Ar.  i  I    'rvii.L-  «j  It  thy  T*nialJ,  long  legs  behind; 
A:.i  :."'.v  »iiy  piniim-*  ii«»!«l  thou  briskly  ply; 
Pr» jiir.r.j  n^w  f»f  K»avf  ine — fan* well,  fly! 

<'t  •  ;.■  :i  Oiv  l<riihi-rs  on  yon  sunny  board, 
Ar.  i  r..:.T  ir.'  to  thy  Cunily  aflbrd — 

Til"  :•■  Wilt  tho'i  nn'ct  a  nii*tre.<s.^  or  a  wife, 
T/-i.'  vjir  /Jjf*-  tJr'ink.  limp  <vn<vU-!<^  in  thr  ."Stn'ttUj; 
fTt^^-arv.  p'-rLi/*'^.  rho  nnlc-rtVfminlin^  screaxii 
faoir  SJL^  {rr.^^ning  a,r  tby  pndJis  life.      ' 
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Yes,  go  and  carry  comfort  to  thy  firiends, 
And  wisely  toll  them  thy  imprudence  ends. 

Let  buns  and  sugar  for  the  future  charm ; 

These  will  delight,  and  feed,  and  work  no  harm — 

While  Punch,  the  grinning,  merry  imp  of  sin, 
Invites  th*  unwary  wanderer  to  a  kiss. 
Smiles  in  his  face,  as  though  he  meant  him  bliss. 

Then,  like  an  alligator,  drags  him  in. 


MAN    MAY    BE   HAPPY. 

PETER  PINDAR. 

"  Man  may  be  happy,  if  he  will  :'* 
I  've  said  it  often,  and  I  think  so  still; 

Doctrine  to  make  the  million  stare  I 
Ejiow  then,  each  mortal  is  an  actual  Jove ; 
Can  brew  what  weather  he  shall  most  approve, 

Or  wind,  or  calm,  or  foul,  or  fah*. 

But  here  *s  the  mischief— man's  an  ass,  I  say ; 

Too  fond  of  thunder,  lightning,  storm,  and  rain ; 
He  hides  the  charming,  cheerful  ray 

That  spreads  a  smile  o'er  hill  and  plain  I 
Dark,  he  must  dourt  Uie  skull,  and  spade,  and  shroud — 

The  mistress  of  his  soul  must  be  a  cloud ! 

• 

Who  told  him  that  he  must  be  cursed  on  earth  ? 

The  God  of  Nature  ?— No  such  thing ; 
Heaven  whispered  him,  tlie  moment  of  his  birth, 

"Don't  cry,  my  lad,  but  dance  and  sing ; 
Don't  be  too  wise,  and  be  an  ape : — 
In  colors  let  thy  soul  be  dressed,  not  crape. 

"  Roses  shall  smooth  life's  journey,  and  adorn ; 
Yet  mind  me — ^i^  through  want  of  grace. 
Thou  mean'st  to  fling  the  blessing  in  my  face. 

Thou  hast  full  leave  to  tread  upon  a  thorn." 

Yet  some  there  are,  of  men,  I  think  the  worst, 
Poor  imps  I  unhappy,  if  they  can't  be  cursed— 


HI8CXLLANXOUS.  26 

Forever  brooding  over  Ifisery's  egga^ 
As  though  life*8  pleasure  were  a  deadly  sin; 
Mousing  forever  for  a  gin 

To  catch  their  happiness  by  the  legs. 

Even  at  a  dinner  some  wiU  be  unblessed, 
However  good  the  viands,  and  well  dressed : 

They  always  come  to  table  with  a  scowl. 
Squint  with  a  face  of  veijuice  o*er  each  dish, 
Fault  the  poor  flesh,  and  quarrel  with  the  fish. 

Curse  cook  and  wife,  and,  loathing,  eat  and  growl 

A  cart-load,  lo,  their  stomachs  steal, 
Tet  swear  they  can  not  make  a  meal 
I  like  not  the  blue-devil-hunting  crew  I 

I  hate  to  drop  the  discontented  jaw  I 
0  let  me  Nature's  simple  smile  pursue. 

And  pick  even  pleasure  from  a  straw. 


ADDRESS    TO    THE   TOOTHACHE. 

WRITTEK  WHEN  THE  AUTHOR  WAS  ORXEVOUSLT  TORMENTED  BT  THAT 

DISORDER. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

Mt  curse  upon  thy  venom*d  stang, 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang ; 
And  thro*  my  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wi*  gnawing  vengeance; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi*  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines  1 

When  fevers  bum,  or  ague  freezes. 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeezes ; 
Our  neighbors'  S3rmpathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan; 
But  thee— thou  heU  o'  a'  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan ! 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle  I 
I  kick  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
2 
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As  TOOiid  the  fire  tbe  gigltta  keckla^ 
To  6C*  mc  loup ; 

Whil^,  raving:  mad,  I  wisIj  a  heckle 
Were  in  their  doup. 

O'  tk  the  num'rou*  human  dooky 

■Or  i'  the  mookf 

*  ht  to  aoc  I 

fu^^h  o'  foola^ 
earel  the  gree. 


Where*H  priesta  ca'  hell^ 

Wlieace  ^-..^      mis'ry  yell, 

And  rankt_  j„„guefl  tlieir  Biirnhersi  teU^ 

In  dreniifu'  raw, 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell, 

Amang  them  a' ; 

0  thou  grim  mischief-making  chiel, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick  ; — 
Gie  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  Toothache  I 


THE    PIG. 

A    COLLOQUIAL    POEM. 

ROBERT   80UTHEY. 

Jacob  I  I  do  not  like  to  see  tliy  nose 
Tum'd  up  in  scomftJ  curve  at  yonder  pig. 
It  would  be  well,  my  friend,  if  we,  like  him. 
Were  perfect  in  our  kind  I  .  .  And  why  despise 
The  sow-bom  grunter  ?  . .  He  is  obstinate. 
Thou  answerest ;  ugly,  and  the  filthiest  beast 
That  banquets  upon  oftal. .  . .  Now  I  pray  you 
Hear  the  pig's  counsel. 

Is  he  obstinate  ? 
We  must  noty  Jacob,  be  deceived  by  words •, 
Wo  must  not  take  them  aa  unheeding  ^nd^ 
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Receive  base  money  at  the  current  worth, 

But  with  a  just  su^icion  try  their  sound, 

And  in  the  even  balance  weigh  them  well 

See  now  to  what  this  obstinacy  comes : 

A  poor,  mistreated,  democratic  beast, 

He  knows  that  his  unmerciful  drivers  seek 

Their  profit,  and  not  his.     He  hath  not  learned 

That  pigs  were  made  for  man, . .  bom  to  be  brawn'd 

And  baconized :  that  he  must  please  to  give 

Just  what  his  gracious  masters  please  to  take ; 

Perhaps  his  tusks,  the  weapons  Nature  gave 

For  self-defense,  the  general  privilege ; 

Perhaps, . .  hark,  Jacob  I  dost  thou  hear  that  horn  ? 

Woe  to  the  young  posterity  of  Pork  I 

Their  enemy  is  at  hand. 

Again.     Thou  say'st 
The  pig  is  ugly.    Jacob,  look  at  him  I 
Those  eyes  have  taught  the  lover  flattery. 
His  face,  .  .  nay,  Jacob  I  Jacob  I  were  it  fair 
To  judge  a  lady  in  her  dishabille  ? 
Fancy  it  dressed,  and  with  saltpeter  rouged. 
Behold  liis  tail,  my  friend ;  with  curls  like  that 
The  wanton  hop  marries  her  stately  spouse : 
So  crisp  in  beauty  Amoretta's  hair 
Kings  round  her  lover*s  soul  the  chains  of  love. 
And  what  is  beauty,  but  the  aptitude 
Of  parts  harmonious  ?    Give  thy  fancy  scope. 
And  thou  wilt  find  tliat  no  imagined  change 
Can  beautify  this  beast     Place  at  liis  end 
The  starry  glories  of  the  peacock's  pride, 
Give  him  the  swan's  white  breast;  for  his  hom-hoofs 
Shape  such  a  foot  and  ankle  as  the  waves 
Crowded  in  eager  rivahy  to  kiss 
When  Venus  from  the  enamor'd  sea  arose ;  .  . 
Jacob,  thou  canst  but  make  a  monster  of  him  I 
All  alteration  man  could  think,  would  mar 
His  pig-perfection. 

The  last  charge,  .  .  he  lives 
A  dirty  life.     Here  I  could  shelter  him 
With  noble  and  right-reverend  precedents, 
And  show  by  sanction  of  authority 
That  'tis  a  very  honorable  thing 
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To  thrive  bj  dirty  waya.     But  let  me  rest 

On  betUir  ground  Lb(j  UDiioswerablc  delViwe; 

The  pi|^  is  u  pliiloeopherj  wJio  kngwa 

No  prpjivlbe.    Dirt?  . .  Jacobs  what  is  <lirt? 

If  mattei",  h  ,  why  the  delicate  dish  that  Icmpta 

An  o*t?rgorged  cpicurf?  to  the  last  morael 

That  Btijffe  him  to  the  throat-^t4?Sj  b  no  oaorc* 

If  tmtter  my, 

Spirit  18 1  Bble 

Are  one^  td, 

Think,  Juoi  i^  and  ih&  tntre 

Wherein  b  |I 

And  there  f  the  bracfie 
Pleads  with  me;,  mm  ant  tliee  to  a  smile 

That  spenka  oonviction.         :r  yon  bloasom'd  field 
Of  benttj  it  cttine,  and  thou^htg  of  bacon  rise. 


SNUFF. 

ROBERT  SOUTHET. 

A  DELiOATE  pinch  I  oh  how  it  tingles  up 

The  titillated  nose,  and  fills  the  eyes 

And  breast^  till  in  one  comfortable  sneeze 

The  full-collected  pleasure  bursts  at  last  I 

Most  rare  Columbus  I  thou  shalt  be  for  this 

The  only  Christopher  in  my  calendar. 

Why,  but  for  thee  the  uses  of  the  nose 

Were  half  unknown,  and  its  capacity 

Of  joy.     The  summer  gale  that  from  the  heath, 

At  midnoon  glowing  with  the  golden  gorse, 

Bears  its  balsamic  odor,  but  provokes 

Not  satisfies  the  sense ;  and  all  the  flowers, 

That  with  their  unsubstantial  fragrance  tempt 

And  disappoint,  bloom  for  so  short  a  space, 

That  half  the  year  the  nostrils  would  keep  Lent, 

But  that  the  kind  tobacconist  admits 

No  winter  in  his  work;  when  Nature  sleeps 

His  wheels  roll  on,  and  still  administer 

A  plenitude  of  joy,  a  tangible  smelL 

What  are  Peru  and  those  Gk>lcondan  mines 
To  thee,  Vii^ginia  ?  nvserable  realms, 
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The  produce  of  inhuman  toil,  thej  send 

Gold  for  the  greedy,  jewels  for  the  vain. 

But  thine  are  common  comforts  I . .  To  omit 

Pipe-panegyric  and  tobacco-praise, 

Think  what  a  general  joy  the  snuff-box  gives, 

Europe,  and  far  above  Pizarro's  name 

Write  Raleigh  in  thy  records  of  renown ! 

Him  let  the  school-boy  bless  if  he  behold 

His  master's  box  produced,  for  when  he  sees 

The  thumb  and  finger  of  authority 

8tuffed  up  the  nostrils :  when  hat,  head,  and  wig 

Shake  all ;  when  on*  the  waistcoat  black,  brown  dust^ 

From  the  oft-reiterated  pinch  profuse 

Profusely  scattered,  lodges  in  its  folds, 

And  part  on  the  magistral  table  lights, 

Part  on  the  open  book,  soon  blown  away, 

Full  surely  soon  shall  then  the  brow  severe 

Belax ;  and  from  vituperative  lips 

Words  that  of  birch  remind  not,  sounds  of  praise. 

And  jokes  that  must  be  laughed  at  shall  proceed. 


A    FAREWELL    TO    TOBACCO. 

CHARLES   LAMB. 

May  the  Babylonish  curse 

Straight  confound  my  stammering  verse, 

If  I  can  a  passage  see 

In  this  word-perplexity, 

Or  a  fit  expression  find, 

Or  a  language  to  my  mind, 

(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant) 

To  take  leave  of  thee,  great  plant  I 

Or  in  any  terms  relate 

Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate : 

For  I  hate,  yet  love  thee,  so, 

That,  whichever  thing  I  show, 

The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 

A  constrain'd  hyperbole, 

And  the  passion  to  proceed 

More  from  a  mistress  than  a  weed. 
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S  »oty  retain*5r  to  iJit  viiiOf 
Bacr  bus'  black  aprvMit,  ntrgro  ftue ; 
Sorcenijr,  Lbat  luak^at  lis  dt*tc  Upon 
Thy  begiimcd cuniplojEJOAf 
Anc  I  for  thy  pemicioim  sakt*, 
More  anU  greater  odto  to  br<Mik 
TJia  I  rednim^d  lovei-s  Iftke 
*Gfti  '  aifi!3:ie  drat  Uy 

Muo  nVf 

\Mii  /Hug  brt**tli 

1^  wt  bind  119, 

Timt  our  uHs  Can  i  ot  tiitd  n^ 

And  iU  fonniie,  that  would  tliwart  its 
Shoots  at  rovers,  shooting  at  us ; 
While  each  man,  through  thy  height'ning  steam, 
Does  like  asmoking  Etna  seem, 
And  all  about  us  does  express 
(Fancy  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 
A  Sicilian  fniitfulness. 

Thou  through  such  a  mist  dost  show  us, 
That  our  best  friends  do  not  know  us, 
And,  for  those  allowed  features, 
Due  to  reasonable  creatures, 
Liken'st  us  to  fell  Chimeras, 
Monsters  that,  who  see  us,  fear  us; 
Worse  than  Cerberus  or  Gkryon, 
Or,  who  first  loved  a  cloud,  Ixion. 

Bacchus  we  know,  and  we  allow 
His  tipsy  rites.     But  what  art  thou, 
Tliat  but  by  reflex  canst  show 
What  his  deity  can  do. 
As  the  false  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  miracle  ? 
Some  few  vapors  thou  may'st  raise, 
The  weak  brain  may  serve  to  amaze, 
But  to  the  reins  and  nobler  heart 
Canst  nor  life  nor  heat  impart 
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Brother  of  Bacchus,  l&ter  bora, 
The  old  world  was  sure  forlorn 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
The  god's  victories  than  before 
AU  his  panthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  piping  BacchanaK 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
Or  judge  of  ihee  meant:  only  thou 
His  true  Indian  conquest  art; 
And,  for  ivy  round  his  dart, 
The  reformed  god  now  weaves 
A  finer  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 

Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfume 
Chemic  art  did  ne'er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  strain. 
None  so  sov'reign  to  the  brain  ; 
Nature,  that  did  in  thee  excel, 
Framed  again  no  second  smell. 
Roses,  violet*?,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys. 
Or  for  greener  damsels  meant ; 
Thou  art  the  only  manly  scent. 

Stinking'st  of  tlie  stinking  kind, 
FilUi  of  tlie  mouth  anil  fog  of  tlie  mind, 
Africa,  that  brags  her  foison, 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poison 
Henbane,  nightshade,  both  together, 
Hemlock,  aconite 

Nay,  rather. 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue ; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  you. 
'Twas  but  in  a  sort  I  blamed  thee ; 
None  e'er  prosper'd  who  defamed  thee ; 
Irony  all,  and  leign'd  abuse. 
Such  as  perplex'd  lovers  use, 
At  a  need,  when,  in  despair 
To  paint  forth  their  fairest  fair. 
Or  in  part  but  to  express 
Tliat  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  fancies  doth  so  strike, 
They  borrow  language  of  dislike ; 
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Ai      bstead  of  Dearest  Jfbsj 

Je^     L  Honey^  Sweetlieart^  Bliss, 

An     bose  forms  of  old  ndmiring^ 

Ca     jpr  Cot^katrice  »nd  Siren, 

Ba      lA:,  tgid  oD  thaV:i  evil, 

W.     ij  Hyena,  Meruiaid,  Devil, 

EtJ     Pf  Wencrh,  and  Blackamoor, 

Mc  r  tDOre ; 

Fri.  Fo 

No 

Bu; 

Ao 

Boi 

Tha«  JFOt 

Whe. 
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Or,  as  men,  constrain'd  to  part 
With  what's  nearest  to  their  hearty 
While  their  sorrow  *s  at  the  height^ 
Lose  discrimination  quite, 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  fall, 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall, 
On  the  darling  thing  whatever. 
Whence  they  feel  it  death  to  sever. 
Though  it  be,  as  they,  perforce. 
Guiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  must  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee. 
Friendliest  of  plants,  tliat  I  must)  leave  thee. 
For  thy  sake,  tobacco,  I 
Would  do  any  thing  but  die, 
And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days 
Long  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 
But,  as  she,  who  once  hath  been 
A  king*s  consort,  is  a  queen 
Ever  after,  nor  will  bate 
Any  title  of  her  state, 
Though  a  widow,  or  divorced, 
So  I,  from  thy  converse  forced, 
The  old  name  and  style  retain, 
A  right  Katherine  of  Spain ; 
And  a  seat,  too,  *mongst  the  joys 
Of  the  blest  Tobacco  Boys; 


XI8CBLLAXEOVS.  89 

Wberp,  tboagh  I,  by  sour  physiduiy 

Am  debarred  the  fiiQ  fruition 

Of  ihy  UV07H,  I  may  catch 

S:iQM  coQat^^ral  sweets,  and  snatdi 

St lilonar •>li>r««.  tliat  give  life 

Lk"  {.'UiM-Hii  froDi  a  nciglibor's  wife ; 

And  !ftil]  lire  in  the  by-places 

Aod  the  .^burfos  of  thy  graces; 

AaJ  in  thy  bonlera  take  delight^ 

An  anoant|uer*d  Canaarute. 


WRTITEN  AFTER  S^^^MMIN(J  FROM  SE8T0S  TO 
ABYDOS. 


BTBOX. 


If.  .1  !.:•■  month  of  dark  Deoi»mber, 

L/-.iii  l-rr.  wht}  was  nightly  wont 
(Wiiit  iiiai'l  will  not  tlie  tile  remember?) 

T  .  iTiH-«  tliy  stream  bn^ad  Hellespont! 

If.  wt:»-n  th»*  wint'ry  tompe?t  roarM, 

il"  *\>^'\  t'>  Hero  nothinj^  loth, 
Ar.  i  liiij^  of  i^ltl  thy  oarrent  pourM, 

Fair  Wnu-s  I  how  T  piry  both  I 

F-.-  :.v.  de^reneratc.  modem  wret(?h, 
Ti;i»'ij!i  in  the  j^.-nial  month  of  May, 

My  iripiR?  limlis  I  faintly  Btretch, 
And  ilijnk  I  *ve  done  a  feat  to-day. 

E::l  sini"*-  h'-  cn'»<<ed  th«'  rapid  tide, 

Aitoplin;/  To  the  diiuhtful  story, 
T.>  w.n — an  1 — Lonl  knows  wluit  beside, 

And  ?wani  for  Love,  a.^  I  for  Glory; 

T  werp  lianl  to  auiy  who  fare<l  the  best : 
Sal  mortaU !  ihu?  tlie  poils  still  plague  you  1 

Ut*  List  hj3  labor,  I  my  jest; 
fur  he  was  drownedf  Mnd  I  We  the  agUO 
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BE   LISBON   PACKET. 

EXil  Rodf^tij  VFt  are  going, 
br  embargo  "e  off  tit  laist ; 
I     Drablc  bjyeKcs  blowing 
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bltwijhemiiigj 
expired. 


im-hoitae ; 

XJases  cracking, 
Not  a  comer  for  a  mouse 
'Scapes  unsearcbed  amid  tlie  racket, 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet 


Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooring, 

And  all  hands  must  ply  the  oar ; 
Baggage  from  the  quay  is  lowering, 

We  're  impatient — push  from  shore. 
"  Have  a  care  I  that  case  holds  liquor — 
Stop  the  boat — I  'm  sick — 0  Lord  I" 
"  Sick,  ma'am,  damme,  you  '11  be  sicker 
Ere  you  've  been  an  hour  on  board," 
Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Gemmen,  ladies,  servants,  Jacks ; 
Here  entangling, 
All  are  wrangling, 
Stuck  together  close  as  wax. — 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket. 
Ere  we  reach  the  Lisbon  Packet 

Now  we  've  reached  her,  lo  I  the  captain, 
Ghillant  Kid,  commands  the  crew ; 

Passengers  their  berths  are  clapped  in, 
3ome  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 
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"  Hey  day  I  call  you  that  a  cabin? 

Why,  *ds  hardly  three  feet  'square  ; 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  in — 
Who  the  deuce  can  harbor  there?" 
"Who,  sir?  plenty- 
Nobles  twenty 
Did  at  once  my  vessel  fill." — 
"Did  they?  Jesuis 
How  you  squeeze  us  I 
Would  to  God  they  did  so  still : 
Then  I  'd  'scape  the  heat  and  racket 
Of  the  good  ship  Lisbon  Packet" 


Fletcher  I  Murray  I  Bob  I  where  are  you? 

Stretched  along  the  decks  like  logs — 
Bear  a  hand,  you  jolly  tar,  you ! 

Here 's  a  rope's  end  for  the  dogs. 
Hobhouse  muttenn«T  fearful  curses. 
As  tlie  hatchway  down  he  rolls. 
Now  his  breakfast,  now  his  verses. 
Vomits  forth — and  damns  our  souls. 
"  Here 's  a  stanza 
On  Braganza — 
Help !"— "  A  couplet  ?"— "  No,  a  cup 
Of  warm  water — " 
"What's  the  matter?" 
"  Zounds  I  my  liver 's  coming  up ; 
I  shall  not  survive  tlie  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet," 


Now  at  length  we  *re  o^ff  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shall  come  back  I 
Breezes  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  unship  us  in  a  crack. 
Butj  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is. 

As  philosophers  allow, 
Still  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is. 

Then  laugh  on — as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things, 
Great  and  small  things, 
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Sick  or  well,  aL  sen  or  shore ; 
Wliile  wo  're  quaffing, 
Let's  have  kiughing —  • 

'Who  the  devil  cArea  for  more  ? — 
Soirie  good  wice  I  arid  who  would  bcik  it, 
Evoi  on  boftTd  the  Lialion  Parkct? 


* 

mOUAS  MOORI 

Nevei 

Offue  prose^ 

YOL 

iflt&mp^ 

The  lip  1 

roaee, 

OhI  m 

JUSl           .  _ 

the  larap^ 

Old  QMoe^  whose  withering  kiwea 
Have  long  set  the  loves  at  defiance, 

Now  done  with  the  science  of  blisses, 
May  fly  to  the  blisses  of  science  I 

Young  Sappho,  for  want  of  employments, 

Alone  o'er  her  Ovid  may  melt, 
Condemned  but  to  read  of  enjoyments. 

Which  wiser  Corinna  had  felt 

But  for  you  to  be  buried  in  books — 
Oh,  Fanny  I  they're  pitiful  sages ; 

Who  could  not  in  one  of  your  looks 
Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pages  I 

Astronomy  finds  in  your  eye 
Better  light  than  she  studies  above. 

And  music  must  borrow  your  sigh 
As  the  melody  dearest  to  lore. 

In  Ethics — ^'tis  you  that  can  check, 

In  a  minute,  their  doubts  and  their  quarrels, 

Oh  I  show  but  that  mole  on  your  neck, 
And  'twill  soon  put  an  end  to  their  morals. 

Your  Arithmetic  only  can  trip 

When  to  kiss  and  to  count  you  endeavor; 
But  eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  jou  swear  that  you'll  love  me  forever. 
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Has  joa  see  what  a  briDiaiit  aQumoe 

Of  arts  is  aaBemUed  in  yon — 
A  course  of  more  exquisite  sdenoe 

Ifao  neTer  need  wish  to  go  throagfal 

Awl,  oh ! — if  a  feQow  like  me 

Maj  confer  a  dif^oma  of  hearts, 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

llj  dirine  little  Mistress  of  ArtsI 


YOUNG   JESSICA. 

TROHAB  MOORS. 

Yoc5c  Jdvica  sat  all  the  day, 

In  i'.'VCMlrtrams  langui^liingly  pining, 
Hrr  n«H>iilt.'  brifrht  n»*p1pcte<i  lay, 

L.k*-  troant  peniiis  idly  shining. 
J^-A-y.  iL-  in  idU*  hearts 

Tl^t  lore  an'i  nii^'hiuf  are  most  nimble ; 
Tli-y  «af-^t  siiii'M  a^niinst  the  darts 

0:  Cjji'l,  U  ^linervas  thimble. 

A  chill  who  with  a  magnot  play*d, 

Au'i  kni-w  itA  winning  way^  so  wily, 
Ts*^  ni;iimi"t  near  tho  needle  laid, 

An- 1  laiijrhinp,  said,  **  We'll  steal  it  sUly.** 
Thr  S"T.'*iIe,  having  naught  to  do, 

WsL«  plfaiv^l  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle, 
T;':!  cloiier  «iiU  the  tempter  <lrew. 

And  o9r,  at  length,  eloped  the  needle. 

Now,  harl  thi:s  needle  tum'd  its  eye 

To  9nme  pay  reticule's  construction. 
It  n-'iT  liail  strayM  from  duty's  tie, 

Ni^r  fi'lt  a  maj:m.-t's  riy  seduction. 
Oirli  would  you  ket>p  tranquil  hcartes 

Your  snowy  Augers  must  be  nimblu ; 
The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

Of  Cupid,  MB  MinervM'a  thimble 
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RINGS    AND    SEALS. 

"  Gk>  I"  Bftid  the  angry  weeping^  raaul, 
'*  llie  charm  ia  broki^n  I — pDr^  botrjiy'd, 
Oh  I  never  can  my  Loart  tv^y 
Oa  ^       '      '    ■  U  or  si^jli. 

1^5  YOWi*  to  Li;"ftvt.'ti ; 

n^  %lit  an*!  iiiottIt 

1^  tumd  hii\h  worn; 

Ths,  mprest, 

And  ing  should  be 

A  Tonnsttn  tirsi  u  mr  uujjt  thee  I 
Take,  take  them  back,  the  gift  and  vow, 
All  sullied,  lost)  and  hateful,  now  !'* 

I  took  the  ring — ^the  seal  I  took. 
While  oh  I  her  every  tear  and  look 
Were  such  as  angels  look  and  shed. 
When  man  is  by  the  world  misled  I 
Gently  I  whisper' d,  "Fanny,  dear  I 
Not  half  thy  lover's  gifts  are  here : 
Say,  where  are  all  the  seals  he  gave 
To  every  ringlet's  jetty  wave. 
And  where  is  every  one  he  printed 
Upon  tliat  lip,  so  mby-tinted — 
Seals  of  the  purest  gem  of  bliss. 
Oh  I  richer,  softer,  far  than  this ! 

"  And  then  the  ring — ^my  love !  recall 
How  many  rings,  delicious  all, 
His  arms  around  that  neck  hath  twisted. 
Twining  warmer  far  than  this  did  I 
Where  are  they  all,  so  sweety  so  many  ? 
Oh  I  dearest,  give  back  all,  if  any  I" 

While  thus  I  murmur'd,  trembling  too 
Lest  all  the  nymph  had  vow'd  was  true^ 
I  saw  a  smile  relenting  rise 
'Mid  the  moist  azure  of  hiss  eyes, 


MI8CBLI.AHXOU0.  39 

like  daj-ligfat  o'er  a  se*  of  blne^ 
Wlule  jel  the  air  18  dim  with  dew  I 
She  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine, 
She  let  mf  arms  aroond  her  twine — 
Oh  I  who  can  tell  the  bliss  one  feeb 
In  thns  ezdunging  rings  and  scab  I 


NETS   AND    CAGES. 

THOKAfl  MOOBI. 

GoMi,  listen  to  my  stoiy,  while 

Your  needle's  task  jou  ply ; 
At  what  I  sing  some  maida  will  smile, 

lilliile  some,  perhaps^  may  sig^ 
Though  Lore's  the  theme,  and  ^Visdom  blames 

Such  florid  songs  as  oars, 
Yft  Tnith,  sometimes,  like  ca5»t«}m  dames, 

Can  s|ieak  hor  thou^^hte  by  flowers, 
TL**n  lifU'n.  uai<L'<,  com**  listen,  while 

Your  nei'illt.''s  task  you  ply ; 
At  what  I  s^ing  tlif  re's  some  may  smile. 

While  some,  porhap:»,  will  sigli. 

Youn2  Clot\  l)ont  on  catching  Loves, 

S-M*h  net»  had  learnM  to  frame. 
That  none,  in  all  our  vales  and  groves. 

Ere  caught  r<o  much  small  game : 
While  penile  Sue,  less  given  to  roam, 

Wht.-n  Goe's  net^  were  taking 
Th**5e  flights  of  birds^  sat  still  at  home. 

One  small,  neat  Love-cage  making. 
Come,  ll<«ton,  maids,  etc. 

Much  Cloc  laugh'd  at  Susan*s  task ; 

But  mark  how  things  went  on : 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  could  ask 

Their  name  and  age,  w«»r«;  gone ! 
So  weak  poor  Clue's  nets  were  wove. 

That,  tbou^di  she  charmed  into  them 
Xpwgnme  eai-h  hour,  the  younfxst  Lore 
ffss  Mble  Ut  brvak  Uirouf^h  thorn. 
Oome,  liston,  nuuda,  etc 
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Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whos«  co^fe  was  wrought      | 

Of  bars  too  eitrong  to  sever, 

■ 

One  hovQ  with  golden  pmioua  caught, 
And  caged  him  tli**re  Ibrevorj 

1 

Tnatractiag  Uien;l>y,  hU  eoqucttes, 
Wbate'er  their  looks  or  ap?*, 

1 

CiiTiug  Nct% 

1 

The 

^k» 

I 

ilav  d 

nsmile^ 

^m 

Ahl 
1 

1 
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SALAD. 


SYDJreY  SMITH. 


To  make  this  condiment,  your  poet  begs 

The  pounded  yellow  of  two  hard-boiled  eggs ; 

Two  boiled  potatoes,  passed  through  kitchen-sieve, 

Smoothness  and  soilness  to  the  salad  give ; 

Let  onion  atoms  lurk  within  the  bowl, 

And,  half-suspected,  animate  the  whole. 

Of  mordant  mustard  add  a  single  spoon, 

Distrust  the  condiment  that  bites  so  soon ; 

But  deem  it  not,  thou  man  of  herbs,  a  fault, 

To  add  a  double  quantity  of  salt 

And,  lastly,  o'er  the  flavored  compound  toss 

A  magic  soup-spoon  of  anchovy  sauce. 

Oh,  green  and  glorious  I     Oh,  herbaceous  treat  I 

'T  would  tempt  the  dying  anchorite  to  eat ; 

Back  to  the  world  he  'd  turn  his  fleeting  soul, 

And  plunge  his  fingers  in  the  salad  bowl  I 

Serenely  full,  the  epicure  would  say. 

Fate  can  not  harm  me,  I  have  dined  to-day  I 
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HT    LETTERS. 

B.  HIBRIS  WABHAM. 
-•XJtan  Mrtplft  naMt**— Ou  Saw. 

AsonsB  minling,  dri^ng  day  I 

Of  dealing  up  there 'a  no  appearanoe; 
So  I H  at  do wn  withoat  delay ^ 

Awl  here,  at  leasts  1 11  make  a  dearanoe  f 

Oh  nt'er  ''oo  soch  a  day  as  thu^** 

Would  Dido  with  her  woes  oppreasid 
HiTe  woo*d  JBoeas  bade  to  bliaa^ 

Or  Trolios  gone  to  hunt  for  Cressid  I 

No.  they  *d  have  8tay*d  at  home,  like  me, 

And  popp'd  their  toes  upon  the  fender, 
And  drank  a  quiet  cup  of  tea : 

On  <Uvs  like  tliL*  one  can't  be  tender. 

Sx  Mullr,  draw  that  basket  nigher, 

And  p»it  my  desk  upon  the  table — 
Bm:^  Tljat  portfolio— .stir  the  6rp — 

X'jw  off  as  Cist  as  you  arc  able  I 

r;r»t  \n-Tv  *s  a  card  from  Mn«.  Grimes, 
"  A  I  lull  !* — she  knows  that  I  'm  no  dancer^- 

Thjt  \i  oiiian  "s  a^^k'd  me  fifty  times, 
And  T*.*t  I  nuTer  send  an  amtwer. 

*■  Deak  Jack, — 

Jikit  Wnd  me  twenty  pounds, 
T31  Monday  next,  when  I  'U  return  it 
Tours  truly, 

IIenrt  Gibbs." 
WhyZ— dsl 
I  ve  seen  the  man  but  twice — here,  bum  it 

Oni'  from  my  cousin  Sophy  Daw — 

Fun  of  Aunt  Margery's  dlHtresses ; 
''The  cat  has  kitten*d  '  in  the  draw,' 

JLad ruia'd  two  bna-new  silk  dn^^vies.'* 
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From  Sam^  '*The  Ch*nGcllor*fl  [jioLtn/* — n«y 
Conlbtmd  his  puna,  he  know.s  1  hnU*  'cjn ; 

'*  Pro  Eegc,  Lege,  Greg*? " — Ay, 

'^Por  Kiugreftd  Mob!"     Eh:»agliam*s  oltl  rrratuvi. 

From  Seraphina  Price — ^'  At  two" — 

*'  Till  thtti  I  caa't,  in^f  deixregt  John,  stir ;" 

Two  mt  go, 

Begh  "  Fftithleas  Monster  I" 


'Dfah 


L 


Who*g  i  s  may  bi-, 

Preaei  three 

Precisely^ 


1 


^^  We  '11  name  it  John,  and  know  with  pleasure 
You  '11  stand" — Five  guineas  more,  confound  it ! — 

I  wish  they  'd  call  it  Nebuchadnezzar, 

Or  thrown  it  in  the  Thames  and  drown'd  it 

What  have  we  next  ?    A  civil  dun : 

"  John  Brown  would  take  it  as  a  favor" — 

Another,  and  a  surlier  one, 

"  I  can't  put  up  witli  sich  behavior." 

"  Bill  so  long  standing," — "  quite  tired  out," — 
"Must  sit  down  to  insist  on  payment," 

"Called  ten  times," — ^Here  's  a  fuss  about 
A  few  coats,  waistcoat??,  and  small  raiment  I 

For  once  I'll  send  an  answer,  and  in- 
form Mr.  Snip  he  need  n't  "  call"  so ; 

But  when  liis  bill 's  as  "  tired  of  standing'* 
As  he  is,  beg  't  will  "  sit  down  also." 

This  from  my  rich  old  Uncle  Ned, 

Thanking  me  for  my  annual  present ; 
And  saying  he  last  Tuesday  wed 

His  cook-maid,  Molly — vastly  pleasant  I 

An  ill-spelt  note  from  Tom  at  school. 

Begging  I  '11  let  him  learn  the  fiddle ; 
Another  from  that  precious  fool, 
Miss  PyeBnch,  with  a  stupid  riddle. 
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"  D*  ye  give  it  up  ?"    Indeed  I  do  I 

Confdund  those  antiquated  minxes ; 
I  won't  play  "  Bitty  Black'  to  a  "  Blut;' 

Of  (Edipus  to  SQch  old  sphinxes. 

A  note  sent  up  irom  Kent  to  show  me, 

Left  with  my  bailiff,  Peter  King ; 
'"I  'II  bum  them  precious  stacks  down,  blow  me  I 

**  Yours  most  sincerely, 

"Captain  Swing." 

Four  begging  letters  with  petitions, 

One  from  my  sbter  Jane,  to  pray 
1 11  execute  a  few  commissions" 

In  Bond-street^  "  when  I  go  that  way." 

"And  buy  at  Pearsall's  in  the  city 

Twelve  skeins  of  sUk  for  netting  purses : 
Color  no  matter,  so  it's  pretty ; — 

Two  hundred  pens" — two  hundred  curses  I 

From  Mistress  Jones :  "My  little  Billy 

Goes  up  his  schooling  to  begin, 
Will  you  just  step  to  Piccadilly, 

And  meet  him  when  the  coach  comes  in  ? 

"  And  then,  perhaps,  you  will  as  well,  see 

The  poor  dear  fellow  safe  to  school 
At  Dr.  Smith's  in  Little  Chelsea  1" 

Heaven  send  he  flog  the  little  fool  I 

From  Lady  Snooks :  "  Dear  Sir,  you  know 

You  promised  me  last  week  a  Rebus ; 
A  something  smart  and  apropos^ 

For  my  new  Album  T — Aid  me,  Phoebus  I 

"  My  first  is  followed  by  my  second ; 

Yet  should  my  first  my  second  see, 
A  dire  mishap  it  would  be  reckon'd, 

And  sadly  shoek'd  my  first  would  be. 

"  Were  I  but  what  my  whole  implies, 

And  pass'd  by  chance  across  your  portal : 
You'd  cry  *  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 

I  never  saw  so  queer  a  mortal  V 
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"For  then  my  bead  would  not  be  on, 
My   arnia  their  shoulders  must  abandon  ^ 

My  vory  body  would  bo  g:onCj 
I  flliould  not  have  a  Log  to  aUnd  on." 

Come  thflt*a  dispAtch'd— what  follows  t—Suy 

Vote  for  *. 
By  Jovi 

Jack,  dap 
Or  no  !- 

The  devil  i 
I'm  off— 


THE    POPLAR. 


R.   HARRIS  BARUAM. 

At,  here  stands  the  Poplar,  so  tall  and  so  stately, 
On  whose  tender  rind — ^"twas  a  little  one  then — 

We  carved  Jier  initials ;  though  not  very  lately, 
We  think  in  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  ten. 

Yes,  here  is  the  G  which  proclaimed  GU?orgiana ; 

Our  heart's  empress  then ;  see,  'tis  grown  all  askew ; 
And  it's  not  without  grief  we  perforce  entertain  a 

Conviction,  it  now  looks  much  more  like  a  Q. 

This  should  be  the  great  D  too,  that  once  stood  for  Dobbin, 
Her  lov'd  patronymic — ah  I  can  it  be  so  ? 

Its  once  fair  proportions,  time,  too,  has  been  robbing ; 
A  D  ?— we  '11  be  Deed  if  it  isn't  an  0 1 


Alas  I  how  the  soul  sentimental  it  vexes, 

That  thus  on  our  labors  stem  Chronos  should  frown; 
Should  change  our  soft  liquids  to  izzards  and  Xes, 

And  turn  true-love's  alphabet  all  upside  down ! 
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SPRING. 

▲    VIW    TXBBIOII. 

TBOMAS  HOOa 
•Jtaik  TtoAMlwAnwdlr-ICliTtiyeold. 

Ooi^  fflTi  Spring!  ethereal  mAiiMii^  ooma  T 
0!  TboouoD,  Toid  of  rfajme  as  well  as  reaaoii, 

How  oouldflt  thoo  thus  poor  human  nature  horn? 
lliflre*8no80Gfai 


The  Spring!  I  durink  and  rimdder  at  her  name  I 
For  why,  I  find  her  hreath  a  bitter  bhgfater  I 

And  aofier  from  her  blows  as  if  they  came 
From  Spring  the  Fighter. 

Her  praises,  thexi,  let  hardy  poets  sing, 
And  be  her  tuneful  laureates  and  upholders, 

Who  do  not  feel  as  if  they  had  a  Spring 
Poured  down  their  shoulders! 

Let  others  eulogize  her  floral  shows; 

From  me  they  can  not  win  a  single  stanza. 
I  know  her  blooms  arc  in  full  blow — and  so 's 

The  Influenza. 

Her  cowslips  stocks,  and  lilies  of  the  vale, 
Her  honey-blossoms  tliat  you  hear  the  bees  at, 

Her  pansies^  daffodils,  and  prinirose  pale, 
Are  things  I  sneeze  at! 

Fair  is  the  Temal  quarter  of  the  year! 

And  fair  itj«  early  buddings  and  its  blowings — 
But  just  suppose  Consumption  s  seeds  appear 

With  other  sowings ! 

For  me,  I  find,  when  eastern  winds  are  liigli, 

A  frigid,  not  a  genial  inspiration ; 
Nor  can,  like  Iron-Chested  Chubb,  defy 
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Smitten  by  breczea  from  the  hud  of  plftgtM^ 
To  tne  all  vt^rtiEil  loxurita  are  fflbk^ 

0 1  -where  *fl  the  J^Sj/ftJi^  in  B  rUeuuiaUc  leg, 
Stiff  aa  ft  Ublo's? 

I  limp  in  fl-gonj — I  whoeee  &o4  oougli ; 

And  quake  with  AiTiic.  thftt  ^Prtt  AgiUtor; 
Nor  dream,  (tig  off 

My  Reep 

What  won  '  liick 

A  peg  fo  liAng  on  ? — 

Spring-,  mill  ev  SpHng-hueled  Jack 
To  thoae 

In  short,  whatever  panegyrics  lie 
In  fulsome  odes  too  many  to  be  cited, 

The  tenderness  of  Spring  is  all  my  eye, 
And  that  is  blighted  I 


ODE. 

ON   A   DISTANT   PROSPECT   OF   CLAPHAM   ACADEMY. 

TnOMAS   HOOD. 

An  me  I  those  old  familiar  bounds  I 
That  classic  house,  those  classic  grounds, 

My  pensive  thought  recalls ! 
What  tender  urcliins  now  confine, 
Wliat  little  captives  now  repine. 

Within  yon  irksome  walls  I 

Ay,  that 's  the  very  house  I  I  know 
Its  ugly  windows,  ten  a  row  I 

Its  chimneys  in  the  rear  I 
And  there 's  the  iron  rod  so  high. 
That  drew  the  thunder  from  tlie  sky 

And  turned  our  table-beer  I 
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»IwMbirdiedl  there  I  was  bred  I 
» like  a  little  Adam  fed 
From  Lmnuof^B  woeful  tree  1 
Hie  wtarj  tasks  I  used  to  ooa  I — 
The  hopeless  leaTes  I  wept  upon ! — 
Most  frnitAd  leaves  to  me  1 

The  snmmofied  olaasl — the  awM  bowl— 
I  wonder  who  is  master  now 

And  wholesome  angnish  dieds  I 
How  many  usheis  now  employs^ 
How  many  maids  to  see  the  boys 

Have  nothing  in  their  heads  1 

And  Mn.  S  «  •  •?— Doth  die  abot 
(Like  Paflas  in  the  palor)  yet 

Soiw  favored  two  or  three — 
The  littlo  Crichtona  of  tlic  hour, 
Her  muffin-me«lal5  tliat  devour, 

And  swill  her  pria? — ^bohea  ? 

Ay.  there  'a  the  playground !  there 's  the  lime, 
Beneath  whose  shade  in  summer's  prime 

So  wildly  I  have  read ! — 
WiiO  sits  tht-re  now,  and  skimf*  the  cream 
Of  younp  Romance,  and  weaves  a  dream 

Of  Love  and  Cottage-bread  ? 

Who  struts  tlie  Randall  of  the  walk  ? 
Who  models  tiny  heads  in  chalk  ? 

Who  itcoops  the  light  canoe  ? 
Wliat  early  genius  buds  apaco  ? 
^Wn's  PojTiter?  Harris?  Bowers?  Chase? 

Hal  Biiylls?  blithe  Carew? 

Alack !  they're  gone— a  thousand  waysl 
And  j»ome  are  serving  in  "  tlie  Greys," 

Antl  some  have  perished  young ! — 
J^k  n.irri:«  wi'<!«  his  second  wifo ; 
Hal  Riylis  driven  the  tea^nf  of  life ; 

AmJ  Mitbe  Ckrvrr — i't  hnngi 
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Qtave  Bowers  teaches  ABC 
To  Savsgra  at  Owhyee  \ 

Pcwr  Chase  b  with  tli«  worms  T — 
All  are  gone — Uie  olden  bn^di — 
New  (Tops  of  musl^room  boys  succewdi*, 

*' And  push  ua  from  oiir  formsr 


Lol  1  fort):,  &fid  ahoutj 

Acd  1  ob  about, 

At  yplayed! 

Som4  I  foil),  aome  twiae 

Their.  ^iLo  shine, 

Ana  Hiet 

liO  there  what  mixed  conditions  run  1 
The  oqiban  lud ;  the  widow's  Bon ; 

And  Fortune's  favored  care — 
The  wealthy  bom,  for  whom  she  hath 
Macadamized  the  ^tm^  path — 

The  nabob's  pampered  heir  I 

Some  brightly  starred — some  evil  bom — 
For  honor  some,  and  some  for  scom — 

For  fair  or  foul  renown  I 
Gtood,  bad,  indifferent — ^none  they  lack  I 
Look,  here's  a  white,  and  there's  a  black  I 

And  there 's  a  Creole  brown  I 

Some  laugh  and  sing,  some  mope  and  weep, 
And  wish  their  frugal  sires  would  keep 

Their  only  sons  at  home; — 
Some  tease  the  future  tense,  and  plan 
The  full-grown  doings  of  the  man, 

And  pant  for  years  to  come ! 

A  foolish  wish !     There  *s  one  at  hoop ; 
And  four  oi  Jives/  and  five  who  stoop 

The  marble  taw  to  speed  I 
And  one  that  curvets  in  and  out^ 
Reining  his  fellow-cob  about, 

TTouid  I  were  in  Imsteed/ 
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Tel  he  would  gladly  halt  and  drop 
TkitbojMihanMiofl;  to  swop 

With  tfab  wotid's  faeary  ▼an— 
To  toil,  to  tog:    O  little  fool! 
While  thoa  can  be  a  hone  at  school 

To  wish  to  be  a  umii  I 

Plerchtfioe  thou  deem'st  it  were  a  thing 
To  wew  a  crown — to  be  a  king! 

And  deep  OQ  regal  down  I 
Abel  tfaon  know'it  not  kingly  cares; 
Far  hsppier  is  thy  head  that  wcam 

That  hat  without  a  crown ! 

And  dost  thou  think  that  years  acquire 
Xew  added  joyi  ?    Dost  think  thy  sirv 

If  ore  happy  than  his  son  ? 
That  nianhi.iod'9  niirth  ? — O,  go  tliy  wii ys» 
To  Drurj'-lan*?  when />'a.V'. 

And  5t^  bow  forced  our  fun  I 

Thv  taws  are  brave ! — thy  tops  an*  raro  !— 
Our  tops  an*  spun  with  coils  of  can*, 

Oar  dmrnys  are  no  delight! — 
Thf  El^n  marbles  are  but  tame. 
An  1  'tis  at  best  a  sorry  game 

To  fly  thf  Mu9e*s  kite  I 

Our  hearts  are  dough,  our  heels  are  lea<l, 
CKir  t<>puiost  joys  fall  dull  and  dead, 

Like  balld  with  no  rebound! 
An*  I  often  witli  a  faded  eye 
Wtf  look  behind,  and  send  a  sicrh 

Toward  that  merry  ground ! 

Then  be  contented.    Thou  hast  got 
The  most  of  heayen  in  thy  young  lot ; 

There's  sky-blue  in  thy  cup! 
Thou  It  find  Uty  manhood  all  too  fast- 
Soon  come,  soon  gone!  and  age  at  Ust 

3 


60  iiis<j£LtA»r«oi;i». 


SCHOOL  AND    SCHOOL-FELLOWS- 

W.  MACK  WORTH    PRAKJ. 

Twelve  years  ago  I  made  a  fljock 

Of  filthy  trades  and  traffica; 
I  wondered  Vhat  tlwy  meant  by  stock; 

I  knei^  ?  and  Troy, 

Twelve  -  troy, 

Aha 

Twelve  aany  a  tlwuglit 

Of  ffldtM  ^—. irea, 

Those  whispered  ByUanieB  have  brougllt 

From  meinory*3  hoanled  treasures ! 
The  £«fldj3^  tlie  forms,  the  beasts,  the  hooka, 

The  glories  and  disgraces, 
The  voices  of  dear  friends,  the  looks 

Of  old  familiar  faces. 

Where  are  my  friends  ? — ^I  am  alone, 

No  playmate  shares  my  beaker — 
Some  lie  beneath  the  church-yard  stone, 

And  some  before  the  Speaker ; 
An  I  some  compose  a  tragedy, 

And  some  compose  a  rondo ; 
And  some  draw  sword  for  liberty. 

And  some  draw  pleas  for  John  Doe. 

Tom  Mill  was  used  to  blacken  eyes. 

Without  the  fear  of  sessions ; 
Charles  Medler  loathed  false  quantities, 

As  much  as  false  professions ; 
Now  Mill  keeps  order  in  the  land, 

A  magistrate  pedantic ; 
And  Medler's  feet  repose  unscanned 

Beneath  the  wide  Atlantic 

Wild  Nick,  whose  oaths  made  such  a  din, 

Does  Dr.  Martext's  duty; 
And  Mullion,  with  that  monstrous  chin, 

Is  mamed  to  a  beauty ; 
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And  Darrel  studies,  week  by  week, 

His  Mant  and  not  his  Manton; 
And  Ban,  who  was  but  poor  at  Greek, 

Is  very  rich  at  Canton. 

And  I  am  eig^t-and-twenty  now — 

The  world's  cold  chain  has  bound  me; 
And  darker  diades  are  on  my  brow, 

And  sadder  scenes  around  me  : 
In  Parliament  I  fill  my  seat, 

With  many  other  noodles; 
And  lay  my  head  in  Germyn-^reet, 

And  sip  my  hock  at  Doodle's. 

But  often  when  the  cares  of  life, 

Have  set  my  temples  aching, 
When  visiong  haunt  me  of  a  wife, 

When  duns  await  my  waking, 
When  Lady  Jane  is  in  a  pet, 

Or  Hobby  in  a  hurry, 
When  Captain  Hazard  wins  a  bet, 

Or  Beaulieu  spoils  a  curry : 

For  hours  and  hours,  I  think  and  talk 

Of  each  remembered  hobby : 
I  long  to  lounge  in  Poet's  Walk — 

Or  shiver  in  the  lobby  ; 
I  wish  that  I  could  run  away 

From  House,  and  court,  and  levee. 
Where  bearded  men  appear  to-day, 

Just  Eton  boys,  grown  heavy ; 

That  I  could  bask  in  childhood's  sun, 

And  dance  o'er  childhood's  roses ; 
And  find  huge  wealth  in  one  pound  one, 

Vast  wit  and  broken  noses; 
And  pray  Sir  Giles  at  Datchet  Lane, 

And  call  the  milk-maids  Houris ; 
That  I  could  be  a  boy  again — 

A  happy  boy  at  Drury's  I 
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Sous  years  ago,  ere  Time  and  Taste 

Had  turncid  our  pari^Ji  topay-tiirvy, 
When  Danad  Park  was  Darnel  Wui^t*,', 

And  r — '-^  ""  '^'*^"  ^ — ^ —  as  Bourvy, 
The  mai  Mtlween 

St  M  ^  Thicket, 

Was  alt  le  Green, 

And  J  i*»  WickeU 

Bat-'kflev  atli; 

Fuir  Hi><(^o.  Idrtlef 

Led  the  lom  traverer  up  me  path^ 

Throug-h  clean-clipped  rowB  of  box  and  myrtle : 
And  Don  and  Sancho,  Tramp  and  Tray^ 

Upon  the  parlor  steps  collected, 
Wagged  all  Uieir  tails,  and  seemed  to  say, 

"Our  master  knows  you;  you  're  expected  I" 

Up  rose  the  Reverend  Doctor  Brown, 

Up  rose  the  Doctor's  "winsome  marrow ;" 
The  lady  lay  her  knitting  down, 

Her  husband  clasped  his  ponderous  Barrow ; 
Whate'er  the  stranger's  caste  or  creed, 

Pundit  or  papist,  saint  or  sinner, 
He  found  a  stable  for  his  steed, 

And  welcome  for  himself,  and  dinner. 

If,  when  he  reached  his  journey's  end, 

And  warmed  himself  in  court  or  college, 
He  had  not  gained  an  honest  friend, 

And  twenty  curious  scraps  of  knowledge : — 
If  he  departed  as  he  came, 

With  no  new  light  on  love  or  liquor, — 
Good  sooth  the  traveler  was  to  blame, 

And  not  the  Vicarage,  or  the  Vicar. 

His  talk  was  like  a  stream  which  runs 
With  rapid  chanj*e  from  rocks  tx)  roses ; 

It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns: 
It  passed  from  Mohammed  to  Moses : 


iri8CBi.LAirxou8.  53 

Beginning  with  the  laws  which  keep 

The  i^anetB  in  their  radiant  courses^ 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dreesing  eeb  or  shoeing  horses. 

He  was  a  shrewd  and  sound  divine, 

Of  loud  Dissent  the  mortal  terror ; 
And  when,  by  dint  of  page  and  line, 

He  'stabliahed  Truth,  or  started  Error, 
The  Baptist  found  him  far  too  deep; 

The  Deist  sighed  with  saving  sorrow ; 
And  the  lean  Levite  went  to  sleep. 

And  dreamed  of  tasting  p<^k  to-morrow. 

His  sermons  never  said  or  showed 

That  Earth  is  foul,  that  Heaven  is  gracious. 
Without  refreshment  on  the  road 

From  Jerome,  or  from  Athanasius ; 
And  sure  a  righteous  zeal  inspired 

The  hand  and  head  that  penned  and  planned  them, 
For  all  who  understood^  admired. 

And  some  who  did  not  understand  them. 

He  wrote,  too,  in  a  quiet  way, 

Small  treatises  and  smaller  verses ; 
And  sage  remarks  on  chalk  and  clay, 

And  hints  to  noble  lords  and  nurses ; 
True  histories  of  last  year's  ghost, 

Lines  to  a  ringlet  or  a  turban ; 
And  trifles  for  the  Morning  Post, 

And  nothing  for  Sylvanus  Urban. 

He  did  not  think  all  mischief  fair, 

Although  he  had  a  knack  of  joking ; 
He  did  not  make  liimself  a  bear, 

Although  he  had  a  taste  for  smoking : 
And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad, 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning. 
That  if  a  man's  belief  is  bad, 

It  will  not  be  improved  by  burning. 

And  he  was  kind,  and  loved  to  sit 
In  the  low  hut  or  garnished  cottage, 
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And  praise  tlie  ^rmer'^  homely  wit, 

And  shatx^  Hw  widow's  homeIit?r  pottage: 

At  his  ftpp roach  complaint  grew  niiJd^ 
And  when  hla  hand  unbarred  the  ahuUer^ 

The  clammy  Ijps  of  Fever  smiled 

The  welcoma  which  they  oould  not  utter. 


He  alway 

f; 

OfJuJii 

Fromhiir^ 

r  three, 

Oat*sci 

S}uEe  genus; 

I  used  u> 

«ngr 

TostoAi 

ittruatm; 

And  make  ii 

M 

Wlien  he  hegi 

ogufltiu. 

Alack  the  change  I  in  vain  I  look 

For  haunts  in  which  my  boyhood  trifled ; 
The  level  lawn,  the  trickling  brook, 

The  trees  I  climbed,  the  beds  I  rifled : 
The  church  is  larger  tlian  before: 

You  reach  it  by  a  carriage  entry : 
It  holds  three  hundred  people  more: 

And  pews  are  fitted  up  for  gentry. 

Sit  in  the  Vicar's  seat:  you*ll  hear 

The  doctrine  of  a  gentle  Johnian, 
Whose  hand  is  white,  whose  tone  is  clear, 

Whose  tone  is  very  Ciceronian. 
Where  is  the  old  man  laid  ? — ^look  down, 

And  construe  on  the  slab  before  you, 
Hio  Jaoct  GULIELMUS  BROWN, 

ViR  Nulla  non  donandus  laura. 


THE  BACHELOR'S  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR. 

W.  M.  THAOKER^T. 

In  tattered  old  slippers  that  toast  at  the  bars, 
And  a  ragged  old  jacket  perfumed  with  cigars, 
Awaj  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  its  cares, 
/  Vd  A  snug  little  kingdom  up  four  pan  of  &la\t«. 
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To  mount  tx)  this  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be  sure, 

But  the  fire  there  is  bright  and  the  air  rather  pure ; 

And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  sunshiny  day 

Is  grand  through  the  chinmey--pot9  over  the  way. 

This  snug  little  chamber  is  crammed  in  all  nooks, 

With  worthless  old  knicknacks  and  sUly  old  books. 

And  foolish  old  odds  and  foolish  old  ends, 

Cracked  bargains  from  brokers,  cheap  keepsakes  from  firiends. 

Old  armor,  prints,  pictures,  pipes,  china  (all  cracked). 

Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-backed ; 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see  ; 

What  matter?  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  divan  need  the  Sultan  require, 
Than  the  creaking  old  8o&  that  basks  by  the  fire; 
And  'tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheezy  spinet 

That  praying-rug  come  from  a  Turcoman's  camp ; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  brazen  old  lamp ; 
A  Mameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has  drawn : 
'Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  mufi&ns  upon. 

Long,  long  through  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  chimes, 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that  garnish  my  ne.'^t, 
There 's  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish  the  best ; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that 's  padded  with  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

*Ti8  a  bandy-legged,  high-shouldered,  worm-eaten  seat, 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted  old  feet; 
But  since  the  fair  morning  when  Fannt  sat  there, 
I  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottomed  chair. 

If  chairs  have  but  feeling  in  holding  such  charms, 

A  thrin  must  have  passed  through  your  withered  old  arms  I 

I  looked,  and  I  longed,  and  I  wished  in  despair; 

I  widied  myself  turned  to  a  cane-bottomod  ohair. 


66 


It  was  but  a  moment  ehc  sot  in  thia  pkcc^ 

She  'd  a  Aoiii'  on  her  Deck^  and  a  smile  on  hec  fbco  1 

A  smile  un  her  iooe,  on^  a.  ro^  in  lier  boir, 

And  she  ^t  there,  wid  Uoomed  in  my  cnno*bottomed  cbairj 

And  so  1  luive  valried  mj  diair  ever  since. 

Like  the  ahnne  of  &  fiaint^  or  the  throne  of  a  prince ; 

Saint  FjiN>rv,  I  de<;Iare, 

The  queen  of  Kic-bott<)riied  otuur. 

When  th(?  ca  ^e  company  'b  gODOj 

In  the  ailenc^  |^  done — 

I  sit  here  aloi  ban- — 

My  Fanmt  I  b  med  chain 

She  come  ?  Tron.  its  my  nxim ; 

She  loofc?  as  s4ho  men  uiu^  au  .v-.h,.  ty  and  bloom ;  l| 

So  smiling  and  tt-nderj  so  firesb  and  so  fair, 

And  yonder  ahe  sits  in  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 


STANZAS    TO    PALE    ALE. 

Oh  I  I  have  loved  thee  fondly,  ever 
Preferr'd  thee  to  the  choicest  wine ; 

From  thee  my  lips  they  could  not  sever 
By  saying  thou  contain'dst  strychnine. 

Did  I  beUeve  the  slander?    Never! 
I  held  thee  still  to  be  divine. 

For  me  thy  color  hath  a  charm, 
Although  'tis  true  they  call  thee  Pale ; 

And  be  thou  cold  when  I  am  warm, 
As  late  I  've  been — so  high  the  scale 

Of  Fahrenhxtt — and  febrile  harm 
Allay,  refrigerating  Ale  I 

How  sweet  thou  art  I — ^yet  bitter,  too ; 

And  sparkling,  like  satiric  fun ; 
But  how  much  better  thee  to  brew, 

Than  a  conundrum  or  a  pun, 
It  is,  in  every  point  of  view, 

Must  be  aflow'd  by  every  one. 


PUNCH. 


X16CBLLAN£OU8.  57 

Refresh  my  heaH  and  cool  my  throaty 

JAf^tf  airy  child  of  malt  and  hops  I 
That  dost  not  stofi^  engross,  and  bloat 

The  skin,  the  ades,  the  6tdn,  the  chops, 
And  burst  the  buttons  off  the  coat, 

like  stout  and  porter — fattening  slops  I 


"CHILDREN    MUST    BE    PAID    FOR." 

.    PUNGE. 

Sweet  is  the  sound  of  infant  voice ; 

Young  innocence  is  full  of  charms : 
There 's  not  a  pleasure  half  so  choice, 

As  tossing  up  a  child  in  arms. 
Babyhood  is  a  blessed  state, 

Felicity  expressly  made  for ; 
But  still,  on  earth  it  is  our  fate, 

Tliat  even  "  Children  must  be  paid  for." 

If  in  an  omnibus  we  ride. 

It  is  a  beauteous  sight  to  see. 
When  fuU  the  vehicle  inside. 

Age  taking  childhood  on  its  knee. 
But  in  the  dog-days'  scorching  heat. 

When  a  slight  breath  of  air  is  pray'd  for. 
Half  suffocated  in  our  seat. 

We  feel  that  "  ChUdren  must  be  paid  for." 

There  is  about  the  sports  of  youth 

A  charm  that  reaches  every  heart, 
Marbles  or  tops  are  games  of  truth, 

The  bat  plays  no  deceiver's  part. 
But  if  we  hear  a  sudden  crash, 

No  explanation  need  be  stay'd  for. 
We  know  there 's  something  gone  to  smash ; 

We  feel  that  "  Children  must  be  paid  for." 

How  exquisite  the  infant's  grace, 

When,  clambering  upon  the  knee, 
The  cherub,  smiling,  takes  his  place 

Upon  his  mother's  lap  at  tea ; 
3* 
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Perchance  the  b<?v<n'&gt>  flows  o'er,                                   ' 

And  leaver  a  stain  tlK^re  b  no  aid  for, 

On  carpet,  dress,  or  ehuTr.     Once  moro 

We  feel  tiat ''  Cliiltlren  must  be  paid  for." 

Presiding  at  the  festive  board. 

With  many  faces  laughing  round^ 

Dull  me 

While                            ibotind : 

We  see                                ^>ad 

WiUi                                 dc«cnli«dfor; 

Then  p.                                ow  are  tbt.7  fed  ?'* 

Yes,                                    Gwl  be  paid  fori" 

1 

TBE   MUSQUITO. 

WILLIAM   CITLLXN  BRTAMT. 

Fair  insect  I  that,  with  tliread-like  legs  spread  out^ 

And  blood-extracting  bill,  and  fihny  wing, 
Dost  murmur,  as  thou  slowly  sail'st  about, 

In  pitiless  ears  full  many  a  plaintive  thing. 
And  tell  how  little  our  large  veins  sliould  bleed, 
Would  we  but  yield  them  to  tliy  bitter  need 

Unwillingly,  I  own,  and,  what  is  worse. 

Full  angrily  men  hearken  to  thy  plaint ; 
Thou  gettest  many  a  brush  and  many  a  curse. 

For  saying  thou  art  gaunt,  and  starved,  and  faint : 
Even  the  old  beggar,  ^hile  he  asks  for  food. 
Would  kill  thee,  hapless  stranger,  if  he  could. 

I  call  thee  stranger,  for  the  town,  I  ween, 

Has  not  the  honor  of  so  proud  a  birth — 
Thou  com'st  from  Jersey  meadows,  fresh  and  green, 

The  offspring  of  the  gods,  though  bom  on  earth ; 
For  Titan  was  thy  sire,  and  fair  was  she. 
The  ocean-nymph  that  nursed  thy  infancy. 

Beneath  the  rushes  was  thy  cradle  swung, 

And  when,  at  length,  thy  gauzy  wings  grew  strong, 

Abroad  to  gentle  airs  their  folds  were  flung. 
Base  in  the  sky,  and  bore  thee  sofl  along ; 
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The  south  wind  breathed  to  waft  thee  on  thy  way, 
And  danced  and  ahone  beneath  the  billowy  bay. 

Galm  rose  afiir  the  city  q>ire8)  and  thence 
Game  the  deep  murmur  of  its  throng  of  men, 

And  as  its  grateful  odors  met  thy  sense, 
They  seemed  the  perfumes  of  thy  native  fen. 

Fair  lay  its  crowded  streets,  and  at  the  sight 

Thy  tiny  song  grew  shriller  with  delight 

At  length  thy  pinion  fluttered  in  Broadway — 
Ah,  there  were  fairy  steps,  and  white  necks  kissed 

By  wanton  airs,  and  eyes  whose  killing  ray 
Shone  through  the  snowy  vails  like  stars  through  mist; 

And  fresh  as  mom,  on  many  a  cheek  and  chin, 

Bloomed  the  bright  blood  through  the  transparent  skin. 

Sure  these  were  sights  to  tempt  an  anchorite  I 
Wliat  I  do  I  hear  thy  slender  voice  complain  ? 

Tliou  wailest  when  I  talk  of  beauty's  light, 
As  if  it  brought  the  memory  of  pain ; 

Thou  art  a  wayward  being — well— come  n«?Ar, 

And  pour  thy  tale  of  sorrow  in  my  ear. 

What  say'st  thou,  slanderer ! — ^rouge  makes  thee  sick  ? 

And  China  Bloom  at  best  is  sorry  food? 
And  Rowland's  Kalydor,  if  laid  on  thick, 

Poisons  the  thirsty  wretch  that  bores  for  ()loo<l  ? 
Gk)  I  't  was  a  just  reward  that  met  thy  crime — 
But  shim  the  sacrilege  another  time. 

That  bloom  was  made  to  look  at — not  to  touch ; 

To  worship — not  approach — that  radiant  white ; 
And  well  might  sudden  vengeance  light  on  such 

As  dared,  like  thee,  most  impiously  to  bite. 
Thou  should'st  have  gazed  at  distance,  and  admired — 
Murmured  thy  admiration,  and  retired. 

Thou  'rt  welcome  to  the  town — ^but  why  come  here     ' 

To  bleed  a  brother  poet,  gaunt  like  thee  ? 
Alas  I  the  little  blood  I  have  is  dear. 

And  thin  will  be  the  banquet  drawn  from  me. 


AO  ^  KISCSLLANEOVS. 

Look  round — the  pale-eyed  sisters  in  my  cell, 
Thy  old  acquaintance,  Song  and  Famine,  dwell 

Try  some  plump  alderman,  and  suck  the  blood 
Enriched  by  generous  wine  and  costly  meat ; 

On  well-filled  skins,  sleek  as  thy  native  mud, 
Fix  tliy  light  pump,  and  press  tliy  freckled  feet: 

Gk)  to  the  men  for  whom,  in  ocean's  halls, 

The  ojrster  breeds',  and  the  green  turtle  ^rawla 

There  corks  are  drawn,  and  the  red  vintage  flows, 
To  fill  the  swelling  veins  for  thee,  and  now 

The  ruddy  cheek,  and  now  the  ruddier  nose 
Shall  tempt  thee,  as  thou  flittest  round  the  brow ; 

And  when  the  hour  of  sleep  its  quiet  brings^ 

No  angry  hand  shall  rise  to  brush  thy  wings. 


TO  THE  LADY  IN  THE  CHEMISETTE  Wmi 
BLACK  BUTTONS. 

N.  P.  WILLia. 

I  KNOW  not  who  thou  art,  thou  lovely  one. 

Thine  eyes  were  drooped,  thy  lips  half  sorrowful, 

Yet  didst  thou  eloquently  smile  on  me. 

While  handing  up  thy  sixpence  through  the  hole 

Of  that  o*er-freighted  omnibus  I — ah,  me ! — 

The  world  is  full  of  meetings  such  as  this ; 

A  thrill — a  voiceless  challenge  and  reply, 

And  sudden  partings  after — we  may  pass. 

And  know  not  of  each  other's  nearness  now. 

Thou  in  the  Knickerbocker  line,  and  I 

Lone  in  the  Waverfey  I     Oh !  liffe  of  pain ; 

And  even  should  I  pass  where  thou  dost  dwell — 

Nay,  see  thee  in  the  basement  taking  tea — 

So  cold  is  this  inexorable  world, 

I  must  glide  on,  I  dare  not  feast  mine  eye, 

I  dare  not  make  articulate  my  love. 

Nor  o'er  the  iron  rails  that  hem  thee  in 

Venture  to  throw  to  thee  my  innocent  card, 

Not  knowing  thy  papa. 
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Hast  thou  papa? 
Is  thy  progenitor  alive,  fair  girl  ? 
And  what  doth  he  for  lucre  ?    Lo  agtun  I 
A  shadow  o'er  the  face  of  this  fiur  dreaml 
For  thou  may'st  be  as  beautiful  as  Love 
Can  make  thee,  and  the  ministering  hands 
Of  milliners,  incapable  of  more, 
Be  lifted  at  thy  shapeliness  and  air, 
And  still  'twizt  me  and  thee,  invisibly, 
May  rise  a  wall  oi  adamant    My  breath 
Upon  my  pale  lip  freezes  as  I  name 
Manhattan's  orient  verge,  and  eke  the  west 
In  its  far  down  extremity.    Thy  sire 
May  be  the  signer  of  a  temperance  pledge, 
And  clad  all  decently  may  walk  the  earth — 
Nay — ^may  be  number'd  with  that  blessed  few 
Who  never  ask  for  discount — ^yet^  alas  I 
If,  homeward  wending  from  his  daily  cares. 
He  go  by  Murphy's  Line,  thence  eastward  tendings 
Or  westward  from  the  Line  of  Kipp  &  Brown — 
My  vision  is  departed  I     Harshly  falls 
The  doom  upon  the  ear,  "  She 's  not  genteel  I" 
And  pitiless  is  woman  who  doth  keep 
Of  "  good  society"  the  golden  key  I 
And  gentlemen  are  bound,  as  are  the  stars, 
To  stoop  not  after  rising  I 

But  farewell. 
And  I  shall  look  for  thee  in  streets  where  dwell 
The  passengers  by  Broadway  Lines  alone  I 
And  if  my  dreams  be  true,  and  thou,  indeed. 
Art  only  npt  more  lovely  than  genteel — 
Then,  lady  of  the  snow-white  chemisette, 
The  heart  which  vent'rously  cross'd  o'er  to  tliee 
Upon  that  bridge  of  sixpence,  may  remain — 
And,  with  up-town  devotedness  and  truth, 
My  love  shall  hover  round  thee  I 


62  tCTSCSLLANEOtrSp 

COME    OUT,    LOVE. 

N.    P.   WILLIS. 
ArffwmmiL — ^The  poet  tUrtefhnn  ihe  BoirUnff  Gr«ti  to  uk«  hti  cTHtbovt  tip 
to  Tliompfloii*B  for  an  i«,  or  Of  ^e  I*  LticlEtwd  for  taoTti  icv*.     tie  confiiv*  hit 
maw  to  mattera  whicli  uny  urPTy-diij  mna  and  youTi)^  Tonun  mty  h»  in  lakicif 
the  Mme  promeiudc  for  tho  bkiuo  Eqnoccut  tv&c^lLmaau 
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What  perfume  oomes  balmily  o'er  ua? 

Mint  juleps  from  City  Hotol  I 
A  loafer  is  smoking  before  us — 

(A  nasty  cigar,  by  the  smell  I) 
0  Woman  I  thou  secret  past  knowing  I 

Like  lilacs  that  grow  by  the  wall, 
You  breathe  every  air  that  is  going, 
•  Yet  gather  but  sweetness  from  all  I 

On,  on  I  by  St  Paul's,  and  the  Astor  I 

Religion  seems  very  ill-plann'd  I 
For  one  day  we  list  to  the  pastor, 

For  six  days  we  list  to  the  band ! 
The  sermon  may  dwell  on  the  future, 

The  organ  your  pulses  may  cahn — 
When — ^pest  I — that  remembered  cachucha 

Upse&  both  the  sermon  and  psalm  I 

Oh,  pity  the  love  that  must  utter 

While  goes  a  swift  omnibus  by  I 
(Though  sweet  is  I  scream*  when  the  flutter 

Of  fans  shows  thermometers  high) — 
But  if  what  I  bawl,  or  I  mutter, 

Falls  into  your  ear  but  to  die. 
Oh,  the  dew  that  falls  into  the  gutter 

Is  not  more  unhappy  than  1 1 

'  0Mf3»— Should  thii  be  Ice  eream,  or  lasrtam  t—Prinltt^B  DeviL 
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THE   WHITE   CHIP   HAT. 

I  paib'd  her  one  day  in  a  hurry. 

When  late  for  the  Post  with  a  letter— 
I  think  near  the  comer  of  Murray — 

And  up  rose  my  heart  as  I  met  her  I 
I  ne'er  saw  a  parasol  handled 

So  Uke  to  a  duchess's  doing — 
I  ne'er  saw  a  slighter  foot  sandaTd, 

Or  so  fit  to  exhale  in  the  shoeing — 
Lovely  thing  I 

Surprising  I — one  woman  can  dish  us 

So  many  rare  sweets  up  together  I 
Toumure  absolutely  delicious — 

Chip  hat  without  flower  or  feather — 
Well-gloved  and  enchantingly  boddiced. 

Her  waist  like  the  cup  of  a  lily — 
And  an  air,  that,  while  daintily  modesty 

Repell'd  both  the  saucy  and  silly — 
Quite  the  thing  I 

For  such  a  rare  wonder  you  '11  say,  sir, 

There 's  reason  in  tearing  one's  tether — 
And,  to  see  her  again  in  Broadway,  sir. 

Who  would  not  be  lavish  of  leather  I 
I  met  her  again,  and  as  you  know 

I  'm  sage  as  old  Voltaire  at  Femey — 
But  I  said  a  bad  word — ^for  my  Juno 

Look'd  sweet  on  a  sneaking  attorney — 
Horrid  thing  I 

Away  flies  the  dream  I  had  nourish'd — 

My  castles  like  mockery  fall,  sir  I 
And,  now,  the  fine  airs  that  she  flourisli'd 

Seem  varnish  and  crockery  all,  sir  I 
The  bright  cup  which  angels  might  handle 

Turns  earthy  when  finger'd  by  asses — 
And  the  star  tliat  "swaps"  light  with  a  candle, 

Thenceforth  for  a  pennyworth  passes  I — 
Not  the  thing  I 
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YOU    KNOW   IF   IT   WAS   YOU. 

K.  P.  w; 
As  the  dtaSTd  robm,  boimd  to  JnoridA 
Upon  a  mora  c£  aiitQmxi,  crosBes  flying 
Tbe  air-tnck  of  a  snipe  meet  paniDg  fair — 
Yet  colder  in  her  blood  than  she  is  &ir — 
And  as  that  robin  lingera  on  the  wing^ 
And  feds  the  tsoipe^s  flight  in  the  eddying  air, 
And  loves  her  for  her  coldnesB  not  the  leas 
But  iain  would  win  her  to  that  wanner  sky 
Where  k>Te  lies  waking  with  the  fragrant  stars — 
Lo  I — a  languiafaer  for  sunnier  dimes, 
Where  fruit,  lea^  blosaom,  on  the  trees  forever 
Image  the  tropic  deathlessneas  of  love^ 
Have  met,  and  longed  to  win  thee,  fairest  lady, 
To  a  more  genial  dime  than  cold  Broadway  1 

Tranquil  and  efibrtless  thou  glidest  on. 
As  doth  the  swan  upon  the  yidding  water, 
And  with  a  cheek  like  alabaster  cold  1 
But  as  thou  didst  divide  the  amorous  air 
Just  opposite  the  Astor,  and  didst  lift 
That  vail  of  languid  lashes  to  look  in 
At  Leary's  tempting  window — lady  I  then 
My  heart  sprang  in  beneath  that  fHng6d  vail, 
Like  an  adventurous  bird  that  would  esci^ 
To  some  warm  chamber  from  the  outer  cold  I 
And  there  would  I  delightedly  remain, 
And  dose  that  fringed  window  with  a  kiss, 
And  in  the  warm  sweet  chamber  of  thy  breast, 
Be  prisoner  forever  I 


THE   DECLARATION. 

N.  P.   WI 

'T  WAS  late,  and  the  gay  company  was  gone, 
And  light  lay  soft  on  the  deserted  room 
From  alabaster  vases,  and  a  scent 
Of  orange^eaves,  and  sweet  verbena  came 
Through  the  undiutter'd  vnndow  on  the  air, 
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And  the  rich  piotores  with  their  dark  <dd  tints 
Hung  like  a  twili^t  landscape,  and  all  things 
Seem'd  hush*d  into  a  slumber.    Isabel, 
The  dark-eyed,  ^iritoal.  Isabel 
Was  leaning  on  her  harp,  and  I  had  stay'd 
To  whiq)er  what  I  oould  not  when  the  crowd 
Hung  on  her  look  like  worshipers.    I  kndt^ 
And  with  the  ferror  of  a  lip  unused 
To  the  cool  breath  of  reason,  told  mj  love. 
There  was  no  answer,  and  I  took  the  hand 
That  rested  on  the  strings,  and  press'd  a  kiss 
Upon  it  unforbidden — and  again 
Besought  her,  that  this  silent  eyidence 
That  I  was  not  indifferent  to  her  heart, 
Mig^t  have  the  seal  of  one  sweet  salable. 
I  Idas'd  the  small  white  fingers  as  I  spoke, 
And  she  withdrew  them  gently,  and  upraised 
Her  forehead  from  its  resting-place,  and  look*d 
Earnestly  on  me — She  had  been  <uS/eep  I 


LOVE   IN    A    COTTAGE. 

N.  P.  WILLIS. 

Tbet  may  talk  of  love  in  a  cottage. 

And  bowers  of  trellised  vine — 
Of  nature  bewitchingly  simple, 

And  milkmaids  half  divine ; 
They  may  talk  of  the  pleasure  of  sleeping 

In  the  shade  of  a  spreading  tree, 
And  a  walk  in  the  fields  at  morning. 

By  the  side  of  a  footstep  free  I 

But  give  me  a  sly  flirtation 

By  the  light  of  a  chandelier — 
With  music  to  play  in  the  pauses. 

And  nobody  very  near : 
Or  a  seat  on  a  silken  so&, 

With  a  glass  of  pure  old  wine, 
And  mamma  too  blind  to  discover 

The  small  white  hand  in  mine. 
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Your  love  in  a  cotlag»e  ia  hungry, 

Your  viae  is  ft  neat  for  fliea — 
Your  milknyud  ahocka  tbe  Graces^ 

And  simplicity  taika  of  pies  1 
You  lie  down  to  your  shady  elumber 

And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear, 
And  yo"'  "i-*— ^  *^-**  -»*ii*-  \j^  ^jj^  jooming 

lA  Bh( 
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TO    HELEN    IN    A    HUFF. 

N.  P.   WILLI& 

Nat,  lady,  one  frown  is  enough 

In  a  life  as  soon  over  as  this — 
And  though  minutes  seem  long  in  a  hufl^ 

They  Ve  minutes  'tis  pity  to  miss  I 
The  smiles  you  imprison  so  lightly 

Are  reckoned,  like  days  in  eclipse ; 
And  though  you  may  smile  again  brightly, 

You  've  lost  so  much  light  from  your  lips ! 
Pray,  lady,  smile  I 

The  cup  that  is  longest  untasted 

May  be  with  our  bliss  running  o'er, 
And,  love  when  we  will,  we  have  wasted 

An  age  in  not  loving  before  I 
Perchance  Cupid 's  forging  a  fetter 

To  tie  us  together  some  day,       / 
And,  just  for  the  chance,  we  had  better 

Be  laying  up  love,  I  ^ould  say  1 
Nay,  lady,  smile  t 
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THE   HEIGHT  OF  THE  RIDICULOUS. 

OUTER  WENDELL  H0LME8. 

I  WBOTB  Bome  lines,  onoe  on  a  time, 

In  wcmdrous  meny  mood, 
And  thought)  as  usual,  men  would  saj 

They  were  exceeding  good. 

Thej  were  so  queer,  so  very  queer, 

I  laughed  as  I  would  die ; 
Albeit)  in  the  general  way, 

A  adber  manam  L 

I  called  my  servant,  and  he  came ; 

How  kind  it  was  of  him, 
To  mind  a  slender  man  like  me, 

He  of  the  mighty  limb  I 

"  These  to  the  printer,"  I  exclaimed, 

And,  in  my  humorous  way, 
I  added  (as  a  trifling  jest), 

"  There  '11  be  the  devil  to  pay." 

He  took  the  paper,  and  I  watched. 

And  saw  him  peep  within ; 
At  the  first  Ime  he  read,  his  face 

Was  all  upon  the  grin. 

He  read  the  next ;  the  grin  grew  broad, 

And  shot  from  ear  to  ear  ; 
He  read  the  third ;  a  chuckling  noise 

I  now  began  to  hear. 

The  fourth ;  he  broke  into  a  roar ; 

The  fifth ;  his  waistband  split ; 
The  sixth ;  he  burst  five  buttons  off, 

And  tumbled  in  a  fit 

Ten  days  and  nights,  with  sleepless  eye, 

I  watched  that  wretched  man. 
And  since,  I  never  dare  to  vmrite 

As  funny  as  I  can. 
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THE    BRIEFLESS    BARRISTER- 

A    BMA.AD. 

An  Attomeiy  waa  Ukmg  a  turn, 

In  shAbbv  ImbilimeiLU  dre^t ; 
His  CO  wonu 

Aud  d  hia  reat 
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.long, 

A  chRorleae  aua  coniioniesy  eli; 

He  sought  for  relief 

in  a  song, 

Or  complainingly 

talked  to  himself: 

"  Unfortunate  man  that  I  am  I 

I  Ve  never  a  client  but  grief; 
The  case  is,  I  Ve  no  case  at  all, 

And  in  brief,  I  Ve  ne'er  had  a  brief  I 

"  I  Ve  waited  and  waited  in  vain, 
Expecting  an  '  opening'  to  find. 

Where  an  honest  young  lawyer  might  gain 
Some  reward  for  the  toil  of  his  mind. 

"  'Tis  not  that  I  'm  wanting  in  law, 

Or  lack  an  intelligent  face. 
That  others  have  cases  to  plead, 

While  I  have  to  plead  for  a  case. 

"  0,  how  can  a  modest  young  man 
E'er  hope  for  the  smallest  progression — 

The  profession's  already  so  fvdl 
Of  lawyers  so  full  of  profession  I" 

While  thus  he  was  strolling  around, 

His  eye  accidentally  fell 
On  a  very  deep  hole  in  the  ground. 

And  he  sighed  to  himself,  "  It  is  well  I'* 
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To  cuib  his  emotioiia)  he  sat 

On  the  ourb-stone  the  spaoe  of  a  minute, 
Then  cried,  "  Here 's  an  opening  at  last  I" 

And  in  less  than  a  jiff^  was  in  it  1 

Next  morning  twelve  dtiiens  came 
CTwas  the  coroner  bade  them  attend), 

To  the  end  that  it  might  be  determined 
How  the  man  had  determined  his  end  I 

"  The  man  was  a  lawyer,  I  hear," 
Qaoth  the  foreman  who  sat  on  the  corse ; 

"  A  lawyer  ?    Alas  f*  said  another, 
"Undoubtedly  he  died  of  remorse  I** 

A  third  said,  "  He  knew  the  deceased. 

An  attorney  well  versed  in  the  laws, 
And  as  to  the  cause  of  his  death, 

'Twas  no  doubt  from  the  want  of  a  cause." 

The  jury  decided  at  lengUi, 

After  solemnly  weighing  the  matter, 
"  That  the  lawyer  was  drownded,  because 

He  could  not  keep  his  head  above  water  I" 


SONNET   TO    A    CLAM. 

JOHN   O.   SAXE. 
Dam  taeent  domant 

Inglorioxts  fbiend  1  most  confident  I  am 

Thy  life  is  one  of  very  little  ease ; 

Albeit  men  mock  thee  with  their  similes 
And  prate  of  being  *'  happy  as  a  dam  I" 
What  though  thy  shell  protects  thy  fragile  head 

From  the  sharp  bailifis  of  the  briny  sea  ? 

Thy  valves  are,  sure,  no  safety-valves  to  thee, 
While  rakes  are  free  to  desecrate  thy  bed, 
And  bear  thee  off— as  foemen  take  their  spoil — 

Far  from  thy  friends  and  family  to  roam ; 

Forced,  like  a  Hessian,  from  thy  native  home. 
To  meet  destruction  in  a  foreign  broil  I 

Though  thou  art  tender,  yet  thy  humble  bard 

Declares,  O  clam  I  thy  case  is  shocking  hard  I 


Those  ejeSf  foreyer  drooping,  give 
The  long  brown  lashes  rarely ; 

But  violets  in  the  shadows  live, — 
For  once  unvail  them  fairly. 

Hast  thou  not  lent  that  flounce  enougli 
Of  looks  so  long  and  earnest  ? 

Lo,  here 's  more  "  penetrable  stuffj" 
To  which  thou  never  tumest 

Ye  graceful  fingers,  deftly  sped  I 
How  slender,  and  how  nimble  1 

O  might  I  wind  their  skeins  of  thread, 
Or  but  pick  up  their  thimble  I 

How  blest  the  youth  whom  love  shall  br 

And  happy  stars  embolden, 
To  change  the  dome  into  a  ring, 

The  silver  into  golden  I 

Who  11  steal  some  morning  to  her  side 
To  take  her  finger's  measure, 

While  Maryanne  pretends  to  chide, 
And  blushes  deen  with  pleasure. 
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I  afanoBt  wiih  it  were  mj  trust 
To  Ineh  how  whodring  that  is; 

I  WMh  I  hsd  not^  as  I  mast^ 
To  qoit  this  ten^ting  lattice. 

ftire  aim  takes  Oopid,  fluttering  foe, 
Acrosia  street  so  narrow; 

A  Ciuesd  of  silk  to  string  his  bow, 
A  needle  lor  his  arrowl 
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TAKE   THY   OLD   CLOAK   ABOUT   THEE. 

[old  ballad,  quoted  BT  SHAKgPEARF^  IN  OTHELLO.] 

PERCY   BELIQUSa. 

Tms  winters  weather  itt  waxeth  cold, 

And  frost  doth  freese  on  every  hill, 
And  Boreas  blowes  his  blasts  soe  bold, 

That  all  oiir  cattell  are  like  to  spill ; 
Bell,  my  wiflfe,  who  loves  noe  strife, 

Shee  sayd  unto  me  quietlye. 
Rise  up,  and  save  cow  Cumbockes  liffe, 

Man,  put  thine  old  cloake  about  thee. 

He. 

0  Bell,  why  dost  thou  Uy  te  and  scorne  ? 
Thou  kenst  my  cloak  is  very  thin  : 

Itt  is  soe  bare  and  overworne 

A  cricke  he  theron  cannot  renn : 
Then  He  no  longer  borrowe  nor  lend, 

For  once  He  new  appareld  bee, 
To-morrow  Be  to  towne  and  spend, 

For  Be  have  a  new  cloake  about  niee. 

She. 
Cow  Crumbocke  is  a  very  goo  1  cowe, 

Shee  ha  beene  alwayes  true  to  the  payle, 
She  has  helpt  us  to  butter  and  cheese,  I  trow. 

And  other  things  shee  will  not  fayle ; 

1  wold  be  loth  to  see  her  pine. 

Good  husband  councell  take  of  mee. 
It  is  not  for  us  to  go  soe  fine, 
Man,  take  thine  old  cloake  about  thee. 
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My  oloake  it  wns  a  vt^ry  gooti  doake 

It  I  lj;ith  beet!  fJwi^ye^  true  to  the  weare, 
But  now  it  ii  not  worth  a  i^oat ; 

I  ha  e  had  it  four  awi  furty  yeerc; 
Sorootinti  itt  wna  of  cWth  in  <i;ramej 

'I'ia  ■'""'  *^"*  *  ■^*"*^  #*L^t*  V?  yon  m^y  see, 
It  will  le  Dor  raine ; 

And  B  ahont  me*^. 


It  is  ioi  1^ 

Since  bar  did  k^n^ 

And  we  nave  n&d  uuLvrut  ua  tDwe 

Of  children  either  nine  or  ten ; 
Wee  have  brought  them  up  to  women  and  men ; 

In  the  feare  of  God  I  trow  they  bee  ; 
And  why  wilt  thou  thyselfe  misken  ? 

Man,  take  thine  old  cloake  about  thee. 


He. 

0  Bell,  my  wifle,  why  dost  thou  floute ! 

Now  is  no  we,  and  then  was  then : 
Seeke  now  all  the  world  throughout, 

Thou  kcnst  not  clownes  from  gentlemen. 
They  are  cladd  in  blacke,  greene,  yellowe,  or  gray, 

Soe  far  above  their  owne  degree : 
Once  in  my  life  He  doe  as  they, 

For  He  have  a  new  cloake  about  mee. 

She. 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peere, 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crowne, 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  deere ; 

Therefore  he  calld  the  taylor  Lowne. 
He  w^as  a  wight  of  high  renown e, 

And  tliouse  but  of  a  low  degree : 
Itt's  pride  that  putts  this  country e  downe, 

Maiij  take  thine  old  cloake  about  thee. 
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He. 

*^  Bell,  my  wife,  she  loves  not  strife, 

Yet  she  will  lead  me  if  she  can; 
And  oft,  to  live  a  qniet  life, 

I  am  forced  to  yield,  though  Ime  good-man ;" 
Itt  's  not  for  a  man  with  a  woman  to  threape, 

Unlease  he  firet  gave  oer  the  plea : 
As  wee  began  wee  now  will  leave. 

And  He  take  mine  old  cloake  ulK>ut  mee. 


KING   JOHN    AND    THE    ABBOT. 

[JL5  OLD  EXOLlSn  BALLAD— LONG  VKUY  POPULAR.] 

PERCY   REUQUE3. 

An  saicl«'nt  i>tory  Ue  t«'ll  you  anon 
<>l"3  noubk*  j>rintv,  iliat  wa3  calltMl  King  John; 
An  i  h**  ruW  En^Hand  with  maim*  and  witli  might, 
¥oT  he  ihd  frrvaX  wn)np,  and  maintcin*d  little  right. 

Ad'I  lie  toll  you  a  ston*.  a  story  so  nierryo, 
C.'iifx'minp  tlw  AbU>t  of  Cantorbriryc  ; 
n«.'W  for  LLs  hou&«:-koi*i»iu;r.  and  high  renowno, 
T:i-y  ro«ie  i»o3t*»  for  him  to  fair  London  towno. 

An  h  inlri^d  men,  the  kinj?  did  hearo  say, 
Tiio  abhot  kopt  in  his  liourto  ever}*  day ; 
And  fifty  p»ldi^  cliayn**."*.  witliout  any  doubt, 
In  vclwt  coates  waited  tlie  abbot  about. 

H*w  n«jw.  fiithrr  abbut,  I  hvare  it  «»f  thet*, 
Th'^u  ktM'jK-^t  a  farre  Ix'tti-r  hou.-***  than  mee. 
An  1  fjT  thy  houso-keiping  and  hi^h  renown.', 
I  ft-are  tliou  work':»t  trea^KUi  agaia-^t  my  crown. 

My  liege,  quo'  the  abbot,  I  would  it  wen*  kni»wne, 
I  newr  t«j»<*nd  notliing  but  what  i.s  my  owne ; 
And  I  trust  your  grai-c  will  due  uw  uo  di^ere 
For  speodjne  of  my  oxm-y  truc-fiottcD  gecre. 
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A  A  i:  K  A  T  I  V  B 


YeSj  ye^  tat  her  abbot,  thy  liiult  it  is  highe, 
And  now  lor  the  tiame  thou  ne^w^eat  must  clyp; 
For  except  [lion  cwiHt  &naw<*r  me  qiipstiotis  three, 
Thy  bend  ^hail  be  stuiucn  irotn  thy  borlie. 

And  ficst^  ipio'  the  Viu^,  when  I  *m  in  Uua  stead, 
With  my  rrowije  of  gdde  so  fAire  on  my  headj 
Among  ftU  n  ?  of  birtlio^ 

Thon  must  t  vh^t  I  am  wortha 


Secondly e,  t*? 

oubt, 

How  ioone  I 

worid  iiboul, 

And  at  Uie  tl 

list  not  sliiiuk, 

But  teU  im?  )i 

iunk. 

0,  thf^e  are  hard  questn  f  ahaUow  witt^ 

Nor  I  c^innor  answer  your  grace  m  yet  J 
But  if  you  will  give  me  but  three  weekes  space, 
He  do  my  endeavour  to  answer  your  grace. 

Now  three  weeks  space  to  thee  will  I  give, 
And  that  is  the  longest  time  thou  hast  to  live; 
For  if  thou  dost  not  answer  ray  questions  three, 
Thy  lands  and  thy  livings  are  forfeit  to  mee. 

Away  rode  the  abbot,  all  sad  at  that  word, 
And  he  rode  to  Cambridge  and  Oxenford ; 
But  never  a  doctor  there  was  so  wise, 
That  could  with  his  learning  an  answer  devise. 

Then  home  rode  the  abbot,  of  comfort  so  cold. 
And  he  mett  his  shepheard  agoing  to  fold : 
How  now,  my  lord  abbot,  you  are  welcome  home, 
What  newes  do  you  bring  us  from  good  King  John 't 

Sad  newes,  sad  newes,  shepheard,  I  must  give : 
That  I  have  but  three  days  more  to  Uve ; 
For  if  I  do  not  answer  him  questions  three. 
My  head  will  be  smitten  from  my  bodie. 

The  first  is  to  tell  him  there  in  that  stead. 
With  his  crowne  of  golde  so  fair  on  his  head, 
Among  all  his  Uege-men  so  noble  of  birth, 
To  within  one  penny  of  wliat  he  is  worth. 
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The  seoonde,  to  tell  him,  without  any  doubt^ 
How  soone  he  may  ride  this  whole  world  about : 
And  at  the  third  question  I  must  not  shrinke, 
But  tell  him  there  truly  what  he  does  thinke. 

Now  cheare  up^  sire  abbot)  did  you  never  hear  yet. 
That  a  fool  he  may  leame  a  wise  man  witt? 
Lend  me  horse,  and  serving-men,  and  your  apparel, 
And  I  '11  ride  to  London  to  answere  your  quarrel 

Nay  finowne  not)  if  it  hath  bin  told  unto  mee, 

I  am  like  your  lordship,  as  ever  may  bee : 

And  if  you  will  but  lend  me  your  gowne, 

There  is  none  shall  knowe  us  in  fiiir  London  towne. 

Now  horses  and  serving-men  thou  shalt  have, 
With  sumptuous  array  most  gallant  and  brave ; 
With  crozier,  and  miter,  and  rochet,  and  cope. 
Fit  to  appeare  Yore  our  fader  the  pope. 

Now  welcome,  sire  abbot,  the  king  he  did  say, 
'Tis  well  thou  *rt  come  back  to  keepe  thy  day ; 
For  and  if  thou  canst  answer  my  questions  three. 
Thy  life  and  thy  living  both  saved  shall  bee. 

And  first,  when  thou  seest  me  here  in  this  stead, 
With  my  crown  of  golde  so  fair  on  my  head, 
Among  all  my  liege-men  so  noble  of  birthe, 
Tell  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  worth. 

For  thirty  pence  our  Saivour  was  sold 

Among  the  false  Jewes,  as  I  have  bin  told : 

And  twenty-nine  is  the  worth  of  thee. 

For  I  thinke,  thou  art  one  penny  worser  than  hee. 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  St  Bittel, 
I  did  not  think  I  had  been  worth  so  littel ! 
— ^Now  secondly  tell  me,  without  any  doubt, 
How  soone  I  may  ride  this  whole  world  about 

You  must  rise  with  the  sun,  and  ride  with  the  same, 
Until  the  next  morning  he  riseth  againe ; 
And  then  your  grace  need  not  make  any  doubt 
Sut  in  twenty-four  hours  you  *11  ride  it  about. 
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The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  St  Jone, 

I  did  not  think  it  could  be  gone  bo  aoonel 

— ^Now  from  the  third  question  thou  miist  not  ahrinke, 

But  tell  me  here  truly  what  I  do  thinke. 

Yea,  that  shall  I  do,  and  make  your  grace  meny : 
Tou  thinke  I  'm  the  abbot  of  Oantcrbi^ry ; 
But  I  'm  his  poor  shepheard,  as  plain  you  may  see, 
That  am  come  to  beg  pardon  for  him  and  for  mce. 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  the  masse, 
lie  make  thee  lord  abbot  this  day  in  his  placet 
Now  nayc,  my  liege,  be  not  in  such  speede. 
For  alacke  I  can  neither  write,  ne  reade. 

Four  nobles  a  week,  then,  I  will  give  thee, 
For  this  merry  jest  thou  hast  showne  unto  mee : 
And  tell  the  old  abbot,  when  thou  comest  home, 
Thou  hast  brought  him  a  pardon  from  good  King  John. 


THE  BAFFLED  KNlGUi;  OR  LADY'S  POLICY. 

[a  VKRY   FAVORlTii   ANCIENT   BALLAD.] 

PEROT   RKLIQUE.S. 

There  was  a  knight  was  drunk  with  wine, 

A  riding  along  the  way,  sir; 
And  there  he  met  with  a  lady  fine, 

Among  the  cocks  of  hay,  sir. 

Shall  you  and  I,  0  lady  faire, 

Among  the  grass  lye  down-a : 
And  I  will  have  a  special  care. 

Of  rumpling  of  your  gowne-a. 

Upon  the  grass  there  is  a  dewe. 

Will  spoil  my  damask  gowne,  sir : 
My  gowne  and  kirtle  they  are  newe, 
And  cost  me  many  a  crowne,  «r. 


XARBATITE.  81 

I  bsre  A  do«k  of  scarlet  red, 

UpoD  the  ground  I  '11  throwe  it; 
ncB,  lady  fkire,  oome  lay  thy  head ; 

Well  play,  and  none  shall  knowe  it. 

Ojooder  stands  my  steed  so  ftve 

Among  the  cocks  of  hay,  sir, 
And  if  the  pinner  should  chance  to  sec, 

He  11  take  my  steed  away.  sir. 

Upon  my  finger  I  have  a  ring, 

Its  made  of  finest  gold-a, 
Aod,  kdy,  it  thy  steed  shall  bring 

Out  of  the  pioneer's  fold-a. 

0  go  with  me  to  my  father's  hall ; 

Fair  chamben  there  are  three,  sir : 
Anil  you  shall  have  the  bt*?t  of  nil, 

Anil  I  '11  your  chaniberlaine  boe,  sir. 

H«»  mountetl  him.-'elf  on  his  steed  so  tall, 

AnJ  her  on  Ikt  dupple  pjay,  sir: 
And  llien»  thoy  nxle  to  lior  father's  hall, 

Fa^i  prickiui:  alonjr  tli«»  way.  sir. 

To  her  fath^.'r  s  IiiiU  thoy  arrived  strait ; 

T  was  mitated  round  about-a; 
She  slipped  her?elf  witliin  the  gate, 

And  lockt  the  knight  without-a. 

Here  is  a  silver  ()enny  to  spend, 

And  take  ii  for  your  pain,  sir ; 
.\n'l  two  of  my  father's  men  I  *ll  send 

To  wait  on  you  l»ack  agiiin,  sir. 

Ill-  from  bis  soablmnl  drew  his  bnuul, 

An<l  wiped  it  upon  his  sleeve-a! 
An  I  cur»<"l,  he  sai>l,  be  every  man, 

Tliat  will  a  maid  belie ve-a ! 

^he  dn*w  a  bodkin  from  her  liaire, 

And  wipM  it  upon  her  gown-a ; 
Ami  cum'tl  l»e  every  maiden  faire, 

TXut/  wiU  with  men  lye  dowii'-a  I 
4* 


xie  tuiau  noL  wnen  ne  woia-a. 

The  knight  was  riding  another  day, 
Witli  cloak,  and  hat,  and  feather: 

llv  met  again  with  that  lady  gay, 
Who  was  angling  in  tlio  river. 

Now,  lady  faire,  I've  met  witli  yon, 
You  shall  no  more  escape  me ; 

Remember,  Jiow  not  long  agoe 
You  falsely  did  intrap  me. 

He  from  his  saddle  down  did  light, 

In  all  his  riche  attyer ; 
And  cryed.  As  I  'm  a  noble  knight^ 

I  do  thy  charms  admyer. 

He  took  the  lady  by  the  hand, 
Who  seemingly  consented ; 

And  would  no  more  disputing  stand : 
She  had  a  plot  invented. 

Looke  yonder,  good  sir  knight^  I  pray, 

Methinks  I  now  discover 
A  riding  upon  his  dapple  gray, 
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Ko  v,  liie-yoii-weD,  sir  knig^^  adiea  I 
Too  see  whst  comes  of  fooling' : 

Tiot  is  the  fittest  place  for  jou ; 
Tour  oonnge  wanted  coding. 

£rp  many  daja^  in  her  &ther8  park, 

Just  at  the  dose  of  ere-a, 
Again  die  met  with  her  angry  sparke ; 

Which  made  this  lady  grieve-iL 

Jalse  lady,  here  thou  'rt  in  my  powre^ 
And  no  one  now  can  hear  tliee : 

Aod  thou  shall  sorely  rue  the  hour 
That  eVr  thou  dar'dst  to  jeer  me. 

I  pnj.  sir  kuight,  be  not  so  warm 

With  a  young  silly  maid-a : 
I  vuw  ami  !>woar  I  thouglit  no  h^um, 

Twd^s  a  iTvnxle  jei»t  I  playd-a. 

A  p.ntle  jest,  in  soothe  he  cry*d, 
To  tunibli*  me  in  and  leave  mcl 

What  if  I  ba<l  in  the  river  dy'd  ? 

Tiixii  fi'toh  will  not  deceive  me. 

Ono*'  nit  in;  I  'U  pardon  thee  this  day, 

Tho'  iiijur'd  out  of  measure ; 
B-;:  thi  'U  prepare  without  delay 

To  yield  thee  to  my  pleasure. 

Wf II  ilien,  if  I  must  grant  your  suit^ 
Yvt  ihink  of  your  boots  and  spurs,  sir: 

Let  me  pull  off  both  spur  and  boot^ 
Or  rise  you  cannot  stir,  sir. 

He  Kt  him  down  upon  the  grass, 
Anil  b**ge'd  her  kind  assistance : 

Now,  "iniling.  thought  this  lovely  lass, 
I  '11  make  you  ki'ep  your  distance. 

Then  piilUng  oflf  liw  lxx>ts  half- way  ; 

Sir  knight,  now  I  'm  your  betters : 
Tou  shall  not  make  of  me  your  prey ; 

Sit  there  like  m  lauve  in  fetters. 


To  pull  off  your  boots  and  spurs,  sir. 

This  merry  jest  you  must  excuse, 
You  are  but  a  stingless  nettle : 

You  'd  never  have  stood  for  boote  or  shoes 
Had  you  been  a  man  of  mettle. 

All  night  in  grievous  rage  he  lay, 

Rolling  upon  the  plain-a ; 
Next  morning  a  shepherd  past  that  way, 

Who  set  him  right  again-a. 

Then  mounting  upon  his  steed  so  tall, 

By  hill  and  dale  he  swore^i : 
I  'U  ride  at  once  to  her  father's  hall; 

She  shall  escape  no  more-a. 

1 11  take  her  father  by  the  beard, 

I  '11  challenge  aU  her  kindred ; 
Each  dastard  soul  shall  stand  affeard ; 

My  wrath  shall  no  more  be  hindred. 

He  rode  unto  her  father's  house, 

Which  every  side  was  moated : 
The  lady  heard  his  furious  vows, 
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Mj  &ther  he  u  now  from  home, 

And  I  am  all  alone,  sir : 
Therefore  across  the  water  come, 

And  I  am  all  your  own,  sir. 

False  maid,  thou  canst  no  more  deceive ; 

I  scorn  the  treacherous  bait-a ; 
If  thou  would'st  have  me  thee  beUeye, 

Now  open  me  the  gate-^ 

The  bridge  is  drawn,  the  gate  is  barr*d, 
M J  &ther  he  has  the  keys^  sir ; 

But  I  have  for  my  love  prepared 
A  shorter  way,  and  easier. 

Over  the  moatc  I  Ve  laid  a  plank 
Fall  seventeen  feet  in  measure, 

Then  step  across  to  the  other  bank. 
And  there  we  Tl  take  our  pleasure. 

These  words  she  had  no  sooner  spoke. 
But  straight  he  came  tripping  over : 

The  plank  was  saw'd,  it  snapping  broke, 
And  80us*d  the  imhappy  lover. 


TRUTH    AND    FALSEHOOD. 

A  TALE. 

MATTHEW   PRIOR. 

Once  on  a  time,  m  sunshine  weather, 
Falsehood  and  Truth  walk'd  out  together. 
The  neighboring  woods  and  lawas  to  view. 
As  opposites  will  sometimes  do. 
Through  many  a  blooming  mead  they  passed. 
And  at  a  brook  arrived  at  last 
The  purling  stream,  the  margin  green, 
With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vernal  scene, 
Invited  each  itinerant  maid, 
To  rest  a  while  beneath  the  shade. 
Vnder  a  spreading  beach  they  sat, 
Andpass'd  the  time  with  female  chat  *, 


jci.au  mere  rs  uu  pvyiu}^  Bucpiieixt  ucat  t — 
With  all  my  heart,  the  nymph  replied, 
And  threw  lier  snowy  robes  aside, 
Stript  herself  naked  to  tlie  skin, 
And  with  a  pprinj^  Icaj^t  hoadlonpj  in. 
Falsehood  more  leisurely  unilrest, 
And,  laying  by  her  tawdry  vest, 
Trick'd  herself  out  in  Trutli's  array, 
And  'cross  the  meadows  tript  away. 

From  this  curst  hour,  the  fraudiial  dan 
Of  sacred  Truth  usurps  the  name, 
And,  with  a  vile,  perfidious  mind, 
Roams  far  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind ; 
False  sighs  suborns,  and  artful  tears, 
And  starts  with  vain  pretended  fears; 
In  visits,  still  appears  most  wise, 
And  rolls  at  church  her  saint-hkc  eyes ; 
Talks  very  much,  plays  idle  tricks, 
While  rising  stock*  her  conscience  pricki 
When  being,  poor  thing,  extremely  grav 
The  secrets  op'd,  and  all  unravel'd. 
But  on  slie  will,  and  secrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
Reviling  every  one  she  knows. 
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Who,  scorning  from  her  cause  to  wince, 
Has  gone  stark-naked  ever  since ; 
And  ever  naked  will  appear, 
Belov'd  by  all  who  Truth  revere. 


FLATTERY. 


A   FABLE. 
SIR  CUARUBS  HANBURT    WILUAMa 

Fajwy,  beware  of  flattery, 
Your  sex's  much-lov'd  enemy ; 
For  other  foes  we  are  prepar'd. 
And  Nature  puts  us  on  our  guard  : 
In  that  alone  such  charms  are  found, 
We  court  the  dart,  we  nurse  the  hand  ; 
And  this,  my  child,  an  JBsop's  Fable 
Will  prove  much  better  than  I  'm  able. 

A  young  vain  female  Crow, 

Had  perch'd  upon  a  pine  tree's  bough. 

And  sitting  there  at  ease. 
Was  going  to  indulge  her  taste. 
In  a  most  delicious  feast, 

Consisting  of  a  slice  of  cheese. 
A  sharp-set  Fox  (a  wily  creature) 
Pass'd  by  that  way 
In  search  of  prey ; 
When  to  his  nose  the  smell  of  cheese, 
Came  in  a  gentle  western  breeze ; 
No  Welchman  knew,  or  lov'd  it  better : 
He  bless'd  th'  auspicious  wind, 
And  strait  look'd  round  to  find. 
What  might  his  hungry  stomach  fill, 
And  quickly  spied  the  Crow, 
Upon  a  lofty  bough, 
Holding  the  tempting  prize  within  her  bilL 
Bat  she  was  perch'd  too  high, 
And  Reynard  could  not  fly  : 


ss 


&h  chose  the  tAlJt^fit  tree  in  all  the  vrood^ 
Wlmt  then  ciould  bring  her  down  ? 
Or  mflke  the  prize  hia  own  ? 

No1  hing  but  fiatt'ry  could- 

He  soon  the  silenco  broke, 

Aq<  [  thus  iDgenious  huiigt?r  spoke ; 

"Oi 

Wb  hhas  &\Wd 

T 

Th}  pB*"^^  *^**^' 

So  I  ftb  air, 

I  ove. 

But  ^  tbine^ 

Thy  voice  ob  i 

If  both  in  tneee  togemer  meet^ 

The  feathered  race  must  own 
Of  all  their  tribe  there's  none, 

Of  form  so  fair,  of  voice  so  sweet 
Who  '11  then  regard  the  linnet's  note, 
Or  heed  the  lark's  melodious  throat  ? 
What  pensive  lovers  then  shall  dwell 
With  raptures  on  their  Philomel  ? 
The  goldfinch  shall  his  plumage  hide, 
The  swan  abate  her  stately  pride. 
And  Juno's  bird  no  more  display 
His  various  glories  to  tlie  sunny  day : 
Then  grant  thy  Suppliant's  prayer, 
And  bless  my  longing  ear 
With  notes  that  I  would  die  to  hear!" 
Flattery  prevail'd,  the  Crow  believ'd 
The  tale,  and  was  with  joy  deceiv'd ; 
In  haste  to  show  her  want  of  skill. 
She  open'd  wide  her  bill : 

She  scream'd  as  if  the  de'el  was  in  her ; 
Her  vanity  became  so  strong 
That,  wrapt  in  her  own  frightful  song, 

She  quite  forgot,  and  dropt  her  dinner : 
The  morsel  fell  quick  by  the  place 
Where  Reynard  lay. 
Who  seized  the  prey 
And  eat  it  without  saying  grace. 
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He,  sneeidng,  cried  '*  The  day's  my  own, 
My  end's  obtain'd, 
The  prize  is  gain'd, 
And  now  I  'U  change  my  note. 
Tain,  foolish,  cheated  Grow, 
Lend  your  attention  now, 
A  truth  or  two  1 11  tell  you ! 
For,  since  I  *ve  fill'd  my  belly, 

Of  course  my  flatt'ry's  done : 
Think  you  I  took  such  pains, 
And  spoke  so  well  only  to  hear  you  croak  ? 
No,  'twas  the  luscious  bait, 
And  a  keen  appetite  to  eat, 
That  first  inspir'd,  and  carried  on  the  cheat 
'T  was  hunger  fiimish'd  hands  and  matter. 
Flatterers  must  live  by  those  they  flatter ; 
But  weep  not,  Crow;  a  tongue  like  mine 
Might  turn  an  abler  head  than  thine ; 

And  though  reflection  may  displease, 
If  wisely  you  apply  your  thought, 
To  learn  the  lesson  I  have  taught, 
Experience,  sure,  is  cheaply  bought, 

And  richly  worth  a  slice  of  cheese." 


THE  PIG  AND  MAGPIE. 

PETER   PINDAR. 

CocKiXG  his  tail,  a  saucy  prig, 
A  Magpie  hopped  upon  a  Pig, 

To  pull  some  hair,  forsooth,  to  line  his  nest ; 
And  with  such  ease  began  the  hair  attack. 
As  thinking  the  fee  simple  of  the  back 

Was  by  himself,  and  not  the  Pig,  possessed. 

The  Boar  looked  up  as  thunder  black  to  Mag, 
Who,  squinting  down  on  him  like  an  arch  wag, 

Informed  Mynheer  some  bristles  must  be  torn ; 
Then  briskly  went  to  work,  not  nicely  culling : 
Got  a  good  handaome  beaMal  by  good  puUing, 
And  new,  without  a  "  Thank  ye"  to  bis  thorn. 
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Th©  Pig  set.  up  a  distnal  yelling : 
rollowed  the  robber  to  his  dweliing, 

Who  like  A  fool  bad  built  it  'midst  a  bramble : 
In  nunfully  he  sullied^  full  of  mighty 
Determined  to  obtain  hia  right, 

Aud  'midst  the  butbea  now  began  to  Bcnunblc 


Ho  droi 

IB  n^jst  to  rag^i, 
^poured  hv^  brngs 
leaoune,  olftckl 
niS^tonj, 
(light  forlorn, 

And,  hi, 

Bute] 

Hiflear 

Hiabl^ 

He  CO 

icH  upon  ids  baek. 

ADVICE  TO  YOUNG  WOMEN; 

OR,   THE   ROSE  AND   STRAWBERRY. 

PETER   PINDAR. 

Young  women  I  don't  be  fond  of  killing, 

Too  well  I  know  your  hearts  unwilling 
To  hide  beneath  the  vail  a  charm — 

Too  pleased  a  sparkling  eye  to  roU, 

And  with  a  neck  to  thrill  the  soul 
Of  every  swain  with  love's  alarm. 

Yet,  yet^  if  prudence  be  not  near 
Its  snow  may  melt  into  a  tear. 

The  dimple  smUe,  and  pouting  lip, 

Where  Httle  Cupids  nectar  sip. 
Are  very  pretty  lures  I  own  ; 

But,  ah !    if  prudence  be  not  nigh, 

Those  lips  where  all  the  Cupids  lie, 
May  give  a  passage  to  a  groan. 

A  Rose,  in  all  the  pride  of  bloom. 

Flinging  around  her  rich  perfume, 
Her  form  to  public  notice  pushing. 

Amid  the  summer's  golden  glow, 

Peeped  on  a  Strawberry  below, 
Beneath  a  lea^  in  secret  blushing. 
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"  Mias  Smwbeny/'  ezcUimed  the  Rose, 

**  What's  beauty  that  no  mortal  knows? 
What  is  a  charm,  if  never  seen  ? 

You  really  are  a  pretty  creature : 

Then  wherefore  hide  each  blooming  feature  ? 
Come  up,  and  show  your  modest  mien." 

**  Mias  Rose,*'  the  Strawberry  replied, 

"  I  never  did  possess  a  pride 
That  wished  to  dash  the  public  eye : 

Indeed,  I  own  that  I  *m  afraid — 

I  think  there 's  safety  in  the  shade. 
Ambition  causes  many  a  sigh." 

"  Go,  simple  child,*'  the  Rose  rejoined, 

^  See  how  I  wanton  in  the  wind : 
I  feel  no  danger's  dread  alarms : 

And  then  observe  the  god  of  day, 

How  iamorous  with  hL^  golden  ray, 
To  pay  his  visits  to  my  charms  I" 

No  sooner  said,  but  with  a  scream 

She  started  from  her  favorite  tliemt — 
A  down  had  on  her  fixed  his  pat 

In  vain  she  screeched — Hob  did  but  smile ; 

Rubbed  with  her  leaves  his  nose  awliile, 
Then  bluntly  stuck  her  in  his  hat. 


ECONOMY. 


PETER  PINDAR. 


£coHOMT*s  a  very  useful  broom ; 

Yet  should  not  ceaseless  hunt  about  the  room 

To  catch  each  straggling  pin  to  make  a  plumb : 
Too  oft  Economy's  an  ut)n  vice. 
That  squeezes  even  the  Uttle  guts  of  mice. 

That  peep  with  fearful  eyes,  and  ask  a  crumb. 

"Proper  Economy's  a  comely  thing — 
Oood  in  a  sabject — better  in  a  king ; 
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Yet  pudhed  too  far,  it  dulls  each  finer  feeling — 
Most  easily  indined  to  make  folks  mean; 
Inclines  them  too,  to  villainy  to  lean, 

To  oYer-rcaching,  perjury,  and  stealing. 

Even  when  the  heart  should  only  think  of  grie^ 
It  creeps  into  the  bosom  like  a  thief, 
And  swallows  up  th*  affections  all  so  mild — 
Witness  the  Jewess,  and  her  only  child: — 


THE    JKWESS    AND    HER    SON. 

Poor  Mistress  Levi  had  a  luckless  son, 

\Vho,  rusliing  to  obtain  the  foremost  seat, 

In  imitation  of  th*  ambitiou^i  great, 
Iligh  from  the  gallery,  ere  the  play  begun, 

He  fell  all  plump  into  the  pit, 

Dead  in  a  minute  as  a  nit : 
In  shoil,  he  broke  his  pretty  Hebrew  neck ; 
Indeed  and  very  dreadful  was  the  wreck  I 

The  mother  was  distraot<;(l,  raving,  wild — 
Shrieked,  tore  her  liair,  embraced  and  kissed  her  child 

Afflicted  every  heart  with  grief  around : 
Soon  as  tlic  fihower  of  tears  was  somewhat  past. 
And  moderately  calm  th'  hysteric  blast. 

She  cast  about  her  eyes  in  thought  profound : 
And  being  with  a  saving  knowledge  blessed. 
She  thus  tlie  playhouse  manager  addressed: 

"  Sher,  I  'm  de  moder  of  dc  poor  Chew  lad, 
Dat  meet  mishfartin  hen*  so  bad — 
Sher,  I  muss  haf  de  shilling  back,  you  know. 
Ass  Moses  haf  not  see  de  show." 

But  as  for  Avarice,  'tis  the  very  devil; 
The  fount,  alas  I  of  every  evil : 

The  cancer  of  the  heart- — the  worst  of  ills : 
Wherever  sown,  luxuriantly  it  thrives ; 
No  flower  of  virtue  near  ilAiv^a*. 
Lite  aconite,  where'er  \t  S!pniaLda/\\.VS^ 
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In  every  soil  behold  the  poison  spring  I 
Can  taint  the  beggar,  and  infect  the  king. 

The  mighty  Marlborough  pilfered  cloth  and  bread; 

So  says  that  gentle  satirist  Squire  Pope ; 
And  Peterborough's  Earl  upon  this  head, 

Affords  us  little  room  to  hope, 
That  what  the  Twitnam  bard  avowed, 
Might  not  be  readily  allowed. 


THE    COUNTRY    LASSES. 

PETER   PINDAR. 
Peter  lasbeth  the  Ladio9.~IIe  tanieth  Story -toiler.— Peter  griovetb. 

Althocgh  the  ladies  with  such  beauty  blaze, 

They  very  frequently  my  passion  raise — 
Their  charms  compensate,  scarce,  their  want  of  taste. 

Passing  amidst  tlic  Exhibition  crowd, 

I  heard  some  damsels  fashionably  loud  j 
And  thus  I  give  the  dialogue  that  pass'd. 

"  Oh  I  the  dear  man  1"  cried  one,  "  look  1  here's  a  bonnet ! 
He  shall  paint  me — I  am  detemiin'd  on  it — 

Lord !  cousin,  see  !  how  beautiful  the  gown  ! 
What  charming  colors !  here 's  fine  lace,  here  's  gauze  I 
What  pretty  spri^  the  fellow  draws  I 

Lord,  cousin  1  he's  tlie  cleverest  man  in  town!" 

"Ay,  cousin,"  cried  a  second,  "  very  true— 

And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red,  and  blue  I 

There 's  a  complexion  beats  the  rouge  of  Warren  I 
See  those  red  hps ;  oh,  la  1  they  seem  so  nice  I 
What  rosy  cheeks  then,  cousin,  to  entice ! — 

Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. 

CJousin,  this  limner  quickly  will  be  seen. 
Painting  the  Princess  Royal,  and  the  Queen*. 
Pjvjr,  don't  jrou  think  as  I  dOj  Coz  f 
Bat  well  be  painted  first  that's  jww." 
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Such  was  the  very  prtUy  converaA»tion 

That  pasa*d.  betwceu  the  pretty : 
While  unobserv'd,  tlie  glory  of  our  nation, 

Close  bj  them  hung  8ir  Joahua^B  matchleBs  pieoest 
Works  1  tliAt  a  Titian's  hand  couU  funn  ftloue — - 
Works  I  that  a  BeubenR  !uul  been  proud  to  o\ni. 


Penult  t  Y  beibrt?  ytr 

Whht  Ui  &J1P  &  true  atory : — 


i  i. 


Walking  one  afternoon  along  Ihe  Btnnd, 

My  wondering  eyes  did  suddenly  expand 

Upon  a  pretty  leash  of  country  lasses. 


A 


"  Heav'ns !  my  dear  beauteous  angels,  how  d'ye  do  ? 

Upon  my  soul  I  *m  monstrous  glad  to  see  ye." 
"  Swinge  I  Peter,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with  you  ; 

We're  just  to  London  come — well,  pray  how  be  ye ; 

"  We're  just  a  going,  while  'tis  light, 

To  see  St  Paul's  before  'tis  dark. 
Lord !  come,  for  once,  be  so  polite, 

And  condescend  to  be  our  spark." 

"  Witli  all  my  heart,  my  angels." — On  we  walk'd, 
And  much  of  London — ^much  of  Cornwall  talk'd. 

Now  did  I  hug  myself  to  think 
How  much  that  glorious  structure  would  surprise , 

How  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  shrink 
With  open  mouths,  and  marv'ling  eyes ! 

As  near  to  Ludgate-Hill  we  drew, 

St.  Paul's  just  opening  on  our  view ; 

Behold,  my  lovely  strangers,  one  and  all, 

Q^ve,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  squawl, 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  stones, 

And  some  confounded  cart  had  ci-ush'd  their  bones. 

After  well  fright'ning  people  with  their  cries, 
And  sticking  to  a  ribbon-shop  tVieat  ey«^ 
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They  all  rosh'd  in,  with  sounds  enou^  to  stun, 
And  clattering  all  together,  thus  begun : — 

"  Swinge  I  here  are  colors  then,  to  please  1 

Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  heav'n  I 
Why  I  not  to  see  such  things  as  these. 

We  never  should  have  been  forgiv'n. 

"Here,  here,  are  clever  things— good  Lord  1 
And,  sister,  here,  upon  my  word — 
Here,  here  I— look !  here  are  beauties  to  delight : 
Why!  how  a  body's  heels  might  dance 
Along  from  Laimceston  to  Penzance, 
Before  that  one  might  meet  with  such  a  sight  I" 

" Come,  ladies^  'twill  be  dark,"  cried  I—"  I  fear: 

Pray  let  us  view  St  Paul's,  it  is  so  near" — 

" Lord!  Peter,"  cried  the  girls,  "  don't  mind  St  Paul  I 

Sure !  you're  a  most  incurious  soul — 

Why — ^we  can  see  the  church  another  day ; 

Don't  be  afraid — St  Paul's  can't  run  away" 

Beader, 
If  e'er  thy  bosom  felt  a  thought  suhlime^ 
Drop  tears  of  pity  with  the  man  of  rhyme  I 


THE    PILGRIMS    AND    THE    PEAS. 

PETER   PINDAR. 

^r  ooDtiiineth  to  give  great  Advice,  and  to  exhibit  deep  reflection— He  telleth 
a  mirocalons  Story. 

TiiEHE  is  a  knack  in  doing  many  a  thing, 
Which  labor  can  not  to  perfection  bring: 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes, 
Pray  do  not  hints  from  other  folks  despise: 

A  fool  on  something  great,  at  times,  may  stumble, 

And  consequently  be  a  good  adviser : 
On  winthf  forever,  your  wise  men  may  fumble, 
And  never  be  a  whit  the  wiser. 
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Yes !  I  advise  you,  for  there  *8  wisdom  in  \ 
Never  to  be  superior  to  a  hint — 

The  genius  of  each  man,  with  keenness  view^ 
A  spark  from  this,  or  t'other,  canght^ 
May  kindle,  quick  as  thought^ 
A  glorious  bonfire  up  in  you. 

A  question  of  you  let  me  beg — 

Of  fiun^d  Columbus  and  his  egg, 
Pray,  have  you  heard?    "  Yes." — 0,  then,  if  you  please 
I  '11  give  you  the  two  Pilgrims  and  Uie  Peas. 


THE  PILGRIMS  AND  THK  PEAS. 

A  TRUB  BTORY. 

A  brace  of  sinners,  for  no  good. 

Were  order'd  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  shrine, 

Who  at  Lorctto  dwelt,  in  wax,  stone,  wood, 
And  in  a  fair  white  wig  look'd  wondrous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  those  sad  rogues  to  travel, 
With  something  in  their  slioes  much  worse  than  gravel : 
In  short,  their  toes  so  gentJc  to  amuse, 
The  priest  had  order'd  peas  into  their  shoes : 

A  nostrum  famous  in  old  Popish  times 
For  purifying  sduIs  that  stunk  of  crimes : 

A  sort  of  apostolic  salt^ 

Which  Popish  parsons  for  its  powers  exalt, 
For  keeping  souls  of  sinners  sweet. 
Just  as  our  kitchen  salt  keeps  meat. 

The  knav(»8  set  off  on  the  same  day, 
Peas  in  tlieir  shoes,  to  go  and  pray : 

But  very  diflf'rent  was  thoir  speed,  I  wot: 
One  of  the  sinners  gallop'd  on, 
Swift  as  a  bullet  from  a  gun ; 

The  other  limp'd,  as  if  he  had  been  shot 

One  saw  the  Virgin  soon — peccavi  cried — 
Had  his  soul  white-wasli'd  all  so  clever ; 
Then  home  again  he  nunV>\y  \\\od, 
Made  iSt,  with  saints  jil)ov«,  to  \\\e  ^vyt^vw. 
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In  coming  bade,  however,  let  me  saj^ 

H«  met  his  brother  rogue  oboat  half  way — 

Hobbling,  with  out-stretch'd  bands  and  bending  knees; 

Dimning  the  bouIs  and  bodies  at  the  peas : 

Hjs  ejes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brows  in  sweat, 

IV»p  ."ympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet 

"How  now,"  the  light-toed,  white-wash*d  pilgrim  broke, 

^  You  lazy  kbberr 
"  Ob  cursje  it,**  cried  the  other,  "  *tis  no  joke — 
Mr  fe^t,  once  hard  as  any  rock, 

Are  now  as  soft  as  any  blubber. 

"  Ezcii<e  me.  Virgin  Blary,  that  I  swear — 
^  for  Loretto  I  shall  not  get  there ; 
X> !  to  the  DotI  my  sinful  eoul  must  go, 
F'.r  damme  if  I  ha*nt  lost  ev*ry  toe. 

•■  But.  >iruilxtT  i^inner.  pray  explain 
H'.w  C*  I'r.ui  you  are  not  in  pain : 

Wi.jf  jKiw'r  liath  work'd  a  woniier  for  your  toes : 
WLIl*  /.  just  like  a  snail  am  crawl in;^, 
X.  w  *Wiaring.  now  on  saints  devoutly  bawling, 

WLile  nui  a  ras<-al  comes  to  ease  my  woes  ? 

*•  If  m-  i-'t  tluit  yon  can  like  a  gn-yhound  go, 

M«Try.  a.-!  if  iliat  naught  liiwi  hapj^nd,  bum  ye?" 
•  Why.  ■  i-rir-d  liie  other,  grumiug,  *'you  mu:»t  know, 
TJw»t  J!i5t  h.Mi>iv  I  Vfntur'd  on  my  jouniey, 
To  walk  a  little  more  at  ease, 
I  toi-ik  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas.' " 


•'•N  THE  DEATH  OF  A   FAVORITE  CAT, 

fiBOWSED   IN    A   TL-B   OF   nOLDFISBES. 

THOMAS  OR  AY. 

T  WAS  <»n  a  lofty  vawi's  sido, 
WiipH'  Cliina*9  payet»t  art  Il-hI  dyed 

Tin*  azure  flowon*  that  blow, 
D»*raur<-st  of  ih».»  tabby  kind, 
The  pea*;ive  Selima,  reclined, 

GsMied  en  the  lake  bdow. 
5 
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B    Beonscious  tnil  lier  joy  dccUred ; 
T    fflur  round  liice,  tlie  snowj  beard, 

"he  velvet  of  iwr  paw?, 
E  yeosLt  that  witli  ilit  tortoise  yle^ 
B    kara  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyefl^ 

&Q  WW,  and  purrtd  applauac. 

Si  *midat  the  tide, 

T  sen  to  glide, 

Ti  in  hue, 

TL  to  the  view 

The  I  wonder  saw : 

A  wuta^MiM.  ^,«^  ,«^        1  &  cUWj 

With  many  an  araent  wisli^ 
She  stretched  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize : 
What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  ? 

What  Cat 's  averse  to  fish  ? 

Presumptuous  maid  I  with  looks  intent, 
Again  she  stretched,  again  she  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between : 
(Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  smiled) 
The  shppery  verge  her  feet  beguiled ; 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood, 
She  mewed  to  every  watery  god 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stirred, 
Nor  cruel  Tom  or  Susan  heard  : 

A  fav'rite  has  no  friend  I 

From  hence,  ye  Beauties  I    undeceived. 
Know  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retrieved, 

And  be  with  caution  bold  : 
Not  all  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes, 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  prize, 

Nor  all  that  glistens  gold. 
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THE  RETIRED  CAT. 

WILLIAM   OOWPSR. 

A  Porr*8  Cat)  sedate  and  grave 

As  poet  well  could  wish  to  have, 

Was  much  addicted  to  inquire 

For  nooks  to  which  she  mi^t  retire, 

And  where,  secure  as  mouse  in  chink. 

She  might  repose^  or  sit  and  think. 

I  know  not  where  she  caught  the  trick ; 

Nature  periiaps  herself  had  cast  her 

In  such  a  mold  pniLOSOPUiQUE, 

Or  else  she  learned  it  of  her  master. 

Sometimes  ascending,  debonair. 

An  apple-tree,  or  lofty  pear. 

Lodged  with  convenience  in  the  fork, 

She  watched  the  gardener  at  his  work ; 

Sometime?  her  ease  and  solace  sought 

In  an  old  empty  watering-pot^ 

There  wanting  nothing,  save  a  fan, 

To  seem  some  nymph  in  her  sedan, 

Appareled  in  exactest  sort. 

And  ready  to  be  borne  to  court 

But  love  of  change  it  seems  has  place 
Not  only  in  our  wiser  race ; 
Cats  also  feel,  as  well  as  we. 
That  passion's  force,  and  so  did  she. 
Her  climbing,  she  began  to  find, 
Exposed  her  too  much  to  the  wind, 
And  the  old  utensil  of  tin 
Was  cold  and  comfortless  within : 
She  therefore  wished,  instead  of  those. 
Some  place  of  more  serene  repose. 
Where  neither  cold  might  come,  nor  air 
Too  rudely  wanton  in  her  hair. 
And  sought  it  m  the  likeliest  mode 
Within  her  master's  snug  abode. 

A  draweTj  it  cbanced,  at  bottom  Uned 
With  linen  of  the  softest  kind. 
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With  such  as  merchants  introduce 
Prom  ladbj  for  tbo  Miw'  use ; 
A  dr4..wcrj  impending  o'er  the  reet, 
H&'f  ipcTi,  in  Ojo  topmost  choet, 
Of  di  pth  enough,  and  ;^oiie  to  ijparc, 
lavjl  :d  her  to  elumber  there ; 
Pusa  ■'"■*^  rirtiiftrhf  i-ti^v-xn-i  ^^presffloa, 
fiuTTi  )k  ] 

Recu  ^  lung, 

And  ndrutu  eaagt 

She  1  hind. 

And  ep  her  last^ 

'Wlien  f  inclined, 

The  chi  t  it  fast, 

By  no  1* 
But  all  unconscious  wtiom  it  held. 

Awakened  by  the  shock  (cried  puss) 
*'  Was  ever  cat  attended  thus  I 
The  open  drawer  was  lefl^  I  see, 
Merely  to  prove  a  nest  for  me, 
For  soon  as  I  was  well  composed, 
Then  came  the  maid,  and  it  was  closed. 
How  smooth  those  'kerchiefe,  and  how  sweet! 
Oh  what  a  delicate  retreat  I 
I  will  resign  myself  to  rest 
Till  Sol  declining  in  the  west^ 
Shall  call  to  supper,  when,  no  doubt, 
Susan  will  come,  and  let  me  out," 

The  evening  came,  the  sun  descended, 
And  puss  remained  still  unattended. 
The  night  rolled  tardily  away 
(With  her  indeed  't  was  never  day). 
The  sprightly  morn  her  course  renewed. 
The  evening  gmy  again  ensued, 
And  puss  came  into  mind  no  more 
Than  if  entombed  the  day  before ; 
With  hunger  pinched,  and  pinched  for  room, 
She  now  presaged  approaching  doom. 
Nor  slept  a  single  wink,  nor  purred, 
Chnscious  of  jeopaardy  incurred. 
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That  night,  by  chance,  the  poet^  watching, 
Heard  an  inexplicable  scratching ; 
His  noble  heart  went  pit-a-pat, 
And  to  himself  he  said—"  What 's  that  ?" 
He  drew  the  curtain  at  his  side, 
And  forth  he  peeped,  but  nothing  spied. 
Tetj  by  his  ear  directed,  guessed 
Something  imprisoned  in  the  chest ; 
And,  doubtful  what^  with  prudent  care 
Besolyed  it  should  continue  there. 
At  length  a  voice  which  well  he  knew, 
A  long  and  melancholy  mew. 
Saluting  his  poetic  ears, 
Consoled  him,  and  dispelled  his  fears ; 
He  left  his  bed,  he  trod  the  floor, 
He  *gan  in  haste  the  drawers  explore. 
The  lowest  first,  and  without  stop 
The  next  in  order  to  the  top. 
For  'tis  a  truth  well  know  to  most, 
That  whatsoever  tiling  is  lost, 
We  seek  it,  ere  it  come  to  light^ 
In  every  cranny  but  the  right 
Forth  skipped  the  cat,  not  now  replete 
As  erst  witli  airy  self-conceit^ 
Nor  in  her  own  fond  comprehension, 
A  theme  for  all  the  world's  attention, 
But  modest,  sober,  cured  of  all 
Her  notions  hyperboUcal, 
And  wishing  for  a-place  of  rest^ 
Any  thing  rather  than  a  chest 
Then  stepped  the  poet  into  bed 
With  this  reflection  in  his  head : 


Beware  of  too  sublime  a  sense 
Of  your  own  worth  and  consequence. 
The  man  who  dreams  himself  so  great^ 
And  hLs  importance  of  such  weighty 
That  all  around  in  all  that  '^  done 
Must  move  and  act  for  him  alone. 
Will  learn  in  school  of  tribulatiou 
The  folly  of  his  expectation. 
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■^H 

^  A  KU^XLTB.                                  ^^^1 

SAYING    NOT    MEANING,                H 

WrLLUM   BiaiL   WAXJL 

Two  gentlemen  their  appetite  b^d  fed, 
When  opetiiag  his  taoUjpick-t*.H3t\  one  SAJd^               ^^^m 
"  It  was  not.  until  kal^lv  thiil  1  knew                             ^^^H 
That  anchor                                   bw.                             ^^H 
"  Grow  V'  c                                  they  ffrow,  indeed,    ^^H 

Like  othci                                      he  knd ;                     ^^^H 
Tou  might                                  jwcai  ^  reed,           ^^^| 

OrHaUH                                   K                               ■ 

"Whj.Bir; 

d  other,                          ^ 

Beheld  them  bond  fide  growing; 

He  would  n*t  utter 
A  lie  for  love  or  money,  sir ;  so  in 

This  matter  you  are  thoroughly  mistaken." 
"  Nonsense,  sir  I  nonsense !     I  can  give  no  credit 
To  the  assertion — none  e'er  saw  or  read  it ; 

Your  brother,  like  his  evidence,  should  be  shaken." 

**  Be  shaken,  sir  I  let  me  observe,  you  are 

Perverse — in  short — "  ' 
"  Sir,"  said  the  other,  sucking  his  cigar, 

And  then  his  port — 
"  If  you  will  say  impossibles  are  true, 

You  may  affirm  just  any  thing  you  please — 
That  swans  are  quadrupeds,  and  hons  blue, 

And  elephants  inhabit  Stilton  cheese  I 
Only  you  must  not  force  me  to  believe 
What's  propagated  merely  to  deceive." 

"  Then  you  force  me  to  say,  sir,  you're  a  fbol," 

Return'd  the  bragger. 
Language  like  tliis  no'man  can  suflfer  cool : 

It  made  the  listener  stagger  ; 
So,  thunder-stricken,  he  at  once  replied, 

"  The  traveler  Ued 
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Who  had  the  impadence  to  tell  it  you  ;'* 
"Zounds  1  then  d'ye  mean  to  swear  before  my  face 
That  anchovies  don't  grow  like  cloYes  and  mace  ?*' 


Disputants  often  after  hot  debates 

Leave  the  contention  as  they  found  it — bone, 
And  take  to  duelling  or  thumping  UUb  ; 

Thinking  by  strength  of  artery  to  atone 
For  strength  of  argument ;  and  he  who  winces 
FhHn  force  of  words^  with  force  of  arms  convinces  I 

With  pistols,  powder,  bullets,  surgeons,  lint. 

Seconds,  and  smelling-bottles,  and  foreboding, 

Our  Mends  advanced ;  and  now  portentous  loading 
(Their  hearts  already  loaded)  servM  to  show 
It  might  be  better  they  shook  hands — ^but  no ; 

When  each  opines  himself,  though  frightenM,  : 

Each  is,  in  courtesy,  oblig'd  to  fight  1 
And  they  did  fight:  from  six  full  measured  paces 

The  imbeliever  pulled  his  trigger  first ; 
And  fearing,  from  the  braggart's  ugly  faces, 

The  whizzing  lead  had  whizz'd  its  very  worst. 
Ran  up,  and  with  a  dudistic  fear 

(His  ire  evanishing  like  morning  vapors), 
Found  him  possess'd  of  one  remaining  ear, 

Who  in  a  manner  sudden  and  uncouth, 

Had  given,  not  lent,  the  other  ear  to  truth ; 
For  while  the  surgeon  was  applying  lint, 
He,  wriggling,  cried — "  The  deuce  is  in't — 

"  Sir !  I  f»«xn*— CAPERS  I** 


.^04  ^m      ;<JiitKA  1  t  V  K 


JULIA, 

Julia  was  W  t^  nnd  gmco  i 

Small  poet^  >OT]ung  firt*. 

Before  her  i  Ja  train 

Preferred  thi  j&rr'd  in  vain : 

Till  charmiit]  iquer,  csame; 

And  touched  i  equal  flame. 

The  flame  si  she  coiiceal 

What  every  aid  itveaL 

With  boldtifsH  ,...-.,*!  im  fijils  to  mov*?, 

He  pleads  the  cause  of  marriage  and  of  love ; 
The  course  of  hymeneal  joys  he  rounds, 
The  fair  one's  eyes  dance  pleasure  at  the  sounds. 
Naught  now  remain'd  but  "  Noes" — ^how  little  meant — 
And  the  sweet  coyness  that  endears  consent. 
The  youth  upon  his  knees  enraptured  fell : — 
The  strange  misfortune,  oh  I  what  words  can  tell  ? 
Tell  I  ye  neglected  sylphs  I  who  lap-dogs  guard, 
Why  snatched  ye  not  away  your  precious  ward  ? 
Why  suITer'd  ye  the  lover's  weight  to  fall 
On  the  iQ-fated  neck  of  much-loved  Ball  ? 
The  favorite  on  his  mistress  casts  his  eyes, 
Gives  a  melancholy  howl,  and — dies ! 
Sacred  his  ashes  lie,  and  long  liLs  rest  I 
Anger  and  grief  divide  poor  Julia's  breast. 
Her  eyes  she  fix'd  on  guilty  Florio  first, 
On  him  the  storm  of  angry  grief  must  burst- 
That  storm  he  fled : — ^he  woos  a  kinder  fair, 
Whose  fond  aflections  no  dear  puppies  sliare. 
'T  were  vain  to  tell  how  Julia  pined  away ;  — 
Unhappy  fair,  that  in  one  luckless  day 
(From  future  almanacs  the  day  be  cross'd  1) 
At  once  her  lover  and  her  lap-dog  lost  I 
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A   COCK    AND    HEN    STORY. 

ROBERT  BODTUir. 

PART    I. 

Osfci  on  a  tixne  three  Pilgrims  true, 

Being  Father  and  Mother  and  Son, 

For  pure  devotion  to  the  Saint, 

A  pilgri^u^^  bepm. 

Tbnr  names,  littk*  friends,  I  am  wnry  to  say, 

In  none  of  my  books  can  I  find ; 
But  the  SOD,  if  you  please,  we  *li  call  Pierre, 

What  the  parents  w*>re  calltHi,  never  mind. 

Fn-m  Franc<»  th«*y  came,  in  which  fair  land 
Tlwy  Wert*  people  of  goo<i  renown ; 
A:i  I  i}.ry  t«.r»k  up  their  lo<lgiii;^  one  nipht  on  the  way 
In  Ui  CalzatUi  to^-n. 

Xow.  if  |»fior  Piljrriins  thoy  had  l)ecii, 
Ani  ]a'\  lu]ir**'\  ill  tli»»  Hi>5pMt»  inatead  of  the  Inn, 
My  l'o'mJ  lit  tit;  woim>n  and  men. 
Why  tli»*:i  you  n»*vrr  wuuM  have  heard, 
lilt*  talf  of  thi*  Cwk  an«i  the  Ht'n. 

Fur  tljr  Innkeeper*  they  had  a  daughter, 
Sad  t'»  5»ay,  who  was  just  guch  another 
A.«  Pot:p!uir'«  ilau^'ht»T.  I  tliink,  would  have  been 
I:^*lie  fuUowfd  tlw»  ways  of  her  moUier. 

Tnis  wiiki'd  w<inian  to  our  Pierre 

R-ljavi'd  hko  Poiiphar's  wift»; 

And  h<-<!au?p  ?!io  failed  to  win  hl^  lov«». 

She  resolviMl  to  take  lii?  lift*. 

So  she  pac-k«Hl  up  a  silviT  c-iip 

In  his  wallet  privily  ; 

Au'l  then,  as  soon  a.1  tht*y  wvrc  pono, 

She  n/vfl  m  hue  tuid  cry. 
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The  Pilgrims  were  overtakeii, 
The  people  gathered  round, 
Their  wallets  were  searched,  and  in  Pierre's 
The  silver  cup  was  found. 

They  dragged  him  before  the  Alcayde ; 
A  hasty  Judge  was  he, 
"  The  theft,"  he  said,  "  was  plain  and  proved, 
And  hang*d  the  thief  must  beJ* 
So  to  the  gallows  our  poor  Pierre 
Was  hurried  instantly. 

If  I  should  now  relate 
The  piteous  lamentation, 
Which  for  their  son  these  parents  made^ 
My  little  friends,  I  am  afraid 
You  *d  weep  at  the  relation. 

But  Pierre  in  Santiago  still 

His  constant  faith  professed ; 

When  to  the  gallows  he  was  led, 

"'T  was  a  short  way  to  Heaven,**  he  said, 

"  Though  not  the  pleasantest" 

And  from  their  pilgrimage  he  charged 

His  parents  not  to  cease, 
Saying  that  unless  they  promised  this, 
He  could  not  be  hanged  in  peace. 

They  promised  it  with  heavy  hearts ; 
Pierre  then,  therewith  content, 
Was  hang'd :  and  they  upon  their  way 
To  Compostella  went 


PART    II. 

Four  weeks  they  travel'd  painfully, 

They  paid  tlieir  vows,  and  then 

To  La  Calzada*s  fatal  town 

Did  they  come  back  again. 
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The  Mother  would  not  be  withheld, 
But  go  she  must  to  see 
Where  her  poor  Pierre  was  left  to  hang 
Upon  the  gallows  tree. 

Oh  tale  most  marvelous  to  hear, 
Most  marvelous  to  tell  I 
ISght  weeks  had  he  been  hanging  there, 
And  yet  was  alive  and  well ! 

"Mother,"  said  he,  "I  am  glad  you *re  retum'd, 
It  is  time  I  should  now  be  released : 
Though  I  can  not  complain  that  I  *m  tired, 
And  my  neck  does  not  ache  in  the  leasts 

"  The  Sun  has  not  scorch'd  me  by  day, 
The  Moon  has  not  chiUed  me  by  night ; 
And  the  winds  have  but  helped  me  to  swing, 
As  if  in  a  dream  of  delight. 

"  Go  you  to  the  Alcayde, 

That  hasty  Judge  unjust, 
Tell  him  Santiago  has  saved  me, 
And  take  me  down  he  must !" 

Now,  you  must  know  the  Alcayde, 
Not  thinking  himself  a  great  sinner, 
Just  then  at  table  had  sate  down, 
About  to  begin  his  dinner. 

His  knife  was  raised  to  carve 
The  dish  before  him  then ; 
Two  roasted  fowls  were  laid  therein, 
That  very  morning  they  had  been 
A  Cock  and  his  faithful  Hen. 

In  came  the  Mother,  wild  with  joy : 

"  A  miracle  I"  she  cried ; 
But  that  most  hasty  Judge  unjust 

Bepell'd  her  in  his  pride. 
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"1    Ilk  Tioij'*  quoth  be,  *'  lo  UU^  like  this 
That  I  ehoutld  give  bcUel^I 
Santiago  nev€>r  wuijJU  bv-^iUTW 
Uht  mirneleBj  Tull  well  I  know, 

10  to  life  I" 
Tb  <t  kt  him  thus 


i 


witbftAnd  f 


Ana ,^  _  _nr  a.     u  from  bia  band,       ^        - 

The  Cock  would  have  crow*d  if  he  could  : 
To  cackle  thn  Hen  had  a  wish  ; 
And  they  both  sUpt  about  in  the  gravy 
Before  they  got  out  of  the  dish. 

And  when  each  would  have  open'd  its  eyes, 
For  the  purpose  of  looking  about  them, 
They  saw  they  had  no  eyes  to  open, 
And  that  there  was  no  seeing  without  them. 

All  this  was  to  them  a  great  wonder ; 

They  staggered  and  reel'd  on  the  table ; 

And  either  to  guess  where  they  were, 

Or  what  was  their  plight,  or  how  they  c^irae  there, 

Alas  I  they  were  wholly  unable  : 

Because,  you  must  know,  that  that  morning, 
A  thing  which  they  thought  very  hard. 
The  Cook  had  cut  off  their  heads. 
And  thrown  them  away  in  the  yard. 

The  Hen  would  have  pranked  up  her  feathers, 
But  plucking  had  sadly  deform'd  her ; 
And  for  want  of  them  she  would  have  shiver'd  with  cold, 
If  the  roasting  she  had  had  not  warmed  her. 
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And  the  Code  felt  ezoeediDgly  queer; 
He  thoagfat  it  a  very  odd  thing 
Tkst  his  head  And  his  yoice  were  he  did  not  know  where, 
And  his  giButi  tudc'd  under  his  wing. 

The  gizzard  got  into  its  place, 

Bat  how  Santiago  knows  beet : 
And  so,  by  the  hdp  of  the  Saint, 

Did  the  lirnr  and  all  the  rest. 

Thf  heads  saw  thoir  way  to  the  bodies, 

In  tbey  came  from  the  yani  without  check. 

And  each  took  its  own  proper  station, 

To  the  very  great  joy  of  the  neck. 

And  in  flew  the  feathers,  lilce  snow  in  a  shower, 
For  they  all  became  white  on  Uie  way ; 
Anj  the  Cock  anri  the  Hen  in  a  trice  were  refledged, 
And  then  wlio  so  happy  as  they ! 

*  luck !  v]uf\i !  rriod  the  IT«.*n  right  merrily  then, 
Tlie  Cot'k  hw  clarion  blew, 
Full  frlad  was  he  to  hoar  again 
Ills  own  cock-a-d«x>-flcl-doo  I 


PART    III. 

**  A  MIRACLE  I  a  miracle  !** 
The  people  shouted,  as  they  might  well, 
When  the  news  went  through  the  town ; 
And  every  child  and  woman  and  man 
Tuok  up  the  cry,  and  away  they  ran 
To  see  Pierre  taken  down. 

They  made  a  famous  procession ; 
My  good  little  women  and  men, 
Such  a  sight  was  never  seen  bcfon>, 
AndJ  think  will  never  again. 
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Santiago's  Image,  large  as  life, 
Went  first  with  banners  and  drum  and  fife ; 

And  next,  as  was  most  meet^ 
Tlie  twice-bom  Cock  and  Hen  were  borne 

Along  the  thronging  street 

Perched  on  a  cross-pole  hoisted  high, 
They  were  raised  in  sight  of  the  crowd ; 
And  when  the  people  set  up  a  cry,  . 
The  Hen  she  cluck'd  in  S3rmpathj, 
And  the  Cock  he  crow*d  aloud 


And  because  they  very  weU  knew  for  why 

They  were  carried  in  such  solemnity, 

And  saw  the  Saint  and  his  banners  before  *em, 

They  behaved  with  the  greatest  propriety, 

And  most  correct  decorum. 


Tlie  Knife,  which  had  cut  off  tlieir  heads  that  mom. 
Still  red  with  their  innocent  blood,  was  borne. 

The  scullion  boy  he  carried  it ; 
And  the  Skewers  also  made  part  of  the  show, 
Willi  wliich  they  were  trussed  for  tlie  spit. 

The  Cook  in  triumph  bore  that  Spit 
As  high  as  he  was  able ; 
And  the  Dish  was  display'd  wherein  they  were  laid 
When  they  had  been  served  at  table. 

With  eager  faith  the  crowd  prest  round ; 

There  was  a  scramble  of  women  and  men 

For  who  should  dip  a  finger-tip 

In  the  blessed  Gravy  then. 

Next  went  the  Alcayde,  beating  his  breast^ 
Crying  aloud  like  a  man  distrest, 
And  amazed  at  the  loss  of  his  dinner, 
''Santiago,  Ba;atia^\ 
Have  mercy  on  me  a  eaxmerV^ 
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And  lifling  oftenthnes  his  hands 

Toward  the  Cock  and  Hen, 
"  Orafepro  nohis  r  devoutly  he  cried, 
And  as  devoatlj  the  people  replied, 

Whenever  he  said  it,  "  Amen  I'* 


The  Father  and  Mother  were  last  in  the  train ; 
Rejoicingly  they  came, 
And-  extoll'd,  widi  tears  of  gratitude, 
Santiago's  glorious  name. 

So,  with  all  honors  that  might  be, 
They  gently  unhanged  Pierre ; 

No  hurt  or  harm  had  he  sustained. 
But,  to  make  the  wonder  clear, 

A  deep  biack  halter-maik  remain'd 
Just  under  his  left  ear. 


PART    IV. 

And  now,  my  little  listening  dears 
With  open  mouths  and  open  ears. 
Like  a  rhymer  whose  only  art  is 
That  of  telling  a  plain  unvamiah'd  tale. 
To  let  you  know  I  must  not  faO, 
What  became  of  all  the  parties. 

Pierre  went  on  to  Compostella 
To  finish  his  pilgrimage, 
His  parents  went  back  with  him  joyfully. 
After  which  they  returned  to  their  own  country ; 
And  there,  I  believe,  that  all  the  three 
Lived  to  a  good  old  age. 

For  the  gallows  on  which  Pierre 

So  happily  had  swung. 
It  was  resolved  that  never  more 
Od  it  should  m^T)  be  hung. 
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'  ^o  the  Cbarch  it  wae  tmn^pUnted, 

As  ancient  booths  derUrt? ; 

And  the  peopb  in  tiuuunotion^ 

With  an  uprotif  of  diJt^oLioii, 

S*>tL  iJ,  i:[^  for  a  nnlic  Lhcro. 

y^  ,-i  u.K^^^  -J*  *i,^  i^itpr  I  know  not^ 
]  , chow  not; 

L  tnd  bope^ 


V 


RgHHj  ^^ 


^d  tills 
t  kneWj 

\*iilin^d  morn 


Than  any  cordon  hleu. 

The  Innkeeper*8  wicked  daughter 
Confess'd  what  she  had  done, 
So  they  put  her  in  a  Convent, 
And  she  was  made  a  Nun. 

The  Alcayde  had  been  so  frighten'd 

That  he  never  ate  fowls  again ; 
And  he  always  pulled  off  his  hat 
When  he  saw  a  Cock  and  Hen. 
Wherever  he  sat  at  table 
Not  an  egg  might  there  be  placed ; 
And  he  never  even  muster'd  courage  for  a  custard, 
Though  garlic  tempted  him  to  taste 
Of  an  omelet  now  and  then. 

But  always  after  such  a  transgression 
He  hastened  away  to  make  confession ; 

And  not  till  he  had  confess'd. 
And  the  Priest  had  absolved  him,  did  he  feel 

His  conscience  and  stomach  at  rest 


The  twice-born  Birds  to  the  Pilgrim's  Church 
As  by  miracle  consecrated, 
Were  given ;  and  there  unto  the  Saint 
They  were  publicly  dedicated. 
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At  their  dedication  the  CorixMrfttioii 
A  fund  for  their  keep  aopplied ; 
And  after  foUowing  the  Seint  and  his  banners^ 
This  Cock  and  Hen  were  80  changed  in  their  manners, 
That  the  Priests  were  edified. 


Gentle  as  any  turtle-dore, 
Sunt  CodE  became  all  meekness  and  love ; 
Most  dutiful  of  wires^ 
Saint  Hen  she  never  peck*d  again, 
So  they  led  happy  livea 

The  ways  of  ordinary  fowls 
Tou  must  know  they  had  dean  forsaken ; 
And  if  every  Cock  and  Hen  in  Spain 
Had  their  example  taken, 
^y  then — ^the  Spaniards  would  Iiave  had 
No  egg^  to  pat  with  )>acon. 

T\it-9e  blessed  Fowls,  at  st»ven  years  cml. 

In  the  odor  of  sanctity  dioJ : 
TliMV  were  carefully  pluok'd  and  then 

They  were  buried,  side  by  side. 

An- J  U'.-t  tlie  fiict  should  be  forgotten 
(Wiicb  would  have  been  a  pity), 
T  was  doiTee^l,  in  honor  of  their  worth, 
That  a  C<.«ck  and  Hen  should  be  borne  thenceforth, 
In  the  anns  of  that  ancient  City. 

Two  epgs  Saint  Hen  had  laid — no  more — 
The  chickens  were  her  delipht ; 
A  Cock  and  Hen  they  provetl, 
And  lioth,  like  their  parents,  were  virtuous  and  white. 

The  last  act  of  the  Holy  Hen 
Was  to  n»ar  tliis  precious  brood;  and  when 
Saini  Cock  and  she  were  dead, 
This  couple,  as  the  lawful  heirs, 
Suooeedcil  in  their  stead. 
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They  also  lived  eevcn  yeare^ 

And  they  laid  eggs  but  two. 

Pi  om  whicli  two  niilk-wtiite  chickens 

To  Cock  and  H^^nlnxjd  gi^w ; 

And  always  tJieir  posterity 

The  Belf-aflJive  cotirae  pviraua 

i  ever  *u1dled, 
I  spoken  [) 
^-was  L>at^ 
^Waa  brokm. 
1 
Sfi  (r  magpie  nor  ral^ 

Snakti  approaoliing  them: 

A^i*  »Tvri^  uj  mjv.  **jc:>ereiiL  Wretch 
Who  should  evc^n  drcoiii  of  poa;ching'  them  i 

Thus  then  is  this  great  miracle 
Continued  to  tliis  day ; 
And  to  their  Church  all  Pilgrims  go, 
When  they  are  on  the  way ; 
And  some  of  the  feathers  are  given  them ; 
For  which  they  always  pay. 

No  price  is  set  upon  them, 
And  this  leaves  all  persons  at  ease ; 
The  Poor  give  as  much  as  they  can, 
The  Rich  as  much  as  they  please. 

But  that  the  more  they  give  the  better, 
Is  very  well  understood ; 
Seeing  whatever  is  thus  disposed  o^ 
Is  for  their  own  souls'  good ; 

For  Santiago  will  always 
Befriend  his  true  believers ; 
And  the  money  b  for  him,  the  Priests 
Being  only  his  receivers. 

To  make  the  miracle  the  more. 
Of  these  feathers  there  \a  aiwB.^  %toTe, 
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And  in  are  gennine  too; 
An  of  the  original  Cock  and  Hen, 
Wfaicfa  the  Prints  will  swear  is  true. 

rL'^fiizhb  a  thoDsand  times  told  have  bought  them, 
Ad'I  if  myriads  and  tens  of  myriads  sought  them, 
They  would  still  find  some  to  buy ; 
For  however  great  were  the  demand, 
Su  great  would  be  the  supply. 

And  if  any  of  yoo,  my  small  friends^ 
Should  visit  those  parta^  I  dare  say 
Ton  will  bring  away  some  of  the  feathers^ 
And  think  of  <^  Robin  Ony. 


THE  SEARCU   AFTER   HAPPINESS; 

OR,    THE   qULFT  OF   SILTAUS   HOLIXAUN. 

SIR   WALTER  SCOTT. 

Mil.  f'  .r  a  jrbino;  of  that  gay  ^[usc*»  eye, 
r^t  I: jIirt^Dil  on  BandcUo's  laughing  tale, 
An:  twiiiku'd  witli  a  luster  shrewd  and  sly, 
W:„  n  <iuiTii  libtttista  bade  her  vision  haill — 
V'  t  :t  ar  uui.  Ia<liejs  the  naive  detail 
*i:\»'ii  hv  tiii>  natives  of  that  land  canorous; 
iTAlian  L'vn<H.*  loves  to  leap  the  pale, 
Wf  Britnn*  have  tlie  fear  of  eliame  before  us, 
A:*  I  if  not  wisv  in  mirth,  at  least  must  b«  dt»corous. 

In  •;».•  far  €*af=tem  clime,  no  great  while  since, 
Uv.-i  Sultaun  Solimaun,  a  mitrhty  princt*, 
Wh.fNi-  t-v*-:*.  as  oft  as  tliey  pt^rfomi'd  their  round, 
B»-i..-M  all  others  fixM  ujwn  tin?  ground; 
Wh.i*,.  fan*  received  tlie  same  unvaried  phrase, 
■■Si*:tiiiin  !  tliy  vassal  lM»ars,  anil  he  obeys!" 
All  hav.-  ihrir  tastes — this  uiay  tin*  fancy  strike 
Of  «Tiih  ^Tave  f'llks  .-is  pomp  and  grandeur  like ; 
For  ni»%  1  lov«'  thf  httufst  lu-art  iUitl  wanu 
Of  DMinareh  wlio  can  hiuMi*  ruund  iiis  fann, 
Or  wlien  the  t«iil  uf  .*<'a^'  no  mow  annoVi*, 
im  chinm^y  comor  -apf/r  tlomp^tif  jovi*  — 
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^^^^H 

— 

^^^^^^^^^^1 
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I  love  A  pi  inco  will  bid  the  bottle  pa^                           ^H 

ExchAn^lD^  with  hb  eat^ects  jirlanoe  nnd  gUss ;             ^H 
lu  fitting  time,  can,  gayest  of  the  pay,                           ^H 
Keep  up  tliejest^  and  mingle  in  tl^e  Uy —                      ^H 
Snch  Moiiarcha  beat  our  free-bom  biimors  suit^        ^^^^B 

But  De»potA  ttitist  be  stately^  atem^  and  niiitf,        ^^^H 

TbisSoUm 
And  when 

HjEut^  critic  say —            ^^M 

Good  hek, 
iScflre  nut 

consult  till'  ihnrL            ^H 
3t«rtl                             ^H 

If  Rennell 
The  isle  Ifli 

>inbtid'i<  niBp—              ^^ 

Filmed  mm  lu 

<8A  narratioDa 

Drove  every  iriei™  .^,  u  out  of  putieoc^^^ 

Till,  fdn  to  find  a  ^<>at  wno  Ujoujo^bt  tbeni  ahorlor, 

He  deign'd  to  tell  them  over  to  a  porter — 

The  last  edition  see,  by  Long  and  Co., 

Rees,  Hurst,  and  Orme,  our  fathers  in  the  Row. 

Serendib  found,  deem  not  my  tale  a  fiction — 
This  Sultaun,  whether  lacking  contradiction — 
(A  sort  of  stimulant  which  hath  its  uses, 
To  raise  the  spirits  and  reform  the  juices, 
— Sovereign  specific  for  all  sorts  of  cures 
In  my  wife's  practice,  and  perhaps  in  yours), 
The  Sultaun  lacking  this  same  wholesome  bitter, 
Of  cordial  smooth  for  prince's  palate  fitter — 
Or  if  some  Mollah  had  hag-rid  his  dreams 
With  Degial,  Ginnistan,  and  such  wild  themes 
Belonging  to  the  Mollah's  subtle  craft, 
I  wot  not — but  the  Sultaun  never  laugh'd, 
Scarce  ate  or  drank,  and  took  a  melancholy 
That  scorn'd  all  remedy  profane  or  holy ; 
In  his  long  hst  of  melancholies,  mad. 
Or  mazed,  or  dumb,  hath  Burton  none  so  bad. 

Physicians  soon  arrived,  sage,  ware,  and  tried, 
As  e'er  scrawl'd  jargon  in  a  darken'd  room ; 
With  heedful  glance  the  Sultaun's  tongue  they  eyed, 
Peep'd  in  his  bath,  and  God  knows  where  beside, 
And  then  in  solemn  accent  spoke  their  doom, 
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*^His  majesty  is  very  far  from  well" 
^Kjien  eadi  to  work  with  his  specific  fell ; 
TXhe  Hakim  Ibrahim  instanier  brought 
Jw  miguent  Mahawnm  al  Zerdukkaut^ 
^While  Boompot^  a  practitioner  more  wily, 

Itdied  on  his  Munaskif  all  fillfily. 

More  and  yet  more  in  deep  array  aj^ar, 

And  some  the  front  assail,  and  some  the  rear ; 

Their  remedies  to  reinforce  and  yary, 

Game  sorgeon  eke,  and  eke  apothecary  ; 

TSi  the  tired  Monarch,  though  of  words  grown  chaiy, 

Yet  dropt,  to  recompense  their  fruitless  labor, 

Some  hint  about  a  bowstring  or  a  saber. 

lliere  lack'd,  I  promise  you,  no  longer  speeches, 

To  rid  the  palace  of  those  learned*  leechea 


Then  was  the  council  callM — ^by  their  advice 
(They  deem'd  the  matter  ticklish  all,  and  nice, 

And  sought  to  shift  it  off  from  their  own  shoulders) 
Tartars  and  couriers  in  all  speed  were  sent. 
To  call  a  sort  of  Eastern  Parliament 

Of  feudatory  chieftains  and  freeholders — 
Such  have  the  Persians  at  this  very  day, 
My  gallant  Malcolm  calls  them  courouUat; — 
I  *m  not  prepared  to  show  in  this  slight  song 
That  to  Screndib  the  same  forms  belong — 
E'en  let  the  leam'd  go  search,  and  tell  me  if  I'm  wrong. 


The  Omrahs,  each  with  hand  on  scimitar, 
(Jave,  like  Sempronius,  still  theu:  voice  for  war — 
"The  saber  of  the  Sultaun  in  its  sheath 
Too  long  has  slept,  nor  own'd  the  work  of  death ; 
Let  the  Tambourgi  bid  his  signal  rattle. 
Bang  the  loud  gong,  and  raise  the  shout  of  battle  I 
This  dreary  cloud  that  dims  our  sovereign's  day. 
Shall  from  his  kindled  bosom  flit  away. 
When  the  bold  Lootie  wheels  his  courser  round, 
And  the  arm'd  elephant  shall  shake  the  ground. 
Each  noble  pants  to  own  the  glorious  summons — 
And  for  the  charges — Lol  your  faithful  CommotiftV' 
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The  Riots  who  aiU'n<lL'(.l  in  thfir  plac^^s 

(Serendib  language  calls  a  fanirer  Riot  j 
Look*d  ruefully  in  one  another's  faces, 

From  this  oration  auguring  much  disquiet, 
Double  assessment,  forage,  and  free  quarters; 
And  fearing  these  as  Ghin»-men  the  Tartars, 
Or  as  the  whisker'd  yermin  fear  the  mousers. 
Each  fumbled  in  the  pockets  of  his  trowsers. 

And  next  came  forth  the  reverend  Convocation, 

Bald  heads,  white  beards,  and  many  a  turban  green, 
Imaum  and  MoUah  there  of  every  station, 

Santon,  Fakir,  and  Calendar  were  seen. 
Their  votes  were  various — some  advised  a  Mosque 

With  fitting  revenues  should  be  erected, 
With  seemly  ganlens  and  with  gay  Kiosque, 

To  create  a  band  of  priests  selected ; 
Others  opined  that  through  the  realms  a  dole 

Be  made  to  holy  men,  whose  prayers  might  profit 
The  Sultaun*s  weal  in  body  and  in  souL 

But  their  long-headed  chief;  the  Sheik  Ul-Sofit, 
More  closely  touch'd  the  point ; — "  Thy  studious  mood,' 
Quoth  he,  "  0  Prince  I  liath  tliicken'd  all  thy  blood. 
And  duird  thy  brain  with  labor  beyond  measure ; 
Wlierefore  relax  a  space  and  take  thy  pleasure. 
And  toy  with  beauty,  or  tell  o'er  thy  treasure  ; 
From  all  the  cares  of  state,  my  Liege,  enlarge  thee, 
And  leave  the  burden  to  thy  faithful  clergy." 

These  counsels  sage  availed  not  a  whit, 

And  so  the  patient  (as  is  not  uncommon 
Where  grave  physicians  lose  their  time  and  wit) 

Resolved  to  take  advice  of  an  old  woman ; 
His  moUier  she,  a  dame  who  once  was  beauteous, 
And  still  was  called  so  by  each  subject  duteous. 
Now  whether  Fatima  was  witch  in  earnest. 

Or  only  made  believe,  I  can  not  say — 
But  she  professed  to  cure  disease  the  sternest, 

By  dint  of  magic  amulet  or  lay ; 
And,  when  all  other  s^U  \u  \a\iv^'.vo.  ^Uovm^ 
She  deem*d  it  fitting  time  to  Mse  Viei  owri. 
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^  £^fmpaihia  magiea  hath  wonders  done" 

C*rhus  did  old  Fatima  beq)eak  her  son), 

^It  works  upon  the  fibers  and  the  pores, 

.And  thus,  insensibly,  our  health  restores, 

Jind  it  must  help  us  here. — Thou  must  endure 

The  in,  my  son,  or  travel  for  the  cure. 

Search  land  and  sea^  and  get,  where'er  you  can, 

The  inmost  vesture  of  a  happy  man : 

I  mean  his  shirt,  my  son ;  which,  taken  warm 

And  fresh  from  ofif  his  back,  shall  chase  your  harm, 

Bid  every  current  of  your  veins  rejoice, 

And  your  dull  heart  leap  light  as  shepherd-boy's." 

Such  was  the  counsel  from  his  mother  came ; — 

I  know  not  if  she  had  some  under-game. 

As  doctors  have,  who  bid  their  patients  roam 

And  live  abroad,  when  sure  to  die  at  home ; 

Or  if  she  thought,  that,  somehow  or  anothci*, 

Queen-Regent  sounded  better  than  Queeu-Motiier ; 

But^  says  the  Chronicle  (who  will  go  look  it  ?) 

That  such  was  her  advice— the  Sultaun  took  it 

All  are  on  board — ^the  Sultaun  and  his  train, 
In  gilded  galley  prompt  to  plow  the  main. 

The  oldRais  was  the  first  who  question'd,  "Whither?" 
They  paused — "  Arabia,"  thought  the  pensive  Prince, 
"  Was  call'd  The  Happy  many  ages  since — 

For  Mokha,  Rais." — ^And  they  came  safely  tliither. 
But  not  in  Araby,  with  all  her  balm. 
Not  where  Judea  weeps  beneath  her  palm, 
Not  in  rich  Egypt,  not  in  Nubian  waste, 
Ck)uld  there  the  step  of  Happiness  be  traced. 
One  Copt  alone  profess'd  to  have  seen  her  smile 
When  Bruce  his  goblet  fill'd  at  infimt  Nile : 
She  bless'd  the  dauntless  traveler  as  he  quaiTd, 
But  vanish'd  from  him  with  the  ended  (fraught. 

"  Fnough  of  turbans,"  said  the  weary  King, 
"These  dolimans  of  ours  arc  not  the  thing; 
Tiy  we  the  Giaours,  these  men.of  coat  and  cap,  I 
Incline  to  think  some  of  them  must  be  happy ; 
At  least  they  have  as  fiur  a  cause  as  any  can, 
7S»f  itrink  good  wine  and  keep  no  Ramazan. 
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Then  n<  rlhward,  ho  I" — The  vessel  cuta  the  avb, 
And  fai  Italia  lies  upon  her  lee. — 
But  feir  lulia,  shy  who  ouce  unfarrU 
Her  eag  e-iaannora  o'er  a  eonquer'd  wtjrl(3, 
Long  frr  m  her  throne  of  domiimtioii  tumbled, 
Lay,  hj  her  quondam  raaaals^  sorely  hmnbled, 
The  Poj  *  i""iBfiiir  irMjfM  n«i>iy^  pa]^^  jiQd  it..an^ 

And  wa  once  hid  been. 

"  WhOe  hose  the  noble  fteecea^ 

Our  poc  "  IS  torn  to  piw:e8. 

Its  tops  Austria  feeC 

And  thi  \g  toe  and  heel 

If  happ:  jou  truly, 

We  thim,  i  Oiovanni  Bulli ; 

A  tramou\,».u  budt, 

Pofiaredio  I  stih  nas  all  the  mck ; 

By  land  or  ocean  ilever  strikes  his  flag— 

And  then — a  perfect  walking  money-bag." 

Oflf  set  our  Prince  to  seek  John  Bull's  abode. 

But  first  took  France — it  lay  upon  the  road. 

Monsieur  Baboon,  after  much  late  commotion, 

Was  agitated  like  a  settling  ocean, 

Quite  out  of  sorts,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  him, 

Only  the  glory  of  his  house  had  fail'd  him ; 

Besides,  some  tumors  on  his  noddle  biding, 

Gave  indication  of  a  recent  hiding. 

Our  Prince,  though  Sultauns  of  such  things  are  heedless, 

Thought  it  a  thing  indelicate  and  needless 

To  ask,  if  at  that  moment  he  was  happy. 
And  Monsieur,  seeing  that  he  was  comme  it  faut,  a 
Loud  voice  muster'd  up,  for  "  Vive  le  Boi  /" 

Then  whisper'd,  "  'Ave  you  any  news  of  Nappy  ?'* 
The  Sultaun  answer'd  him  with  a  cross  question — 

"  Pray,  can  you  tell  me  aught  of  one  John  Bull, 

That  dwells  somewhere  beyond  your  herring-pool  ?" 
The  query  seem'd  of  difl5cult  digestion, 
The  party  shrugg'd,  and  grinn'd,  and  took  his  snuff. 
And  found  his  whole  good-breeding  scarce  enough. 

Twitching  his  visage  into  as  many  puckers 
Aa  damsels  wont  to  put  into  theix  tackers 
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(Ere  liberal  Fashion  dazzm'd  both  lace  and  lawn, 
And  bade  the  vail  of  modesty  be  drawn), 
Beplied  the  Frenchman,  after  a  brief  pause, 
''Jean  Bool  I — ^I  vas  not  know  him — ^yes,  I  vash- 
I  vas  remember  dat,  von  year  or  two, 
I  saw  him  at  von  place  call'd  Vateiioo— 
Ma  foi  1  il  s'est  tres  joliment  battu, 
Dat  is  for  Englishman — ^m*entendez-vous  ? 
But  den  he  had  wit  him  one  damn  son-gun, 
Bogue  I  no  like— dey  call  him  Vellington." 
Monsieur's  politeness  could  not  hide  his  fret, 
So  Solimaun  took  leave,  and  crossed  the  strait 

John  Bull  was  in  his  very  worst  of  moods, 
Baving  of  sterile  farms  and  unsold  goods ; 
His  sugar-loaves  and  bales  about  he  threw, 
And  on  his  counter  beat  the  devil's  tattoo. 
His  wars  were  ended,  and  the  victory  won, 
But  then,  *t  was  reckoning-day  with  honest  John ; 
And  authors  vouch,  'twas  still  this  Worthy's  way, 
"  Never  to  grumble  till  he  came  to  pay ; 
And  then  he  always  thinks,  his  temper's  such, 
The  work  too  little,  and  the  pay  too  much." 

Yet  grumbler  as  he  is,  so  kind  and  hearty. 
That  when  his  mortal  foe  was  on  the  floor, 
And  past  the  power  to  harm  his  quiet  more, 

Poor  John  had  well-nigh  wept  for  Bonaparte  I 
Such  was  the  wight  whom  Solimaun  salam'd — 
"  Ajid  who  are  you,"  John  answer'd,  "  and  be  d — d  ?" 

"  A  stranger  come  to  see  the  happiest  man — 
So,  signior,  all  avouch — in  Frangistan." — 
"  Happy  ?  my  tenants  breaking  on  my  hand ; 
Unstock'd  my  pastures,  and  untill'd  my  land ; 
Sugar  and  rum  a  drug,  and  mice  and  moths 
The  sole  consumers  of  my  good  broadcloths — 
Happy  ? — ^why,  cursed  war  and  racking  tax 
Have  left  us  scarcely  raiment  to  our  backs." — 
"  In  that  case,  signior,  I  may  take  my  leave ; 
I  came  to  ask  a  favor — but  I  grieve." — 
"Favor  ?"  said  John,  and  eyed  the  Sultaun hard, 
"Ifamy  belief  jrou  came  to  break  tbe  yord\ — 
6 


122  NABRATITE. 

But,  stay,  you  look  like  some  poor  foreigii  i 
Take  that  to  buy  yourself  a  shirt  and  dinner."— - 
With  that  he  chuck'd  a  guinea  at  his  head ; 
But,  with  due  dignity,  the  Sultaun  said, 
"  Permit  me,  sir,  your  bounty  to  decline ; 
A  sJiiri  indeed  I  seek,  but  none  of  thine. 
Signiur,  I  kiss  your  hands,  so  &re  you  well,** — 
"  Kiss  and  be  d— d,"  quoth  John,  "and  go  to  hell  I" 

Next  door  to  John  there  dwelt  his  sister  Peg, 
Once  a  wild  lass  as  cyer  shook  a  leg 
When  the  blithe  bagpipe  blew — but,  soberer  now, 
She  douody  span  her  flax  and  milk'd  her  cow. 
And  whereas  erst  she  was  a  needy  sUtttem, 
Nor  now  of  wealth  or  cleanliness  a  pattern, 
Yet  once  a  month  her  house  was  partly  swept^ 
And  once  a  week  a  plenteous  board  she  kept 
And,  whereas,  eke,  the  vixen  used  her  claws 

And  toeth  of  yore,  on  slender  provocation, 
She  now  was  grown  amenable  to  laws, 

A  quiet  soul  as  any  in  the  nation ; 
The  sole  remembrance  of  her  warlike  jojrs 
Was  in  old  songs  she  sang  to  please  her  boys. 
John  Bull,  whom,  in  their  years  of  early  strife. 
She  wont  to  lead  a  cat-and-doggish  life. 
Now  found  the  woman,  as  he  said,  a  neighbor, 
Who  look'd  to  the  main  chance,  declined  no  labor, 
Loved  a  long  grace,  and  spoke  a  northern  jargon. 
And  was  d— d  close  in  making  of  a  bargain. 

The  Sultaun  enter'd,  and  he  made  his  leg. 
And  with  decorum  courtesy'd  sister  Peg ; 
(She  loved  a  book,  and  knew  a  thing  or  two. 
And  guess'd  at  once  witli  whom  she  had  to  do). 
She  bade  him  "  Sit  into  the  fire,"  and  took 
Her  dram,  her  cake,  her  kel)buck  from  the  nook ; 
Ask'd  him  "About  the  news  from  Eastern  parts ; 
And  of  her  absent  bairns,  puir  Highland  hearts  I 
If  peace  brought  down  the  price  of  tea  and  pepper, 
And  if  the  nitmugs  were  grown  (my  cheaper ; — 
Were  there  nac  sj^eerirv^^  tH  out  IAmti^o  "PwcV — 
Ye  'U  be  the  gentleman  that  wwote  Oaft  ^axVI 
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If  ye  wad  buy  a  web  o'  auld  wife's  spinning, 
rU  warrant  ye  it's  a  weel- wearing  linen." 

Tben  up  got  Peg^  and  round  the  house  'gan  scuttle 

In  search  of  goods  her  customer  to  nail, 
Until  the  Sultaun  strain'd  his  princely  throttle 

And  hallo'd — "Ma'am,  that  is  not  what  I  ail 
Pray,  are  you  happy,  ma'am,  in  this  snug  glen  ?" — 
"  Happy  ?"  said  Peg ;  "  What  for  d'ye  want  to  ken  ? 
Besides,  just  think  upon  this  by-gane  year. 

Grain  wadna  pay  the  yoking  of  the  pleugh." — 
**  What  say  you  to  the  present?*' — "  Meal's  sae  dear, 

To  make  then:  brose  my  bairns  have  scarce  aneugh.'* — 
"  The  devil  take  the  shirt,"  said  Solimaun, 
**  I  think  my  quest  will  end  as  it  began. — 
Farewell,  ma'am ;  nay,  no  ceremony,  I  beg" — 
"  Ye  '11  no  be  for  tlie  linen  then?"  said  Peg. 

Now,  for  the  land  of  verdant  Erin, 
The  Sultaun's  royal  bark  is  steerinjj, 
The  Emerald  Isle,  where  honest  Paddy  dwells, 
The  cousin  of  John  Bull,  as  story  tells. 
For  a  long  space  had  John,  with  words  of  tliuuder 
Hard  looks,  and  harder  knocks,  kept  Paddy  under, 
Till  the  poor  lad,  like  boy  tliat's  flogg'd  unduly. 
Had  gotten  somewhat  restive  and  unruly. 
Hard  was  his  lot  and  lodging,  you  '11  allow, 
A  wigwam  that  would  hardly  serve  a  sow ; 
His  landlord,  and  of  middle  men  two  brace. 
Had  screw'd  his  rent  up  to  the  starving-place ; 
His  garment  was  a  top-coat,  and  an  old  one. 
His  meal  was  a  potato,  and  a  cold  one ; 
But  still  for  fun  or  frolic,  and  all  that, 
In  the  round  world  was  not  the  match  of  Pat. 
The  Sultaun  saw  him  on  a  holiday, 
Which  is  with  Paddy  still  a  joUy  day ; 
When  mass  is  ended,  and  his  load  of  sins 
Confess'd,  and  Mother  Church  hath  from  her  binns 
Dealt  forth  a  bonus  of  imputed  merit. 
Then  is  Pat's  time  for  fancy,  whim,  and  spirit  I 
Tojesl^  to  sing,  to  caper  fair  and  free, 
And  dance  as  light  as  leaf  upon  the  tree. 
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''  By  Mahomet,"  said  Sultaun  Solimaun, 
"  That  ragged  fellow  is  our  very  manl 
Rush  in  and  seize  him— do  not  do  him  hurt^ 
But,  will  he  nill  he,  let  mo  have  hia  shirt" 

Shilela  their  plan  was  well-nigh  afler  baulkiiig 

(Much  less  provocation  will  set  it  a-walking). 

But  the  odds  that  foil'd  Hercules  foil'd  Paddy  Whack; 

They  seized,  and  they  floor'd,  and  they  Btripp*d  him — Alack  I 

Up-bubboo !  Paddy  had  not — a  shirt  to  his  back  1 1 ! 

And  the  King,  disappointed,  with  sorrow  and  shame, 

Went  back  to  Serendib  as  sad  as  he  came. 


THE  DONKEY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

A  DONKEY  whose  talent  for  burden  was  wondrous, 
80  riiuch  that  you  'd  swear  he  rejoiced  in  a  load. 

One  day  had  to  jog  under  panniers  so  pond'rous. 
That— down  the  poor  donkey  fell,  smack  on  the  road. 

His  owners  and  drivers  stood  round  in  amaze — 
Wiiat  I  Neddy,  the  patient,  the  prosperous  Neddy 

So  easy  to  drive  through  the  dirtiest  ways. 
For  every  description  of  job-work  so  ready  I 

One  driver  (whom  Ned  might  have  "  hail'd"  as  a  *'  brother") 
Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  donkey's  renown, 

For  vigor,  for  spirit,  for  one  thing  or  otiier — 

When,  lo !  *mid  his  praises,  the  donkey  came  down. 

But,  how  to  upraise  him? — one  shouts,  V other  whistles, 

While  Jenky,  the  conjurer,  wisest  of  all, 
Declared  that  an  "  over-production"  of  tliLstJes — 

(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare) — was  the  cause  of  his  fell. 

Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he  passes — 

"  There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fit  will  soon  cease ; 

The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  other  jack-asses. 
And  this  is  his  mode  of  ^  ii^nsiUon  to  pecwt.'  *' 
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Some  look'd  at  his  hoofs,  and,  with  learned  grimaces, 
Pronounced  that  too  long  ^vithout  shoes  he  had  gone — 

^  Let  the  blacksmith  provide  him  a  sound  metal  bcuia 
(The  wiseacres  said),  and  he 's  sure  to  jog  on." 

'Bat  others  who  gabbled  a  jargon  half  Gaelic, 

Ezdaim'd,  "  Hoot  awa^  mon,  you  're  a*  gane  astray" — 

And  dedared  that  '^  whoe'er  might  prefer  the  metaUie^ 
They  'd  shoe  their  aum  donkeys  with  papier  maehe,'* 

Meanwhile  the  poor  Neddy,  in  torture  and  fear, 

Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  able  to  groan, 
And,  what  was  still  dolefuler — ^lending  an  ear 

To  advisers  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  his  own. 

At  length,  a  plain  rustic,  whose  wit  went  so  far 
As  to  see  others'  folly,  roar'd  out  as  he  pass'd — 

"  Quick— off  with  the  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  are, 
Or  your  prosperous  Neddy  will  soon  kick  his  last." 


MISADVENTURES  AT  MARGATE. 

A   LEGEND   OF  JARVIS'S   JETTY. 

R.    HARRIS   BARHAM. 

MR.  siMPKiNSON  Qoquitur). 
I  WAS  in  Margate  last  July,  I  walk'd  upon  the  pier, 
I  saw  a  httle  vulgar  Boy — I  said  *•  What  make  you  hero  ? — 
The  gloom  upon  your  youthful  cheek  speaks  any  thing  but  joy;" 
Again  I  said,  "  What  make  you  here,  you  httle  vulgar  Boy  ?" 

He  frown'd,  that  little  vulgar  Boy — ^he  deem'd  I  meant  to  scoff— 
And  when  the  httle  heart  is  big,  a  little  "  sets  it  off;" 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  mouth,  his  little  bosom  rose, — 
He  had  no  httle  handkercliief  t-o  wipe  his  httle  nose  I 

"Hark I  don't  you  hear,  my  little  man? — it's  striking  nine,"  I 

said, 
"  An  hour  when  all  good  little  boys  and  girls  should  be  in  bed. 
Run  home  and  got  your  supper,  else  your  Ma'  will  scold — Oh  I 

fiel— 
It's  very  wrong  indeed  for  httle  boys  to  stand  and  cry  I" 
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The  tear-drop  in  hia  liu3e  eye  npiin  began  to  flpring, 

Ht?  bosom  iJirobbVl  wiUi  ik^any — Le  cried  like  any  lUng  I 

I  BttxjfjMj  and  thus  atnidst  hi*  Kibs  I  beard  Itiui  munnur— *''  AJtl  , 

I  b&ven't  got  do  aupptirl  nnd  I  liaveji't  got  no  Mii'  J  1 — 

"  My  father,  he  i^  on  tbp  seas, — my  mother  'p  dead  tad  fijoTU^  I 
And  I  atn  hwc*,  on  this  here  pjer^  to  roaxn  Uie  world  atone ; 
J  have  not  had,  tl  drop  to  cheer  my  h»art, 

Kor  *■  bi^own'  to  b<  th, — let  alone  ft  tiirt, 

"  If  there  'a  ft  soul  r  find  me  in  -eraploj^^ 

By  day  or  niglit,  1  '  (lie  wrw  a  vulgar  Boyj) 

**  And  n^w  1  'm  hi  i:er  it  is  my  fix^^  intent 

To  jump^  as  ifr.  L  Monu-meni  F" 

*'  Cheer  up  1  cheer  np  1  my  uiul  ««•».  —cheer  up  I"  I  kindly  Sftid, 

Ton  tvT^  a  na\]ghtj  hoy  to  tako  such  thiDga  into  y-nTr  h^ad  : 

If  you  should  jump  from  off  the  pier,  you  'd  surely  break  your 

legs, 
Perhaps  your  neck — then  Bogey  'd  have  you,  sure  as  eggs  are 

3l 


"  Come  home  with  me,  my  little  man,  come  home  with  me  and 

sup; 
My  landlady  is  Mrs.  Jones — ^we  must  not  keep  her  up — 
There 's  roast  potatoes  on  the  fire, — enough  for  me  and  you — 
Come  home, — ^j'ou  little  vulgar  Boy — I  lodge  at  Number  2." 

I  took  him  home  to  Number  2,  the  house  beside  "  The  Foy," 
I  bade  liim  wipe  his  dirty  shoes^ — that  liy,le  vulgar  Boy, — 
And  then  I  said  to  Mistress  Jones,  the  kindest  of  her  sex, 
*'  Pray  be  so  good  as  go  and  fetch  a  pint  of  double  X !" 

But  Mrs.  Jones  was  rather  cross,  she  made  a  little  noise, 
She  said  she  "  did  not  like  to  wait  on  Httle  vulgar  Boys." 
She  with  her  apron  wiped  the  plates,  and,  as  she  Vubb'd  the  delij 
Said  I  might  "  go  to  Jericho,  and  fetch  my  beer  myself  I" 

I  did  not  go  to  Jericho-^I  went  to  Mr.  Cobb — 
I  changed  a  shilling — (wliich  in  town  the  people  call  "  a  Bob") — 
It  was  not  so  much  for  myself  as  for  that  vulgar  child — 
And  I  said,  "A  pint  of  double  X,  and  please  to  draw  it  mildT 
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"When  I  came  back  I  gazed  about — I  gazed  on  stool  and  chair — 
I  could  not  see  mj  little  friend — because  he  was  not  there  I 
I  peep'd  beneath  the  table-cloth — ^beneath  tlio  sofa  too— 
I  said  "  You  little  vulgar  Boy  I  why  what 's  become  of  you  ?" 

I  conki  not  see  my  table-spoons — I  look'd,  but  could  not  see 
The  little  fiddle-fuittem'd  ones  I  use  when  I  'm  at  tea ; 
— ^I  ooold  not  see  my  sugar-tongs — ^my  silver  watch — oh,  dear  1 
I  know  'twas  on  the  mantle-piece  when  I  went  out  for  beer. 

I  could  not  see  my  Mackintosh  I — ^it  was  not  to  be  seen  I 

Nor  yet  my  best  white  beaver  hat,  broad-brimm*d  and  lined  with 

green; 
liy  caipet-bag — ^my  cruet-stand,  that  holds  my  sauce  and  soy, — 
My  roast  potatoes  I — all  are  gone  !--^md  so 's  that  vulgar  Boy  I 

I  rang  the  bell  for  Mrs.  Jones,  for  she  was  down  below, 
" — Oh,  Mrs.  Jones !  what  do  you  think  ? — ain't  this  a  pretty  g«>  ? 
*-That  horrid  little  vulgar  Boy  whom  I  brought  here  to-night, 
*-He*s  stolen  my  tilings  and  run  away!  !'* — Says  she,  "And 
sarve  you  right  1  !" 

******* 
Next  morning  I  was  up  betimes — ^I  sent  the  Crier  round, 
All  with  his  bell  and  gold-laceil  hat,  to  say  I  'd  give  a  pound 
To  find  that  bttle  vulgar  Boy,  who  *d  gone  and  used  me  so; 
But  when  the  Crier  cried  "O  Yes  I"  the  people  cried,  "  0  No!" 

1  went  to  "  Jarvis'  Landing-place,"  the  glory  of  the  town. 
There  was  a  common  sailor-man  a-walkinir  up  and  down ; 
I  told  my  tale — ^he  seem'd  to  think  I  'd  not  hvvAi  treated  well, 
And  called  me  "  Poor  old  Buffer  I"  what  tliat  inoims  I  cannot  tell. 

That  sailor-man,  he  said  he  'd  seen  that  morning  on  the  shore, 
A  son  of — something — 't  was  a  name  I  'd  nover  heard  before, 
A  little  "  gallows-looking  chap"— dear  mo ;  what  could  he  mean  ? 
With  a  "  carpet-swab"  and  "  muckingtogs,"  and  a  hat  turned  up 
with  green. 

He  spoke  about  his  "  precious  eyes,"  and  said  he  'd  seen  hun 

"sheer," 
—It's  very  odd  that  sailor-men  should  talk  so  very  queer— 
And  ihea  he  bitch'd  his  browsers  up,  as  is,  I  'm  toVd,  iViett  MSfc, 
— //  'a  very  odd  that  sailor-men  should  wear  those  \]bmg^  bo  \ciQefc. 
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I  did  not  understand  him  well,  but  think  he  meant  to  say 
He  \\  scon  that  little  vulprar  Bov,  that  morning  swim  away 
In  Captain  L;ugo's  Royal  George  alwut  an  hour  before, 
And  they  were  now,  as  he  supposed,  "  somcwheres'*  about  the 
Nore. 

A  lanilsman  said,  "  I  ticig  the  chap — ^he  *8  been  upon  the  Mill — 
And  'cause  he  gammons  so  the^fe,  ve  calls  him  Veeping  Bill  1" 
lie  said  "  he  'd  done  me  wery  brown,"  and  "  nicely  glowd  the 

stragy 
— That  *3  French,  I  fancy,  for  a  hat — or  else  a  carpet-bag. 

I  went  and  told  the  constable  my  property  to  track; 

He  aske<l  mo  if  "  I  did  not  wii«h  that  I  might  get  it  back?" 

I  answered,  *'  To  be  sure  I  do! — it's  what  I  come  about" 

He  smiled  and  said,  "  Sir,  does  your  mother  know  that  you  are 

out  ?" 

Not  knowing  what  to  do,  I  thought  I  'd  hasten  back  to  town. 
And  bog  our  own  Lord  Mayor  to  catt?h  the  Boy  who  'd  **  done 

me  brown." 
His  Lordship  very  kindly  said  he  'd  try  and  find  him  out, 
But  ho  '-rather   thought  that  there  were  several  vulgar  boys 

about." 

He  sent  fur  Mr.  Whithair  then,  and  I  described  "  the  swag," 
My  Mackintosh,  my  sugar-tongs,  my  spoons,  and  carpet-bag; 
Ho  promi>t*d  that  the  New  Police  should  all  their  powers  employ ; 
But  never  to  this  hour  have  I  behold  that  vulgar  Boy! 


Remember,  then,  what  when  a  boy  I  've  heard  my  Grandma'  tell 
*'  Be  warx'd  in  time  by  others'  uarm,  and  you  shall  do  full 

-WELT*!" 

Don't  link  yoursi?lf  with  vulgar  folks,  who  *ve  got  no  fix'd  abode, 
Toll  lies,  use  naughty  words,  and  say  they  "wish  they  may  be 

blow'd !" 
Don't  take  too  much  of  doublo  X  ! — and  don't  at  night  go  out 
To  fotch  your  bor^r  yoursclj;  but  make  the  pot-boy  bring  your 

stout ! 
And  when  you  go  to  ^fargato  next,  just  stop  and  ring  the  bell. 
Give  my  rei*pecta  to  Mrs.  Jones,  and  say  I  *m  pretty  well  I 


NABBATIVK.  129 


THE    GHOST. 

R.  HARRIS  BARHAIC 


There  stands  a  City, — neither  large  nor  small, 

Its  air  and  situation  sweet  and  pretty ; 
It  matters  very  little — if  at  all — 

Whether  its  denizens  are  dull  or  witty, 
Whether  the  ladies  there  are  short  or  tall, 

Brunettes  or  blondes,  only,  there  stands  a  city  I — 
Perhaps  'tis  also  requisite  to  minute 
That  there's  a  Castle,  and  a  Cobbler  in  it. 

A  fair  Cathedral,  too,  the  story  goes. 

And  kings  and  heroes  lie  entombed  within  her ; 
There  pious  Saints,  in  marble  pomp  repose. 

Whose  shrines  are  worn  by  knees  of  many  a  Sinner ; 
There,  t^K),  full  many  an  Aldermanic  nose 

Roird  it3  loud  diapason  after  dinner  ; 
And  there  stood  high  the  holy  sconce  of  Becket, 
— ^Till  four  assassins  came  from  France  to  crack  it 

The  Castle  was  a  huge  and  antique  mound. 
Proof  against  all  th'  artillery  of  the  quiver, 

Ere  those  abominable  guns  were  found. 
To  send  cold  lead  through  gallant  warrior's  liver. 

It  stands  upon  a  gently  rising  ground. 
Sloping  down  gradually  to  the  river, 

Resembling  (to  compare  great  tilings  with  smaller) 

A  well-scooped,  moldy  Stilton  cheese — but  taller. 

The  Keep,  I  find,  's  been  sadly  alter'd  lately, 
And  'stead  of  mail-clad  knights,  of  honor  jealous. 

In  martial  panoply  so  grand  and  stately, 
Its  walls  are  filled  with  money-making  fellows, 

And  stuffd,  unless  I  'm  misinformed  greatly. 

With  leaden  pipes,  and  coke,  and  coal,  and  bellows ; 

In  short,  so  great  a  change  has  come  to  pass, 

'Tis  now  a  manufactory  of  Gkis. 
6* 
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But  to  my  tale. — ^Before  this  profanation, 
And  ore  its  ancient  glories  were  cut  sliort  all, 

A  poor  hard-working  Cobbler  took  his  station 
In  a  smidl  house,  just  opposite  the  portal ; 

His  birth,  his  pan.»ntajje,  and  education, 

I  know  but  little  of— a  strange,  odd  mortal ; 

His  asjwct,  air,  and  gait,  were  all  ridiculous ; 

His  name  was  }^Iason — he  'd  been  christened  Nicholas. 

Nick  had  a  wife  possessed  of  many  a  charm, 

And  of  the  Lady  Huntingdon  persuasion ; 
But,  spite  of  all  her  piety,  her  arm 

She  'd  sometimes  exercise  when  in  a  passion; 
And,  being  of  a  temper  somewhat  warm, 

Would  now  and  tlicn  seize,  upon  small  occasion, 
A  stick,  or  stool,  or  any  thing  that  round  did  lie. 
And  baste  her  lord  and  master  most  confoundedly. 

Xo  matter ; — 'tis  a  thing  that's  not  uncommon, 

'Tis  what  wo  all  liave  heard,  and  most  have  read  of, — 

I  moan,  a  bruising,  pugilistic  woman. 
Such  as  I  own  I  entertain  a  dread  of, 

— And  so  did  Nick, — whom  sometimes  there  would  come  on 
A  sort  of  four  his  Spouse  might  knock  his  head  off. 

Demolish  half  his  toetli,  or  drive  a  rib  in. 

She  shone  so  much  in  "  facers"  and  in  "  fibbing." 

*'  There  's  timti  and  place  for  all  things,"  said  a  sage 
(King  Solomon,  I  think),  and  this  I  can  say, 

Witliin  a  well-roped  ring,  or  on  a  stage. 
Boxing  may  be  a  very  pretty  Fancy ^ 

When  Messrs.  Burke  or  Bendigo  engage ; 
— 'Tis  not  so  Avell  iii  Susan  or  in  Nancy : — 

To  get  well  mill'd  by  any  one's  an  evil, 

But  by  a  lady — 'tis  tlu»  very  Devil. 

And  so  thought  Nicholas,  whose  only  trouble 
(At  least  his  worst)  was  tliis,  his  rib's  propensity ; 

For  sometimes  from  the  ale-house  he  would  hobble, 
His  senses  lost  in  a  sublime  immensity 

Of  cogitation — then  he  could  n't  cobble — 

And  then  his  wife  would  often  try  the  density 

Of  his  poor  skull,  and  strike  with  all  her  might, 

As  fast  as  kitchen  wenches  strike  a  light. 
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Ifason,  meek  soul,  who  ever  hated  strife, 

Of  this  same  striking  had  a  morbid  dread, 
He  hated  it  like  poisoo— or  his  wife — 

A  vast  antipathy  1 — but  so  he  said — 
And  very  often,  for  a  quiet  life, 

On  these  occasions  he  'd  sneak  up  to  bed, 
(hope  darkling  in,  and  soon  as  at  the  door 
He  heard  his  lady — he  'd  pretend  to  snore. 

One  night,  then,  ever  partial  to  society, 

Nick,  with  a  friend  (another  jovial  fellow), 
Went  to  a  Club— I  should  have  said  Society — 

At  the  "  City  Arms,"  once  call'd  the  "  Porto  Bello ;" 
A  Spouting  party,  which,  though  some  decry  it,  I 

Consider  no  bad  lounge  when  one  is  mellow ; 
There  they  discuss  the  tax  on  salt,  and  leather, 
And  change  of  ministers  and  change  of  weather. 

In  short,  it  was  a  kind  of  British  Forum, 

like  John  Gale  Jones*,  erat  in  Piccadilly, 
Only  they  managed  things  with  more  decorum, 

And  the  Orations  were  not  quite  so  silly ; 
Far  different  questions,  too,  would  come  before  *em 

Not  always  politics,  which,  will  ye  nill  ye, 
Their  London  prototypes  were  always  willing, 
To  give  one  quantum  suff.  of— for  a  shilling. 

It  more  resembled  one  of  later  date, 
And  tenfold  talent,  as  I  'm  told,  in  Bow-street, 

Where  kindlier  nurtured  souls  do  congregate. 
And,  though  there  are  who  deem  tliat  same  a  low  Htrc»et, 

Yet,  I  'm  assured,  for  frolicsome  debate 
And  genuine  humor  it 's  surpassed  by  no  street, 

When  tlie  "  Chief  Baron"  enters,  and  assumes 

To  "rule"  o'er  mimic  "  Thesigers"  and  "  Broughams." 

Here  they  would  oft  forget  their  Rulers'  faults, 
And  waste  in  ancient  lore  the  midnight  taper, 

Inquire  if  Orpheus  first  produced  the  Waltz, 
How  Q-as-lighta  differ  from  the  Delphic  Vapor. 

Whether  Hippocrates  gave  Glauber's  Salts, 
And  what  the  Romans  wrote  on  ere  they'd  paper ; — 

This  night  the  subject  of  their  disquisitions 

Was  Ghosts,  Hobgoblins,  Sprites,  and  AppariUons^ 
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One  learned  gcntlem&n,  "  a  sage  grave  man,** 
Talk'd  of  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  "  sheath'd  in  steel  :**- 

HLs  well-read  friend,  who  next  to  speak  began, 
Saitl,  "  Tliat  was  Poetry,  and  notliing  real ;" 

A  third,  of  more  extensive  learning,  ran 

To  Sir  George  Villiers'  Ghost,  and  Mrs.  Veal ; 

Of  sheeted  Specters  sjwke  with  shortened  breath, 

And  thrice  he  quoted  "  Drelincourt  on  Death.** 

Nick,  smoked,  and  smoked,  and  trembled  as  he  heard 
The  point  discuss'd,  and  all  they  said  upon  it, 

How  frequently  some  murder'd  man  appeared. 
To  tell  his  wife  and  children  who  had  done  it; 

Or  how  a  Ikliser's  Ghost,  with  grisly  beard, 
And  pale  lean  visage,  in  an  old  Scotch  bonnet^ 

Wander'd  about  to  watch  his  buried  money  I 

When  all  at  once  Nick  heard  tlie  clock  strike  One — he 

Sprang  fiom  his  scat,  not  doubting  but  a  lecture 
Inipendc<l  from  his  ibnd  and  faithful  She; 

Xor  could  he  well  to  pardon  him  expect  her, 
For  ho  ha<l  promised  to  "  be  home  to  tea ;" 

But  having  luckily  the  key  o'  the  back  door, 
He  fondly  hoped  that,  unperceived,  he 

flight  creep  up  stairs  again,  pretend  to  doze, 

And  hoax  his  spouse  with  music  from  his  nose. 

Vain  fniitless  hope ! — The  wearied  sentinel 
At  eve  may  overlook  the  crouching  foe, 

Till,  ere  his  hand  can  sound  the  alarum-bell. 
He  sinks  beneath  the  unexpected  blow ; 

Before  the  whiskers  of  Grimalkin  fell, 

When  slumbVing  on  her  post,  the  mouse  may  go, — 

But  woman,  wakeful  woman,  's  never  weary, 

— Above  all,  when  she  waits  to  thump  her  deary. 

Soon  Mrs.  Mason  heard  the  well-known  tread ; 

She  heard  the  key  slow  creaking  in  the  door. 
Spied  tlu-ough  the  glooni  obscure,  toward  the  bed 

Nick  creeping  soil,  as  oft  he  had  crept  before ; 
When,  bang,  she  tiirew  a  something  at  his  head, 

AnrJ  Nick  at  once  lay  prostrate  on  tlie  floor ; 
While  she  exclaim' d  with  her  "vndigivaivt*  ^wi^  oii^ — 
"How  dare  you  use  yo\xr  wi£e  ao,  "^r.  lHaaoxiT 
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Spare  we  to  tell  how  fiercely  she  debated, 

Especially  the  length  of  her  oration, — 
Spare  we  to  teU  how  Nick  expostulated, 

Boused  by  tlic  bump  into  a  good  set  passion, 
So  great,  that  more  than  once  he  execrated, 

Ere  he  crawFd  into  bed  in  his  usual  fashion ; 
— ^The  Moses  hate  brawls ;  suffice  it  tlien  to  say, 
He  duck'd  below  the  clothes — and  there  he  lay : 

Twas  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  church-yards  groan,  and  graves  give  up  their  dead, 

And  many  a  mischievous,  enfranchised  Sprite 
Had  long  since  burst  liis  bonds  of  stone  or  lead, 

And  hurried  off,  with  schoolboy-like  delight, 
To  play  his  pranks  near  some  poor  wretch's  bed, 

Sleeping,  perhaps,  serenely  as  a  porpoise. 

Nor  dreaming  of  this  fiendish  Habeas  Corpus. 

Not  so  our  Nicholas,  his  meditations 
Still  to  the  same  tremendous  theme  recurred. 

The  same  dread  subject  of  the  dark  narrations. 
Which,  back'd  with  such  authority,  he  'd  heard; 

Lost  in  his  own  honiiic  contemplations. 
He  pondered  o'er  each  well-remembered  word ; 

Wlien  at  the  bed's  foot,  close  beside  the  post^ 

He  verily  believed  he  saw — a  Ghost  I 

l^lain  and  more  plain  the  unsubstantial  Sprite 

To  his  astonish'd  gaze  each  moment  grew ; 
Ghastly  and  gaunt,  it  rear'd  its  shadowy  height^ 

Of  more  than  mortal  seeming  to  the  view, 
And  round  its  long,  thin,  bony  fingers  drew 

A  tatter'd  winding-sheet,  of  course  aU  white; — 
The  moon  that  moment  peeping  through  a  cloud, 
Nick  very  plainly  saw  it  Virough  the  shroud  I 

And  now  those  matted  locks,  which  never  yet 

Had  yielded  to  the  comb's  unkmd  divorce. 
Their  long-contracted  amity  forget, 

And  spring  asunder  with  elastic  force ; 
Nay,  e'en  the  very  cap,  of  texture  coarse. 

Whose  ruby  cincture  crown'd  that  brow  of  jet, 
Uprose  in  agony — the  Qorgon's  head 
Wb3  ba*^  a  type  of  Nick's  up-squatting  in  tiio  \>ed. 
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Fi-otn  evrry  poie  diwtill'd  a  cUtimjy  dew. 

Qiiflkoil  e\cry  limb^-^thc  candle  too  no  doubt, 
An  rf*jl'f  rrutiW  liavfi  burnt  i-^xticmrly  bluv. 

But  Nio^  uulttcliLly  hiu\  put  it  ouL; 
Add  Jus,  tliougli  niiluriklly  Injld  und  fit^jul. 

In  hIkmIj  wm  in  a  muijt  uvmeudous  slew; — 
The  room  was  fillM  wjtli  a.  aulpliureona  wnoU^ 
But  wliere  timt  ceane  from  Mj;^$on  could  not  k^U, 

All  motionless  the  Spe(.*ter  atood, — Bud  now 
Its  rewn*nd  furtu  more  dt^nrly  abotji?  i-onft^t ; 

From  the  pale  cbei-k  A  beard  of  purest  amjw 
Desci-ndod  o'or  its  venerable  breaist; 

The  til  in  gruy  Imr^  thul  wown'd  its  furrow 'd  brow, 
Told  of  yews  loog  gojK  by. — An  awful  guest 

It  stood,  and  with  an  actiott  of  coinmand, 

Beckon*d  the  Cubbler  wilh  its  wan  right  band, 

"  Wbenoej  and  whjit  art  thuu^  Execmble  Shape  ?'* 
Nick  fniyht  have  cried,  oould  he  have  found  a  ton 

But  bis  dialended  jawa  could  only  pfape, 
And  rtot  a  pound  upon  the  welkin  nmg . 

HU  gooseberry  orbs  sficm*d  as  tliey  wouU  have  sproag  j 
Forth  from  their  aookefca.—hkt'  a  fnght*ined  Ape 

He  sat  upon  his  baun^rhes,  bolt  upright, 

And  jfhook,  and  grinn*d^  and  chatteKd  with  afTHght, 

And  still  the  ftliadowy  finger,  long  and  Icao^ 
Now  beckon'd  Nick,  now  pointed  to  Hie  door; 

And  many  on  ireful  glano*?,  and  frown,  between, 
The  angry  visag^C)  of  the  Phantom  worCj 

As  if  quite  VL^xed  that  Nick  woulii  do  no  moro 

Thau  Btare,  without  e'en  asking,  *'  Wliat  d'  ye  mean ! 

Bt^caup^,  03  we  are  told^— a  sad  old  joke  too^ — 

Ghosts,  Uke  the  ladies,  *' never  speak  till  apolte  to/' 

Coward,ij  'tis  said,  in  certain  aituationa. 

Derive  a  sort  of  courage  from  despair^ 
And  then  perform,  from  downright  desperfttjon, 

Mucli  more  tlian  many  a  bolder  man  would  dare. 
Nick  saw  th*?  Ghost  was  giitting  in  a  passion, 

And  tberefoi'e,  groping  tdl  he  found  the  chair, 
Seized  on  his  aw!,  crept  softly  out  of  bed^ 
Anil  follow M  quaking  where  the  Spe(;ier  led. 
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And  down  the  winding  stair,  with  noiseless  tread, 

The  tenant  of  the  tomb  passed  slowly  on, 
£ach  mazy  turning  of  the  humble  shed 

Seem'd  to  his  step  at  once  familiar  grown, 
So  safe  and  sure  the  labyrinth  did  he  tread 

As  though  the  domicile  had  been  his  own, 
Though  Nick  himself,  in  passing  through  the  shop, 
Had  almost  broke  his  nose  against  the  mop. 

Despite  its  wooden  bolt^  with  jarring  sound, 

The  door  upon  its  hinges  open  flew ; 
And  forth  the  Spirit  issued, — ^yet  around 

It  tum*d  as  if  its  follower's  fears  it  knew. 
And  once  more  beckoning,  pointed  to  the  mound, 

The  antique  Keep,  on  which  the  bright  moon  threw 
With  such  effulgence  her  mild  silvery  gleam, 
The  visionary  form  secm'd  melting  in  hor  beam. 

Beneath  a  pond'rous  archway's  somber  shade. 
Where  once  the  huge  portcullis  swung  sublime, 

'Kid  ivied  battlements  in  ruin  laid, 
Sole,  sad  memorials  of  the  olden  time, 

The  Phantom  held  its  way, — and  though  afraid 
Even  of  the  owls  that  sung  their  vesper  chime, 

Pale  Nicholas  pursued,  its  steps  attending. 

And  wondering  what  on  earth  it  all  would  end  in. 

Within  the  moldering  fabric's  deep  recess 

At  length  they  reach  a  court  obscure  and  lone ; 
It  seemed  a  drear  and  desolate  wildemeas, 

The  blackened  walls  with  ivy  all  o'ergrown ; 
The  night-bird  shrieked  her  note  of  wild  distress, 

Disturb'd  upon  her  solitary  throne, 
As  though  indignant  mortal  step  should  dare. 
So  led,  at  such  an  hour,  should  venture  there ! 

— The  Apparition  paused,  and  would  have  spoke. 

Pointing  to  what  Nick  thought  an  iron  ring. 
But  then  a  neighboring  chanticleer  awoke. 

And  loudly  'gan  his  early  matins  sing ; 
And  then  "  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing," 

As  that  shrill  clarion  the  silence  broke. 
' — ^We  know  how  much  dead  gentlefolks  eschew 
Xhe  appalling  sound  of  "  Cock-a-doodle-do !" 
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The  vision  was  no  more — and  Nick  alone^ 
"  His  streamer's  waving*'  in  the  midnight  wind, 

Wliich  through  the  ruins  ceased  not  to  groan ; 

— His  garment,  too,  was  somewhat  short  behind, — 

An<l,  worst  of  all,  he  knew  not  where  to  find 

The  rinpr, — which  made  him  most  liis  fate  bemoan— 

The  iron  ring, — no  doubt  of  some  trap  door, 

'Neuth  whicli  the  old  dead  Miser  kept  his  store. 

"  What's  to  be  done  ?"  he  cried,  "  't  were  vain  to  stay 
Here  in  the  dark  without  a  single  dew — 

Oh,  for  a  candle  now,  or  moonlight  ray ! 

'Fore  George,  I  'm  sadly  puzzled  what  to  do." 

(Then  clapped  liis  hand  behind) — "  'Tis  chilly  too— 
I  '11  mark  the  spot,  and  come  again  by  day. 

What  can  I  mark  it  by  ? — Oh.  here 's  the  wall — 

The  mortar  s  yielding — here  I  '11  stick  my  awl  !'* 

Then  ros(;  IVom  earth  to  sky  a  withering  shriek, 

A  loud,  a  long-protracted  note  of  woe, 
Such  as  when  t(?nipests  roar,  and  timbers  creak, 

And  o'er  the  side  tlie  masts  in  thunder  go; 
While  on  the  deck  resistless  billows  break, 

And  drag  their  victims  to  tlie  gulfs  below ; — 
Such  was  the  scream  when,  for  tlic  want  of  candle, 
Nick  Mason  drove  his  awl  in  up  to  the  handle. 

Scared  by  his  Lady's  hoart-api>aUing  cry. 

Vanished  at  once  poor  Mason's  golden  dream — 

For  dream  it  was ; — ^and  all  his  visions  high, 

Of  wealth  and  grandeur,  fled  before  that  scream — 

And  still  he  listens,  with  averted  eye, 

When  gibing  neighbors  make  "  the  Ghost"  their  tlieme ; 

While  ever  from  that  hour  they  all  declare 

That  Mrs.  Mason  used  a  cushion  in  her  chair ! 


/ 


A  LAY  OF  ST.   GENGULPHUS. 

R.   HARRIS   BARHAIL 

GEN'GCLi'nrs  comes  from  the  Holy  Land, 

With  his  scrip,  and  his  bottle,  an<l  sandal  shoon; 

Full  many  a  day  hath  he  been  away, 
Yet  his  lady  deems  him  retiuTi'd  full  soon. 
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FJ  rAny  a  day  hath  he  lx»en  away, 

V-r  ^  arro  Jm«l  hp  cros^of**!  ayont  the  wa, 
r--  a  ^frn-v  yijiin<r  t^Mirk  ot'u  Li'arnefl  Clerk 

Uxi  c..I:.-.l  uii  hi:4  Lady,  and  stopped  to  tea. 

T..-  --Tinicf  young-  ^[iiest,  so  trimly  ilrest, 

>:..;.  '1  wiih  that  Laily,  her  revels  to  crown ; 
V-.j  bu^'iriL  and  they  ate,  and  they  drank  of  the  best, 

AaJ  tia-y  tum'd  the  old  castle  quite  upside  down. 

T.'.y  w.-iiid  walk  in  the  park,  that  spruce  young  Clerk, 
^V  tJi  tliat  frolic^me  Lafly  so  frank  and  free, 

Tt  n.'  in.: La  anti  plays,  an  I  all  manner  of  ways, 
T'j  At  rid  of  what  Fn*nirli  people  call  Ennui. 

X  T  r!..-  f.>:;vi*  l,r».ird  with  viands  is  stored, 

>a-»  .-V  -Ji-iu'S  \)k'  tlii^rr*.  I  we<'n, 
•^     ;■ :  ;'i::.js  an^l  hvi.  ;ind  a  harliacucd  pip", 

-i:. ,    \-\i  \  >-i-ip  in  a  Cliiria  tun-on. 

-    '■■  -  a  :!.,_•■  n  fif  :;!••  a-i  lnr;:i'  a?  a  pail — 

''''  ..•:..  *'"  '\--  *  II  hat.  and  staff  in  liand, 
■'    \'     :i  n.i:.j;i*  :]:•'}'  a:r  Uiinkinir  savo  oatinjr  and  drinking, 

''■::.'  .'ji!...-  walk-:  in  f.»»i:i  tin*  H«.»ly  T>and! 

V  ■:  ir.-:-T  1»-  prttty  dt-rp  toratrh  wea<fls  a?lfop," 
S.y-  r.i   i'r«ivr;li:  tijat  is  '*  tako  tin*  Fair  unawarop:" 
A  .^  [  ...  r  :!.i'  l'.'in!-t«r-  rhanrin;;  to  \)vr\\ 
\V._-- •■>,  •■  Ma'.i:ii,  h«Ti''s  '  t»'npili»hii.-  a-«*oining  up-stairs." 

I*-'  !  :  \ '..:»_-.  an  I  srnip.  iho  flfrtrifn"!  ^ronp, 

'•V  •;.  ••;••  r!.ij"'):i  |Hip  un.li-r  tl:«'  -"I'-i  in  liast»», 
A:.i  -.  i.iriv.-  to  d»':-o^:t  thr  Clrsk  in  the  closrt, 

.\.-  •'.-■  ili-li  l.-a-:  of  all  to  (Ji-np:lphus's  ta-te. 


T  .■ ::  *'\i !  V,  ii;it  rajuiiro,  what  joy  was  exprost, 
^^  *.•  n  ••  jH.  .r  drar  (t«»nL'nlplius"  at  last  app«'arM  ! 

>'•  ii.—M  an  1  -!i«-  pr-Ns'il  "tlji-  th-ar  man"  to  lior  hrea^t, 
I".  ':;*.»■  ••:"  lii-  cr'i.-at,  loner,  frizzly  brard." 

•"*.•■;»  hiir.-n.:  and  c-i'ii-i^zlir.'!  't  wa-*  almost  unpU-a^iiig, 
A  ■*:..:.•  (  [1  h«  r  iio,  and  a  t»ar  in  Iut  ry«" : 

ii:*.*  Wis  ^»  v«':y  L'lad.  that  si tin'd  haH'nia'l. 

And  d/J  aot  know  wiwther  to  /au/.di  or  to  cry. 


,.^c  yrvs&a  liim  to  drink,  and  she 

And  she  brought  a  foot'-pan,  with  he 

To  comfort  his  "  poor  dear"  travel 

*'  Nor  ni^^ht  nor  day  since  hr  M  bc(;n 
Had  she  had  any  rest/'  t^he  *'  vow'< 

She  "  never  could  eat  one  morsel  of  n 
For  thinking  how  *  poor  dear'  Genj 

She  "  really  did  think  she  had  not  alep 
Since  he  left  her,  altliough  he  'd  bee; 

Here  he  shook  his  head, — right  little  t 
But  he  thought  she  was  "  coming  it 

Now  his  palate  she  tickles  with  the  chc 
Till,  so  great  tlie  effect  of  that  stiff  gi 

His  weakened  body,  subdued  by  the  tot 
Falls  out  of  the  chair,  and  ho  lies  like 

Then  out  comes  the  Clerk  from  hia  seci 
He  lifts  up  the  legs,  and  she  Ufts  up  t 

And,  between  them,  this  most  reprehei 
Undress  poor  Gengulphus  and  put  hi 

Then  the  bolster  they  place  athwart  his 
And  hi«<  mVi^*  — 
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*^^  limb  from  limb,  they  (li««membcr*d  him 
,^So  entirely,  that  e'en  when  they  came  to  his  wrists, 
^ith  those  great  sugar>nippers  they  nipped  oflf  his  "  flippers," 
As  the  Clerk,  very  flippantly,  termed  his  fists. 

^f^hen  they  cut  off  his  head,  entertaining  a  dread 
Lest  the  folks  should  remember  G«ngu)phus's  face. 

They  determined  to  throw  it  where  no  one  could  know  it, 
Down  the  well, — ^and  the  limbs  in  some  different  place. 

Bnt  first  the  long  beard  firom  the  chin  they  shear'd. 

And  managed  to  stuff  that  sanctified  hair. 
With  a  good  deal  of  pushing,  all  into  the  cushion 

That  filled  up  the  seat  of  a  large  arm-chair. 

They  contrived  to  pack  up  the  trunk  in  a  sack, 
Which  they  hid  in  an  osier-bed  outside  the  town. 

The  Clerk  bearing  arms,  legs,  and  all  on  his  back. 
As  that  vile  Mr.  Greenacre  served  Mrs.  Brown. 

But  to  see  now  how  strangely  things  sometimes  turn  out. 

And  that  in  a  manner  the  least  expected  I 
Who  could  surmise  a  man  ever  could  rise 

Who'd  been  thus  carbonado'd,  cut  up,  and  dissected  ? 

No  doubt 't  would  surprise  the  pupils  at  Guy's ; 

I  am  no  unbeliever — no  man  can  say  that  o'  me — 
But  St.  Thomas  himself  would  scarce  trust  his  own  eyes 

If  he  saw  such  a  thing  in  his  School  of  Anatomy. 

You  may  deal  as  you  please  with  Hindoos  and  Chinese, 

Or  a  Mussulman  making  his  heathen  salaam^  or 
A  Jew  or  a  Turk,  but  it 's  rather  guess  work 

When  a  man  has  to  do  with  a  Pilgrim  or  Palmer. 

*  41  41  41  *  41  <ii 

By  chance  the  Prince  Bishop,  a  Royal  Divine, 

Sends  his  cards  round  the  neighborhood  next  day,  and  urges  ^ 
Wish  to  receive  a  snug  party  to  dine. 

Of  the  resident  clergy,  the  gentry,  and  burgesses. 

At  a  quarter  past  five  they  are  all  alive, 

At  the  palace,  for  coaches  arc  fast  rolling  in ; 
And  to  every  guest  his  card  had  expressed 

"Half-jmst"  as  the  hour  for  "  a  greasy  ohm.'' 
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Some  thirty  are  seated,  and  handsomely  treated 

With  the  elioicest  Rhine  wine  in  his  Hi^ines8*8  stock ; 

Wlien  a  Count  of  the  Empire,  who  felt  himself  heated, 
Requested  some  water  to  mix  with  his  Hock. 

The  Butler,  who  saw  it,  sent  a  maid  out  to  draw  it^ 
But  scarce  had  she  given  the  windlass  a  twirl, 

Ere  Gengulphus's  head,  from  the  well's  bottom,  said 
In  mild  accents,  "  Do  help  us  out,  that's  a  good  girl  1" 

Only  fancy  her  dread  when  she  saw  a  great  head 
In  her  bucket ; — with  fright  she  was  ready  to  drop: — 

Conc<;ive,  if  you  can,  how  she  roar'd  and  she  ran, 
Willi  tlie  head  rolling  after  her,  bawling  out  "  Stop  I" 

She  ran  and  she  roar'd,  till  she  came  to  the  board 
Where  the  Prince  Bishop  sat  with  his  party  around, 

When  Geugulphus's  poll,  which  continued  to  roll 
At  hor  heels,  on  the  table  bounced  up  with  a  bound. 

Never  touching  the  cates,  or  the  dishes  or  plates. 
The  decanters  or  glasses,  the  sweetmeats  or  fruits, 

The  liead  eriiiles,  and  begs  them  to  bring  his  legs, 
Aa  a  well-spoken  gentleman  asks  for  his  boots. 

Kicking  open  the  casement,  to  each  one's  amazement 
Straight  a  right  leg  steps  in,  all  impediment  scorns^ 

And  near  the  head  stopping,  a  left  follows  hopping 
Behind, — for  the  left  leg  was  troubled  with  coma 

Next,  before  the  behoUlers,  two  great  brawny  shoulders, 
And  arms  on  their  bent  elbows  dance  through  the  throng, 

While  two  hands  assist,  though  nipped  off  at  the  wrist. 
The  said  shoulders  in  bearing  the  body  along. 

They  march  up  to  the  head,  not  one  syllable  said, 
For  the  thirty  guests  all  stare  in  wonder  and  doubt, 

As  the  limbs  in  their  sight  arrange  and  unite, 

Till  Grngulphus,  though  dead,  looks  as  sound  as  a  trout 

I  will  venture  to  say,  from  that  hour  to  this  day, 

N<'Vr  did  such  an  assembly  behold  such  a  scene; 
Or  a  fnbh  divide  fifloen  guests  ot  oi  svOie 
With  a  dead  body  placed  in  t\\o.  oxjwU^t  \>eV?f^xi. 


/ 
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^^  they  stared — ^well  they  might  at  so  novel  a  sight : 
-w^^    ^"^o  oue  utter'd  a  whisper,  a  sneeze,  or  a  liem, 
"^  Vit  sat  all  bolt  upright,  and  pale  with  affright ; 

And  they  gazed  at  the  dead  man,  the  dead  man  at  them. 

"^^^lie  Prince  Bishop's  Jester,  on  punning  intent^ 
As  he  view  d  the  whole  thirty,  in  jocular  terms 

^^aid  "  They  put  him  in  mind  of  a  Council  of  I^enie 
Engaged  in  reviewing  the  Diet  of  Worms." 

^dat  what  should  they  do  ? — Oh  I  nobody  knew 

What  was  best  to  be  done,  either  stranger  or  resident ; 
^Xhe  (ThaDoellor's  self  read  his  Puffendorf  through 
In  vain,  for  his  book  could  not  furnish  a  precedent 

The  Prince  Bishop  mutter'd  a  curse,  and  a  prayer. 

Which  his  double  capacity  hit  to  a  nicety ; 
His  Princely,  or  Lay,  half  induced  him  to  swear. 

His  Episcopal  moiety  said  "  BenedicUe  /'* 

The  Coroner  sat  on  tlie  body  that  night, 

And  the  jury  agreed, — not  a  doubt  could  they  harbor, — 
"  That  the  chin  of  the  corpse — the  sole  thing  brought  to  light — 

Had  been  recently  shav'd  by  a  very  bad  barber." 

They  sent  out  Van  Taiinsend,  Von  Bumie,  Von  Roe, 
Von  Maine,  and  Von  Rowantz — through  chMets  and  ch^Lteaux, 

Towns,  villages,  hamlets,  they  told  them  to  go. 
And  they  stuck  up  placards  on  the  walls  of  the  Stadthaus. 


"MURDER!  I 

''Wherxab,  a  dead  gentleman,  surname  imknown. 
Has  been  recently  found  at  his  Highnesses  banquet, 

Bather  shabbily  dressed  in  an  Amice,  or  gown 
In  appearance  resembling  a  second-hand  blanket; 

**  And  Whxrbas,  there 's  great  reason  indeed  to  suspect 
That  some  iUndisposed  person,  or  persons,  with  malice 

Afbrethongh^  bave  kiU*(I,  and  begun  to  dissect 
The  aaid  OentlemaD,  not /ar  from  this  palace ; 
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"  Tais  18  TO  oiTK  Notice  ! — ^Whoever  shall  seise, 
And  such  person  or  persons,  to  justice  surrender, 

Shall  receive — such  REWARi>~fis  his  Highness  shall  please, 
On  conviction  of  him,  the  aforesaid  offender. 

"  And,  in  order  the  matter  more  clearly  to  trace 
To  the  bottom,  his  Highness,  the  Prince  Bishop,  flirther, 

Of  his  clemency,  offers  free  Pardon  and  Grace 

To  all  such  as  have  not  been  concerned  in  the  murther. 

"  Done  this  day,  at  our  palace, — July  twenty-five, — 
By  command, 

(Signed) 

Johann  Yon  RiisseU, 

N3. 
Deceased  rather  in  years — had  a  squint  when  alive ; 
And  smells  slightly  of  gin — ^liuon  marked  wiUi  a  Q." 

Tlie  Newspapers,  too,  made  no  little  ado, 

Though  a  different  version  cacli  managed  to  dish  up ; 

Some  said  "  The  Prince  Bishop  had  run  a  man  through," 
Others  said  "  an  assassin  had  kill'd  the  Prince  Bishop." 

The  "  Ghent  Herald"  fell  foul  of  the  "  Bruxelles  Gazette," 
The  "  Bruxelles  Gazette,"  with  much  sneering  ironical, 

Scom'd  to  remain  in  the  "  Ghent  Herald's"  debt^ 
And  the  "  Amsterdam  Times"  quizzed  the  "  Nuremberg  Cliron- 
icle." 

In  one  thing,  iudiMnl,  all  the  journals  agreed. 
Spite  of  "  politics,"  "  bias,"  or  "  party  collision ;" 

Viz. :  to  "  give,"  when  they  M  "  further  accounts"  of  the  deed, 
"  Full  particulars"  soon,  in  "  a  later  Edition." 

But  now,  while  on  all  sides  they  rode  and  they  ran. 
Trying  all  sorts  of  means  to  discover  the  caitiffs, 

Losing  patience,  the  holy  GU3ngulphus  began 
To  think  it  high  time  to  "  astonish  the  natives." 

First,  a  Rittmeister's  Friiu,  who  was  weak  in  both  eyes, 
And  supposed  the  most  short-sighted  woman  in  Holland, 

Found  greater  relief,  to  her  joy  and  surprise, 

From  one  glimpse  of  his  "  squint"  than  from  glasses  by  DoU 
lond. 
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Br  ^  digfatMt  ^iproach  to  the  tip  of  hia  Noae, 
^ia^imia,  hfdacbe^  ftnd  YBpora  were  put  to  the  rout; 

lad  Qoe  nigfe  toodi  of  hu  precious  Omt  Toes 
W«  ft  oertun  specific  for  chiQbUtQs  and  gouL 

E^fTDutJOL — 9ci«tkm, — dfMlouIoiirctix  1 
Apfiiy  to  hu  8fai&-bone9 — not  one  of  Uiena  lingtora ; — 

12  bdoui  <woipkinta  in  an  invUot  withdjrew^ 
L'  il«  ptfient  w>A  tkldcd  with  one  of  bid  fingers. 

MjiL  Tircue  was  fbuDd  to  reaida  in  his  thnmba: 

Wl^n  ifipUod  to  tiio  diest,  they  cured  Bcantness  of  breathing^ 
i^*-»cki«a^  ukd  colic ;  or^  rubb'd  on  the  gutna^ 

W«n  -^  A  blctting  to  Ifotberai"  for  iu&ots  in  teething. 

Ti  ^T^  uhited  the  nape  of  his  ueck^ 
Tbtn  tb^  mark  tmnain*d  risible  still  of  the  knife, 

y*T»  tifun-lin^  east  winds  perapiralLon  mi|i;ht  check, 
^'^^  «:e  from  sore-ibroal  for  ihe  n^t  of  his  life. 

T:.i3.  Tr;i>  each  acute  and  each  chronic  complaint 
*"r  v.r^  way.  proved  an  influ<*nce  clearly  Divioe, 

T>j  |*rrtivt*d  the  dead  Gentleman  niu>t  Ije  a  Saint, 
fi^  ►  iir-y  locked  bim  up,  ixxly  and  bom^r*,  in  a  »hrine. 

'^^'y^  ciiuntry  and  town  his  new  Saintalup's  renown 

A.*  k  firti-racc  phy<tcian  kept  daily  incrca^inp, 
T^u  Al'lt-nuan  Curtis  told  AJtIcmtan  Brown, 

h  KvLtatl  fc*  if  *■  Wonders  bad  never  done  c«tKtng," 

Ti*!-  Tlt***  Kin;r*  of  Colojinc  began,  it  waa  known, 

1  «1  UUiDfr  uET  in  tbeir  ofiering^  to  find, 
H.^&H»^  wertr  so  many — stiU  die  greatest  of  any ^ — 

U  PTery  sense  of  tliC  word,  w-aa — behind  - 

'"/■  "ii*  OvrniAO  Police  were  beginning  to  cease 
F:*/m  fiertions  which  e*ch  day  more  fruitless  appeared, 

^>a  <#fnjmlphus  himseU;  his  &me  still  to  incrwwe, 
r^-aTclTd  the  wliole  by  the  help  of— liia  beard ! 

!■'  Toc  bok  ti»ck  you  11  see  the  aforesaid  barhf  grin. 

*£ea  diTOftefl  from  the  chin  of  its  murtlrrM  proprietor, 
Ub^nstnfletl  in  the  seatofakinJ  ofsett^. 

^  AvM$  iro  tf  ofiwtf;  toktep  iko  c^i^  quieter. 


144r  m^URATlXK. 

It  may  secern  T&th^  strange^  th&l  it  did  ngt  An-aa^ 
ItselJ'  in  its  pboo  wLcq  the  Loibs  jom*d  twg^^thier  \ 

Perhaps  it  could  not  get  out,  for  the  tusliion  was  f^lout^ 
And  conatrut;tfid  of  good,  strong,  niAroon-cijlor'd  itaitlicn 

Or  what  is  more  liktily,  Gougulphus  might  ;:hoo»Oj 
For  saints,  ee"  ™^'^f^  HmH  Atil]  t-etain  tbetr  volitiou, 

It  should  rest  \}  licular  viewSj 

P;rocluoed  bj  ftiiiou. 

Be  that  ^  it  nu  dfij 

That  Uie  widi  down  on  tljat  settee, 

What  uccui-'d  ai  '  senses  away, 

Beside  scarin|f  *  |.  ►  Qertnide  and  Bett^. 

They  werv;  telling  tUoir  mistrcM  tlie  wonderiul  deeds 

Of  the  new  Saint,  to  whom  all  the  Town  said  their  orisons : 

And  especially  how,  as  regards  invalids, 

His  miraculous  cures  far  outrival'd  Von  Morisou's. 

"  The  cripples,"  said  they,  "  fling  their  crutches  away, 
And  people  bom  blind  now  can  easily  sec  us  I" 

But  she  (we  presume,  a  disciple  of  Hume) 

Shook  her  head,  and  said  angrily,  "  '  Credat  Judceus  P 

"  Those  rascally  liars,  the  Monks  and  the  Friars, 
To  bring  grist  to  their  mill,  these  devices  have  hit  on. 

He  works  miracles  1 — pooh  I — I  'd  believe  it  of  you 

Just  as  soon,  you  great  Greese, — or  the  Chair  that  I  sit  on!" 

The  Chair — at  that  word — it  seems  really  absurd, 
But  the  truth  must  be  told, — what  contortions  and  grins 

Distorted  her  face  1 — She  sprang  up  from  her  place 
Just  as  though  she'd  been  sitting  on  needles  and  pins  I 

For,  as  if  the  Saint's  beard  the  rash  challenge  had  heard 
Which  she  utter'd,  of  what  was  beneath  her  forgetful, 

Each  particular  hair  stood  on  end  in  the  chair. 

Like  a  porcupine's  quills  when  the  animal 's  fretful 

Tliat  stout  maroon  leather,  they  pierced  altogether, 

Like  tenter-hooks  holding  when  clench'd  from  within. 
And  tlie  maids  cried — "  Good  gracious  I  how  very  tenacious  I" 
— They  as  well  might  endeavor  to  puU  off  bar  akin  I — 
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Sbe  dffiek'd  with  the  pmin,  but  aU  efforts  were  vain ; 

la  nin  did  they  strain  eveiy  sinew  and  muscle^ — 
Ae  ciahioii  stuck  fasti — From  that  hour  to  her  last 

Sbe  could  never  get  rid  oTthat  comfortless  "  Bu3tle"  1 

And  e*en  as  Macbeth,  when  devising  the  death 

Of  his  King,  heard  **  the  veiy  stones  prate  of  his  whereabouts ;" 
So  this  shocking  bad  wife  hevd  a  voice  all  her  life 

Ciring  **  Murder!"  resound  from  the  cushion,— or  thereabouts. 

With  regard  to  the  Clerk,  we  are  left  in  the  dark 
As  to  what  his  &te  was ;  but  I  can  not  imagine  he 

Gu  off  scot-free,  though  unnoticed  it  be 
Both  bj  Bibadaneira  and  Jacques  de  Voragine : 

For  cut-throats  we  *re  sure,  can  be  never  secure, 
And  **  Uistorr's  Muse"  still  to  prove  it  her  pen  holds, 

A«  j.ju  "il  j<'e,  il  you  *Il  look  in  a  rather  scarce  book, 
"  (r>f «  Rtvtngt  ajaifist  Murder"  by  one  Mr.  ReynoldSi 


MORAL. 

Sow.  you  grave  married  Piljrrims,  who  wander  away, 
Like  UlyssfS  of  old  (vide  Homer  and  Naso), 

Ret  Wnjthen  your  stay  to  three  years  and  a  day, 
Anl  when  you  are  coming  home,  just  write  and  say  so  1 

.lii  you.  learned  C1erk«,  who  >e  not  given  to  roam, 
Stck  r!i>5e  to  your  books,  nor  lose  sight  of  decorum ; 

Doot  vi«qt  a  house  when  the  master's  from  home ! 
fth'jn  drinkinpr. — and  study  the  "'TTte  Sanrhrumr 

A^ove  all,  you  pay  ladies,  who  fanry  neglect 
In  your  5«pour'»':*,  allow  not  your  patience  to  fail ; 

fct  rrnii.'mb»T  Gen;r«lphurt's  wife  I — and  reflect 
On  the  moral  enforced  by  her  terrible  talc  I 
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SIR   RUPERT   THE   FEARLESS. 

A  LEGEND  OF  OERXAHT. 

R.   HARBU  BARHAX. 

Sir  Rupert  the  Fearless,  a  gallant  young  knight. 
Was  equally  ready  to  tipple  or  fight^ 

Crack  a  crown,  or  a  bottle, 

Cut  sirloin,  or  throttle ; 
In  brief,  or  as  Hume  sajrs,  "  to  sum  up  the  tottle,** 
Unstain'd  by  dishonor,  unsullied  by  fear. 
All  his  neighbors  pronounced  him  a  pretcx  ehevaUer. 

Despite  these  perfections,  corporeal  and  mental, 
He  hail  one  slight  defect,  viz.,  a  rather  lean  rental ; 
Besides,  'tis  own'd  there  are  spots  in  the  sun. 
So  it  must  be  confess'd  that  Sir  Rupert  had  one ; 

Being  rather  unthinking, 

He'd  scarce  sleep  a  wink  in 
A  nighty  but  addict  himself  sadly  to  drinkmg ; 

And  what  moralists  say, 

Is  as  naughty — to  play, 
To  Rou^e  et  Nbirj  Hazard,  Short  Whist,  EcarU; 
Till  these,  and  a  few  less  defensible  fancies 
Brought  the  Knight  to  the  end  of  his  slender  finances. 

When  at  length  through  his  boozing, 

And  tenants  refusing 
Their  rents,  sweanng  "  times  were  so  bad  they  were  losing," 

His  steward  said,  "  O,  sir, 

It's  some  time  ago,  sir. 
Since  aught  tlirough  my  hands  reach'd  the  baker  or  grocer. 
And  the  tradesmen  in  general  are  grown  great  complainera." 
Sir  Rupert  tlie  brave  thus  address'd  his  retainers : 

"  My  friends,  since  the  stock 
Of  my  father's  old  hock 
Is  out,  with  the  Kiirchwasser,  Barsac,  Moselle, 
And  we  're  fairly  reduced  to  the  pump  and  the  well, 
I  presume  to  suggest. 
We  shall  all  find  it  best 
For  encb  to  shake  hands  with  Taia  inend^  <it^  \«k  ^gcj«!^^ 
Mount  bis  horsOf  if  he  has  one,  and — Co^orw  \i^  "ns3«fc\ 


KABKATITX.  14t 

As  to  me,  I  opine, 

Left  sans  money  or  wine, 
Mj  best  way  is  to  throw  myself  into  the  Rhine, 
Where  pitying  trav'lers  may  sigh,  as  they  cross  over, 
'  Though  he  lived  a  roue,  yet  he  died  a  philosopher.'  " 

The  Knight,  having  bow'd  out  his  friends  thus  politely, 
€K>t  into  his  skiff,  the  full  moon  shining  brightly, 

By  the  light  of  whose  beam, 

He  soon  ^ied  on  the  stream 
A  dame,  whose  complexion  was  fair  as  new  cream ; 

Pretty  pink  silken  hose 

Cover'd  ankles  and  toes, 
In  other  respects  she  was  scanty  of  clothes ; 
For,  so  says  tradition,  both  written  and  oral, 
Her  one  garment  was  loop'd  up  with  bunches  of  coral 

Full  sweetly  she  sang  to  a  sparkling  guitar. 
With  silver  chords  stretch'd  over  Derbyshire  spar. 

And  she  smiled  on  the  Knight, 

Who,  amazed  at  the  sigiit. 
Soon  found  his  astonishment  merged  in  delight ; 

But  the  stream  by  degrees 

Now  rose  up  to  her  knees. 
Till  at  length  it  invaded  her  very  chemise. 
While  the  heavenly  strain,  as  the  wave  seem'd  to  swallow  her. 
And  slowly  she  sank,  sounded  fainter  and  hollower  ; 

—Jumping  up  in  his  boat 

And  discarding  his  coat, 
"Here  goes,"  cried  Sir  Rupert,  "  by  jingo  I  'U  follow  her!" 
Then  into  the  water  he  plunged  with  a  souse 
That  was  heard  quite  distinctly  by  those  in  the  house. 

Down,  down,  forty  fathom  and  more  from  tlie  brink, 
Sir  Rupert  the  Fearless  continues  to  sink, 

And,  as  downward  he  goes, 

Still  the  cold  water  flows 
Through  his  ears,  and  his  eyes,  and  his  mouth,  and  his  nose, 
Till  the  rum  and  the  brandy  he  *d  swallow'd  since  lunch 
Wanted  nothing  but  lemon  to  fill  him  with  punch  \ 
Some  minutee  elapsed  since  he  enter'd  the  ^ood, 
-Bw  Iiis  heels  touch'd  tho  bottom,  and  stock  m  \)aft  tDflxd. 
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But  oh  1  what  a  sight 

Met  the  eyes  of  the  Knight^ 
When  he  stood  in  the  depth  of  the  stream  bolt  upright  I— 

A  grand  stalactite  hall, 

like  tlie  cave  of  Fingal, 
Rose  above  and  about  hini; — great  fishes  and  small 
Came  thronging  around  him,  regardless  of  danger, 
And  soem*d  all  agog  for  a  peep  at  the  stranger. 
Their  figures  and  forms  to  describe,  language  fails-^ 
They  'd  such  very  odd  heads,  and  such  very  odd  tails ; 
Of  their  genus  or  species  a  sample  to  gain, 
You  would  ransack  all  Hungerford  market  in  vain ; 

E'en  tlie  famed  Mr.  Myers, 

Would  scarcely  find  buyers, 
Though  hundreds  of  passengers  doubtless  would  stop 
To  stare,  were  su<rh  monsters  exposed  in  his  shop. 

But  little  reck'd  Rupert  these  queer-looking  brutes, 

Or  the  efts  and  the  ncwta 

That  crawled  up  his  boots, 
For  a  sight,  beyond  any  of  which  I  Ve  made  mention, 
lu  a  moment  completely  absorb'd  his  attention. 
A  huge  crystal  bath,  which,  with  water  far  clearer 
Than  George  Robins'  filters,  or  Thorpe's  (which  are  dearer), 

Have  ever  distill'd, 

To  the  summit  was  fiU'd, 
Lay  stretch'd  out  before  him — and  every  nerve  thrill*d 

As  scores  of  young  women 

Were  diving  and  swimming, 
Till  the  vision  a  perfect  quandary  put  him  in ; — 
All  slightly  accoutred  in  gauzes  and  lawns, 
They  came  floating  about  him  like  so  many  prawn& 


Sir  Rupert,  who  (barring  the  few  peccadilloes 

Alluded  to),  ere  he  lept  into  the  billows 

Pos8css'd  irreproachable  morals,  began 

To  feel  rather  queer,  na  a  modest  young  man ; 

When  forth  stepp'd  a  dame,  whom  he  recognized  soon 

As  the  one  he  had  seen  by  tlie  hght  of  the  moon. 

And  lisp'd,  while  a  soft  smile  attended  each  sentence, 

^'Sir  Rupert,  I  'm  happy  to  make  your  acquaintance; 


/ 
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My  name  is  Lurline^ 

And  the  ladies  you  've  seen, 
AQ  do  me  the  honor  to  call  me  their  Queen ; 
I'm  delisted  to  see  you,  sir,  down  in  the  Rhine  here, 
And  hope  you  can  make  it  convenient  to  dine  here." 

The  Knight  blush*d,  and  bow*d, 

As  he  ogled  the  crowd 
Of  subaqueous  beauties,  then  answered  aloud : 
"Ma'am,  you  do  me  much  honor — I  can  not  express 
The  delight  I  shall  feel — ^if  you  'U  pardon  my  dress — 
May  I  venture  to  say,  when  a  gentleman  jumps 
In  the  river  at  midnight  for  want  of  the  '  dumps/ 
He  rarely  puts  on  his  knee-breeches  and  pumps ; 
If  I  could  but  have  guess'd — what  I  sensibly  feci — 
Your  politeness — I  *d  not  have  come  en  dishabille, 
But  have  put  on  my  siOc  tights  in  lieu  of  my  sieeU^ 
Quoth  the  lady,  "  Dear  sir,  no  apologias,  pray, 
You  will  take  our  *  pot-luck'  in  the  Ciniily  way ; 

We  can  give  you  a  dish 

Of  some  decentish  fish. 
And  our  water's  thought  fairish ;  but  here  in  the  Rhine, 
I  can't  say  we  pique  ourselves  much  on  our  wine." 

The  Knight  made  a  bow  more  profound  than  before. 
When  a  Dory-faced  page  oped  the  dining-room  door, 

Anl  said,  bending  his  knee, 

"Madame,  on  a  servil" 
Rupert  tenrier'd  his  arm,  led  Lurline  to  her  place. 
And  a  Sat  little  Mcr-man  stood  up  and  said  grace. 

What  boots  it  to  toll  of  the  viands,  or  how  she 
Apologized  much  for  their  plain  water-souchy. 

Want  of  Harvey's,  and  Cross's, 

And  Burgess's  sauces  ? 
Or  how  Rupert,  on  his  side,  protested,  by  Jove,  ho 
Preferr'd  his  fish  plain,  without  soy  or  anchovy. 

Suffice  it.  the  meal 

Boaptcd  trout,  perch,  and  eel, 
Besides  some  remiu-kubly  fine  salmon  peel. 
The  Knight^  sooth  to  say,  tliought  much  less  of  the  fishes 
Than  what  they  were  aerved  on,  the  massive  gold  diahm\ 
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While  his  eye,  as  it  glanced  now  and  then  on  the  giris, 
Was  caught  by  their  persons  much  less  than  their  peaz^ 
And  a  thought  came  across  him  and  caused  him  to  muse^ 

If  I  could  but  get  hold 

Of  some  <^  that  gold, 
I  might  manage  to  pay  off  my  rascally  Jews  I" 


When  dinner  was  done,  at  a  sign  to  the  1 

The  table  was  cleared,  and  they  put  on  fresh  giasses; 

Then  the  lady  addrest 

Her  redoubtable  guest 
Much  as  Dido,  of  old,  did  the  pious  Eneas, 
"  Dear  sir,  what  induced  you  to  come  down  and  see  us  T- 
Rupert  gave  her  a  glance  most  bewitchingly  tender, 
LoU'd  back  in  his  chair,  put  his  toes  on  the  iender, 

And  told  her  outright 

How  that  he,  a  young  Knight^ 
Had  never  been  last  at  a  feast  or  a  fight ; 

But  that  keeping  good  cheer 

Every  day  in  the  year. 
And  drinking  neat  wines  all  the  same  as  small-beer, 

Had  exhausted  his  rent, 

And,  his  money  all  spent, 
How  he  borrow'd  large  sums  at  two  hundred  per  cent. ; 

How  they  follow'd — and  then. 

The  once  eivilest  of  men, 
Messrs.  Howard  and  Gibbs,  made  him  bitterly  rue  it  he 
*d  ever  raised  money  by  way  of  annuity ; 
And,  his  mortgages  being  about  to  foreclose, 
How  he  jumped  into  tlie  river  to  finish  his  woes ! 

Luriine  was  affected,  and  own*d,  with  a  tear, 
That  a  story  so  mournful  had  ne'er  met  her  ear : 

Rupert,  hearing  her  sigh, 

Looked  uncommonly  sly. 
And  said,  with  some  emphasis,  "  Ah  I  miss,  had  I 

A  few  pounds  of  those  metals 

You  waste  here  on  kettles, 

Then,  Lord  once  again 

Of  ray  spacious  domain, 
A  free  Count  of  the  Empire  once  more  I  might  reign, 
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With  Lurlme  at  my  sidej 

My  adorable  bride 
(Foi  the  parson  Bhould  come,  and  the  knot  should  be  tied) ; 
No  couple  so  happy  on  earth  should  be  seen 
As  Sir  Rupert  the  brave  and  his  charming  Lurline ; 
Not  that  money's  my  object — ^No,  hang  it  I  I  scorn  it — 
And  as  for  my  rank — ^but  that  you  'd  so  adorn  it — 

I  'd  abandon  it  all 

To  remain  your  true  thrall, 
And,  instead  of  'the  Qreat,'  be  call*d  'Rupert  the  SmaUf' 
—To  gain  but  your  smiles,  were  I  Sardanapahis, 
I  *d  descend  fix>m  my  throne,  and  be  boots  at  an  tlehonae."      ^ 

Lurline  hung  her  head' 

Tum'd  pale,  and  then  red. 
Growing  faint  at  this  sudden  proposal  to  wed, 
As  though  his  abruptness,  in  '*  popping  the  question" 
So  soon  afler  dinner,  disturb'd  her  digestion. 

Then,  averting  her  eye, 

With  a  lover-like  sigh, 
"  You  are  welcome,"  she  murmur'd  in  tones  most  bewitching, 
"  To  every  utensil  I  have  in  my  kitchen  I" 

Upstarted  the  Kniprht, 

Half  mad  with  delight, 

Round  her  finely-form'd  waist 

He  immediately  placed 
One  arm,  which  the  lady  most  closely  embraced, 
Of  her  lily-white  fingers  the  other  made  capture. 
And  he  pressed  his  adored  to  his  bosom  with  rapture. 
"  And,  oh  I"  he  exclaimed,  "  let  tliem  go  catch  my  skiff,  I 
H  be  home  in  a  twinkling  and  back  in  a  yS^, 
Nor  one  moment  procrastinate  longer  my  journey 
Than  to  put  up  the  bans  and  kick  out  the  attorney." 

One  kiss  to  her  lip,  and  one  squeeze  to  her  hand 
And  Sir  Rupert  already  was  half-way  to  land. 

For  a  sour-visaged  Triton, 

With  features  would  frighten 
Old  Nick,  caught  him  up  in  one  hand,  though  no  light  one, 
Sprang  up  through  the  waves,  popp'd  him  into  his  funny, 
Which  some  others  already  had  half-filVd  Yrith  mODft'y  \ 
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In  fact)  'twas  so  heavily  laden  with  ore 
And  pearls,  't  was  a  mercy  he  got  it  to  shore ; 

But  Sir  liupcit  was  strong, 

And  while  pulling  along, 
Still  he  heard,  faintly  sounding,  the  water-nymphs*  song. 


LAY    OP    TITB    NAIADS. 

**  Away  1  away  I  to  the  mountain's  brow. 

Where  the  castle  is  darkly  frowning; 
And  the  vassals,  all  in  goodly  row, 

Weep  for  their  lord  a-drowning  I 
Away  I  away  I  to  the  steward's  room, 

Where  law  with  its  wig  and  robe  is ; 
Throw  us  out  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe, 

And  sweetly  we'll  tickle  their  tobies  j" 

The  unearthly  voices  scarce  had  ceased  their  yelling, 
When  Rupert  reach'd  his  old  baronial  dwelling. 

What  rejoicing  was  there ! 

IIow  the  vassals  did  stare  1 
The  old  housekeopor  put  a  clean  sliirt  down  to  air, 

For  she  saw  by  lier  lamp 

That  her  ma^'tcr's  was  damp, 
And  she  fear'd  he  'd  catch  cold,  and  lumbago,  and  cramp  ; 

But,  scorning  what  she  did, 

The  Knight  never  heeded 
Wet  jacket,  or  trousers,  or  thought  of  repining, 
Since  their  pockets  had  got  such  a  delicate  Uning. 

But,  oh  I  what  dismay 

Fill'd  the  tribe  of  Ca  Sa, 
When  tliey  found  he  'd  the  cash,  and  intended  to  pay  I 
Away  went  "  cognonts^'^  "  bills,"  "  bonds,"  and  **  escheats," 
Rupert  c'lijarcd  off  old  scores,  and  took  proper  receipts. 

Now  no  more  he  sends  out>, 

For  pots  of  brown  stout, 
Or  schnapps,  but  resolves  to  do  henceforth  without, 
Abjure  from  tliis  liour  all  excess  an<l  ebriety, 
Enroll  himself  one  of  a  Temp'rance  Society, 
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An  riot  eschew, 

Begin  life  anew, 
An-l  Dew-cushion  and  hassock  the  family  pew ! 
NaT-  *o  rtrengthen  him  more  in  this  new  mode  of  life 
Uf  >Jol>ilT  determined  to  take  him  a  wife. 


Now.  manj  would  think  that  the  Knight,  from  a  nice  sense 
'*:  hfjiaoT,  should  put  Lmiine's  xuune  in  the  license, 
As'l  thai,  for  a  man  of  his  breeding  and  quality, 

To  break  faith  and  troth, 

Confirmed  by  an  oath, 
I*  t.'t  qriite  con> intent  with  rigid  morality ; 
hii  wUrther  the  nymph  was  for^^t,  or  lie  thought  her 
F.-.-m  her  trsscnce  «»rcc  wile,  but  at  best  wife-and- water, 

And  declined  as  uuifuitcd, 

A  bride  so  dilute*  1 — 

B«r  tliis  afi  it  may, 

Hr,  I  'm  sorry  to  say 
?  ■-.  all  tliin;^'!*  con:>iderM,  I  own  *t  was  a  rum  thing), 
Mo-lt"  pn»fK.5;iy  in  form  to  ^liss  Una  Von — something 
H'.-:  iii:n.»  \uLi  fscaptMi  me),  sole  heiress,  and  niece 
T  •  a  iiizhly  ri.sp*.*ctabli*  Jurftioc  of  Peace. 


*•  Tlirii.'e  happy  *s  iho  wooing  ' 

That  \<  not  lonjr  a-'Ioinjj !" 
>■  '-oh  tim»*  i*  sawd  in  thi*  l)illin?  and  cooing — 
li  ■  rr.-2  i*  now  Ixtuijht.  th»*  wliitc  favor.-',  and  gloves, 
Ani  a!i  iho  tf  cetera  which  crown  peopN^'s  loves; 
A  njijnifi  .-ont  bridc-cak»»  i^>mc.'«  honu*  from  the  baker, 
An :  UfiCy  appears,  from  the  German  Long  Acre, 
Tti:  liLalt  winch  the  shaq^oit  in  all  Cupid's  quiver  is, 
A  J  liin;b-color'd  coach,  and  rich  Pompadour  Uveries. 


T  was  a  comely  siyjht 

To  l>ehold  the  Knight, 
'^iih  hi«  l>eauriful  bride,  iln-^-i'd  all  in  white, 
Ani  tb<«  brideinaid.o  fair  with  their  long  lace  vails 
ks  tbey  all  walkM  up  to  thi»  ultar  rails, 
^'Hiile  nice  litth'  lioyji,  the  incense  <lisjK'nsers, 
Haitfa'd  ia  Bvnt  with  white  surplices^  bands,  and  f^^i  CeBsen. 
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With  a  gracious  uir,  and  a  smiling  look, 

Mess  John  had  open'd  his  awful  book, 

And  had  read  so  far  as  to  ask  if  to  wed  ho  meant? 

And  if  "  he  knew  any  just  cause  or  impediment?^ 

When  from  base  to  turret  the  castle  shook  1 1 1 

Then  came  a  sound  of  a  mighty  rain 

Dashing  against  each  storied  pane, 

The  wind  blew  loud, 

And  coal-black  cloud 
O'ershadow^d  the  church,  and  the  party,  and  crowd ; 
How  it  could  happen  they  could  not  divinei 
The  morning  had  been  so  remarkably  fine  I 


Still  the  darkness  increased,  till  it  reach'd  such  a  pass 
That  the  sextoness  hasten*d  to  turn  on  the  gas ; 

But  harder  it  pour'd, 

And  tlie  thunder  roar'd, 
As  if  heaven  and  earth  were  coming  together ; 
None  ever  had  witness'd  sudi  terrible  weather. 

Now  louder  it  crash'd, 

And  the  lightning  flash'd, 

Exciting  the  fears 

Of  the  sweet  little  dears 
In  the  vails,  as  it  danced  on  the  brass  chandeliers ; 
The  parson  ran  off,  though  a  stout-hearted  Saxon, 
When  he  found  that  a  flash  had  set  fire  to  his  caxon. 


Though  all  the  rest  trembled,  as  might  be  expected, 
Sir  Rupert  was  perfectly  cool  and  collected, 

And  endeavor'd  to  cheer 

His  bride,  in  her  ear 
Whisp'ring  tenderly,  "  Pray  don't  be  frighten*d,  my  dear ; 
Should  it  even  set  fire  to  the  castle,  and  bum  it,  you  're 
Amply  insured,  both  for  buildings  and  furniture." 

But  now,  from  without, 

A  tniFtworthy  scout 

Rusli'd  hurriedly  in, 

Wet  tlirongh  to  the  skin, 
Informing  his  master  **  the  river  was  rising. 
And  flooding  the  grounds  in  a  way  quite  surprising." 
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He  *d  no  time  to  say  more, 

For  already  the  roar 
Of  the  waters  was  heard  as  they  reach'd  the  church-door, 
While,  high  on  the  first  wave  that  roU'd  in,  was  seen, 
Biding  prondly,  the  form  of  the  angry  Lurline  ; 
And  all  might  observe,  by  her  glance  fierce  and  stormy, 
She  was  stung  by  the  spretcB  injuria  foi'mm. 

What  she  said  to  the  Knight,  what  she  said  to  the  bride, 
What  she  said  to  the  ladies  who  stood  by  her  side. 
What  she  said  to  the  nice  little  boys  in  white  dothes, 
Oh,  nobody  mentions — for  nobody  knows; 
For  the  roof  tumbled  in,  and  the  walls  tumbled  out. 
And  the  folks  tumbled  down,  all  confusion  and  rout, 

The  rain  kept  on  pouring, 

The  flood  kept  on  roaring. 
The  billows  and  water-nymphs  roU'd  more  and  more  in ; 

Ere  the  dose  of  the  day 

All  was  dean  wash'd  away — 
One  only  survived  who  could  hand  down  the  news, 
A  little  old  woman  that  open'd  the  pews ; 

She  was  borne  off,  but  stuck, 

By  the  greatest  good  luck, 
In  an  oak-tree,  and  there  she  hung,  crying  and  screaming, 
And  saw  all  the  rest  swallow'd  up  the  wild  stream  in ; 

In  vain,  all  the  week, 

Did"  the  fishermen  seek 
For  the  bodies,  and  poke  in  each  cranny  and  creek ; 

In  vain  was  their  search 

After  aught  in  the  church, 
They  caught  nothing  but  weeds,  and  perhaps  a  few  perch. 

The  Humane  Sodety 

Tried  a  variety 
Of  methods,  and  brought  down,  to  drag  for  the  wreck,  tackles, 
But  they  only  fished  up  the  derk's  tortoise-shell  spectacles. 


MORAL. 

This  tale  has  a  moral    Ye  youths,  oh,  beware 
Of  liqaor,  and  how  you  run  after  the  fair! 
(Kum  plajring  at  Bhoria — avoid  quarrels  and 
And  don't  take  to  smoking  those  nasty  dgarsi 
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— L.'t  n->  run  ui'  l'a<i-hn'k,  o:  .K-pair  I'.-r  Sc>m«.'  Jewo.-s-cycd 

Dani-il,  in  liioo  you  to  coiitt'inpliite  suicide  ! 

Don't  sit  up  much  later  tlian  ten  or  eleven  ! — 

Be  up  in  the  morning  by  half  alter  seven  I 

Keep  from  flirting — nor  risk,  warn'd  by  Rupert's  miscarriage^ 

An  action  for  breach  of  a  promise  of  marriage ; — 

Don't  fancy  odd  fishes  I 

Don't  prig  silver  dishes ! 
And  to  sum  up  the  whole,  in  the  shortest  phrase  I  know, 
Beware  of  the  Rhine,  and  take  care  of  the  Rbivo  I 


LOOK   AT   THE   CLOCK. 

R.  HARRia  BARHAK. 

<*LooK  at  the  Clock  T*  quoth  Winifred  Pryce, 

As  she  opened  the  door  to  her  husband's  knock. 
Then  paused  to  give  him  a  piece  of  advice, 
"  You  nasty  Warmint,  look  at  the  Clock  ( 

Is  this  the  way,  you 

Wretch,  every  day  you 
Treat  her  who  vow'd  to  love  and  obey  you  ? — 

Out  all  night! 

Me  in  a  fright  I 
Staggering  home  as  it  *s  just  getting  light! 
You  intoxified  brute ! — you  insensible  block ! — 
Look  at  the  Clock !— Do  I—Look  at  the  Clock  I 


Winifred  Pryce  was  tidy  and  clean. 
Her  gown  was  a  flower'd  one,  her  petticoat  green, 
Her  buckles  were  bright  as  her  milking-cans. 
Her  hat  was  a  beaver,  and  made  like  a  man's ; 
Her,  little  red  eyes  were  deep  set  in  their  socket-holes. 
Her  gown-tail  was  tum'd  up,  and  tuck'd  through  the  pocket- 
holes  ; 

A  face  like  a  ferret 

Betoken'd  her  spirit : 
To  conclude,  Mrs.  Pryce  was  not  over  young, 
'JpfMd  very  short  lep,  and  a  very  long  tongue. 


/ 
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Now  David  Plyce 

Had  one  darling  vice ; 
Bemarkably  partial  to  any  thing  nice, 
Nought  that  was  goo<l  to  him  came  amiss^ 
Whether  to  eat^  or  to  drink  or  to  kissl 

EspeciaUy  ale — 

If  it  was  not  too  stale 
I  really  believe  he  'd  have  emptied  a  pail ; 

Not  that  in  Wales 

They  talk  of  their  Ales : 
To  pronounce  the  word  they  make  use  of  might  trouble  you, 
Being  spelt  with  a  C,  two  R's,  and  a  W. 

That  particular  day, 

As  I  've  heard  people  say, 
Mr.  David  Pryce  had  been  soaking  his  day. 
And  amusing  himself  with  his  pipe  and  cheroots, 
The  whole  afternoon  at  the  Goat-in-Boot5i, 

With  a  couple  more  soakers, 

Thoroughbred  smokers. 
Both,  like  himself,  prime  singers  and  jokers ; 
And,  long  afler  day  had  drawn  to  a  close. 
And  the  rest  of  the  world  was  wrapp'd  in  repose. 
They  were  roaring  out  "  Sbenkin !"  and  "  Ar  hydd  y  nos ;" 
While  David  himself,  to  a  Sassenach  tune. 
Sang,  "  We've  drunk  down  the  Sun,  boys  I  let's  drink  down 
the  Moon  I 

What  have  we  with  day  to  do  ? 

Mrs.  Winifred  Pryce,  't  was  made  for  you  I" — 
At  length,  when  they  could  n*t  well  drink  any  more, 
Old  "  Gk)at-in-Boots"  showed  them  the  door: 

And  then  came  that  knock. 

And  the  sensible  shock 
David  felt  when  his  wife  cried,  "  Look  at  the  Clock  I" 
For  the  hands  stood  as  crooked  as  crooked  might  be. 
The  long  at  the  Twelve,  and  the  short  at  the  Three ! 

That  selfnsame  clock  had  long  been  a  bone 
Of  contention  between  this  Darby  and  Joan ; 
And  often,  among  their  pother  and  rout^ 
When  this  otherwise  amiable  couple  feU  oat, 
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Piyce  would  drop  a  oool  hint, 

With  an  ominous  squint 
At  its  case,  of  an  "  Unde"  of  his,  who  M  a  «  ^uC* 

That  horrid  word  "  Spout" 

No  sooner  came  out 
Than  Winifred  Prycc  would  turn  her  about, 

And  with  scorn  on  her  lip, 

And  a  hand  on  each  hip, 
*^  Spout^  herself  till  her  nose  grew  red  at  the  tip, 

"  You  thundering  Willin, 

I  know  you  'd  be  killing 
Your  wife, — ay,  a  dozen  of  wives, — for  a  shilling  1 

You  may  do  what  you  please. 

You  may  sell  my  diemise 
(Mrs.  P.  was  too  well-bred  to  mention  her  stock), 
But  I  never  will  part  with  my  Ghrandmother's  Clock  I" 

Mrs.  Pryce's  tongue  ran  long  and  ran  fast, 

But  patience  is  apt  to  wear  out  at  last^ 

And  David  Pryce  in  temper  was  quick, 

So  he  Btrctch'd  out  his  hand,  and  caught  hold  of  a  stick ; 

Perhaps  in  its  use  he  might  mean  to  be  lenient. 

But  walking  just  then  was  n't  very  convenient, 

So  he  threw  it,  instead, 

Direct  at  her  head ; 

It  knock*d  off  her  hat ; 

Down  she  fell  flat ; 
Her  case,  perhaps,  was  not  much  mended  by  that: 
But  whatever  it  was, — ^whether  rage  and  pain 
Produced  apoplexy,  or  burst  a  vein, 
Or  her  tumble  induced  a  concussion  of  brain, 
I  can't  say  for  certain, — but  (his  I  can. 
When  sober'd  by  fright,  to  assist  her  he  ran, 
Mrs.  Winifred  Pryce  was  dead  as  Queen  Anne  I 

The  fatal  catastrophe 
Named  in  my  last  strophe 
As  adding  to  grim  Death's  exploits  such  a  vast  trophy, 
^lade  a  great  noise ;  and  the  shocking  fatality, 
R&D  over^  like  wild-fire,  the  whole  Principality. 
And  then  came  Mr.  Ap  Thomas,  t3[ve  QoTOTi<st^ 
With  hiajury  to  ai,  some  dozen  or  luote,  Qr[i\iet. 
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Mr.  Pryce  to  commence 

His  '•  injrenioas  defense," 
Made  a  **  powerful  appeal'*  to  the  jury's  '*  good  sense," 

"  The  world  he  must  defy 

Ever  to  justify 
Any  presumption  of  *  Mabee  Prepense  f  " — 

The  unlucky  lick 

From  the  end  of  his  stick 
He  "  deplored" — he  was  "  apt  to  be  rather  too  quick  ;** — 

But,  really,  her  prating 

Was  so  aggravating  : 
Some  trifling  correction  was  just  what  he  meant ; — all 
The  rest,  he  assured  them,  was  "  quite  accidental  I" 

Then  he  calls  Mr.  Jones, 

Who  depones  to  her  tones, 
And  her  gestures  and  hints  about  '^  breaking  his  bones." 
Whfle  Mr.  Ap  Morgan,  and  Mr.  Ap  Rhys 

Declared  the  deceased 

Had  styled  him  "a  Beast^" 
And  swear  they  had  witness'd,  with  grief  and  surprise, 
The  allusion  she  made  to  his  limbs  and  his  eyes. 

The  jury,  in  fine,  having  sat  on  the  body 

The  whole  day,  discussing  the  case,  and  gin-toddy, 

Returned  about  half-past  eleven  at  night 

The  following  verdict,  "  We  find,  San^e  Tier  right  r 

Mr.  Pryce,  Mrs.  Winifred  Pryce  being  dead, 
Felt  lonely,  and  moped ;  and  one  evening  he  said 
He  would  marry  Miss  Davis  at  once  in  her  stead. 

Not  far  fix)m  his  dwelling. 

From  the  vale  proudly  swelling, 
Rose  a  mountain ;  it  *s  name  you  *ll  excuse  me  from  telling, 
For  the  vowels  made  use  of  in  Welsh  are  so  f6w 
That  the  A  and  the  E,  the  I,  0,  and  the  U, 
Have  really  but  little  or  nothing  to  do ; 
And  the  duty,  of  course,  falls  the  heavier  by  far, 
On  the  L,  and  the  H,  and  the  N,  and  the  R, 

Its  first  syllable  "  Pen," 

Is  pronounceable; — ^then 
Cbme  twoJj  L%  and  two  H  Wa^  two  F  Fa,  tad  MI'S  \ 
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About  half  a  score  R*8  and  soma  Ws  follow, 
Beating  all  my  best  efforts  at  euphony  hollow: 
But  we  shan't  have  to  mention  it  often,  so  when 
We  do,  with  your  leave,  we  '11  curtail  it  to  "  Pbi." 

Well — ^the  moon  shone  bright 

Upon  "Pen"  that  night, 
When  Pryce,  being  quit  of  his  fuss  and  his  fright, 

Was  scaling  its  side 

With  that  sort  of  stride 
A  man  puts  out  when  walking  in  search  of  a  bride ; 

Mounting  higher  and  higher, 

He  began  to  perspire, 
Till,  finding  his  legs  were  beginning  to  tire, 

And  feeling  opprest 

By  a  pain  in  his  chest, 
He  paus'd,  and  tum'd  round  to  take  breath,  and  to  rest; 
A  walk  all  up  hill  is  apt,  we  know,  ■ 
To  make  one,  however  robust,  puff  aud  blow. 
So  he  stopp'd,  and  look'd  down  on  the  valley  below. 

O'er  fell,  and  o'er  fen. 

Over  mo'intain  and  glen, 
All  bright  in  the  moonshine,  his  eye  roved,  and  then 
All  the  Patriot  rose  in  his  soul,  and  he  thought 
Upon  Wales,  and  her  glories,  and  all  he  *d  been  taught 

Of  her  Heroes  of  old, 

So  brave  and  so  bold, — 
Of  her  Bards  witli  long  beards,  and  harps  mounted  in  gold; 

Of  King  Edward  the  First, 

Of  memory  accurst ; 
And  the  scandalous  manner  in  wliich  he  behaved. 

Killing  Poets  by  dozens, 

With  their  uncles  and  cousins, 
Of  whom  not  one  in  fifty  had  ever  been  shaved — 
Of  the  Court  Ball,  at  which,  by  a  lucky  mishap, 
Owen  Tudor  fell  into  Queen  Katherine's  lap ; 

And  how  Mr.  Tudor, 

Successfully  woo'd  her. 
Till  the  Dowager  put  on  a  new  wedding  ring, 
And  so  made  him  Father-in  law  to  the  King. 
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Hf  tlxwght  opon  Arthur,  and  Meiiin  of  yore, 

Od  Grrffith  op  Conan,  and  Owen  Glendour; 

Un  PcQiiriigoD,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many  more. 

Hr  tb-ju;rljt  of  all  this,  as  be  gazed,  in  a  trice, 

On  all  iliin»\  in  short,  but  the  late  Mrs.  Pryce ; 

Wlin  a  lumbering  noise  from  behind  made  him  start^ 

Aail  sent  the  blood  back  in  full  tide  to  his  hearty 

Wliich  went  pit-a-pat 

As  be  cried  out  "  What 's  that  ?"— 

That  very  queer  sound  ? — 

Does  it  come  from  the  ground  ? 
0:  ibe  air, — from  above,— or  below,— or  around  ? — 

It  is  not  like  Talking, 

It  is  not  like  Walking, 
I*  's  not  Lke  tht»  clattorinjf  of  pot  or  of  pan. 
Or  \hfi  tramp  of  a  hors*?,— or  the  tread  of  a  man, — 
(^  iL'.'  hum  of  a  crowii, — or  the  shouting  of  boys, — 
I* "  rnallv  a  ileu»vd  otM  sort  of  a  noise ! 
N'l  unlikt?  a  rartV, — but  that  can't  be; — for  when 
C-uM  "a'.l  thif  Kinjr'd  horses,  and  all  tlie  Kinp:'s  men," 
^.'lIi  <  Ad  Xirk  liir  a  wagt>niT,  drive  one  up  "  Pen  ?" 

l*ry^.'o,  u^ntiWy  V^rimfal  of  valor  when  drunk, 

Now  ♦xjHTit^nwd  wliat  sehool-boys  denominate  "funk.  * 

Iri  vain  he  lookM  back 

On  the  whole  of  the  track 
H*"  l,ail  Travers^<l ;  a  thick  cloud,  uncommonly  black, 
At  t}.;*  inonuTit  obs«:\irpd  the  broad  disc  of  tlie  moon, 
An-i  ili.i  nft  •  eem  likely  to  pas.^  away  soon ; 

Wliile  clearer  ami  clearer, 

*T  was  plain  to  the  hearer, 
Be  the  noLs?  what  it  might,  it  drew  nearer  and  nearer, 
Asil  pounde.l.  as  Pryce  to  this  moment  declares, 
^V.7  much  "  like  a  coffin  a-walking  up  stairs." 

Mr.  Pi-yee  had  begim 

To  ••  make  up"  for  a  nm, 
A*  in  such  a  iN^mpanion  he  ^aw  no  gn?at  fan, 

Wh<-n  a  tfinirle  bri^'ht  ray 

>!,'kne  out  on  tin'  way 
He  had  pa^^l.  and  he  saw,  with  no  liitle  dismay, 
Coining  after  him,  boundin;^  o*vr  crag  and  o'er  rock, 
Thtdeam/iedMm  Winifivd'a  ^Grandmother's  Clock \  T 
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'T  wa5  *o  ! — it  had  ofTtninly  moved  from  its  place, 
And  come,  lumbering  on  thus,  to  hold  him  in  chase ; 
'T  was  the  very  same  Head,  and  the  very  same  Case, 
And  nothing  was  altered  at  all — but  the  Face ! 
In  that  he  perceived,  with  no  litde  surprise, 
The  two  little  winder-holes  tum'd  into  eyes 

Blazing  with  ire, 

Like  two  coals  of  fire ; 
And  the  ^'  Name  of  the  Maker"  was  changed  to  a  lip, 
And  the  Hands  to  a  Nose  with  a  very  red  tip. 
No  I — ^he  could  not  mistake  it, — *t  was  Shk  to  the  life  I 
The  identical  fiice  of  his  poor  defunct  'Wife  I 

One  glance  was  enough 

Completely  "  Quant  mffy 
As  the  doctors  write  down  when  they  send  you  their  "  stufl^**— 
Like  a  Weather-cock  whirled  by  a  vehement  puff, 

David  turned  himself  round ; 

Ten  feet  of  ground 
He  clear'd,  in  his  start,  at  the  very  first  bound  I 

I  've  seen  people  run  at  West  End  Fair  for  cheeses — 

I  'vo  seen  Ladies  run  at  Bow  Fair  for  chemises — 

At  Greenwich  Fair  twenty  men  nm  for  a  hat, 

And  one  from  a  Bailift*  much  faster  than  that — 

At  foot-ball  I  've  seen  lads  run  after  the  bladder — 

I  've  seen  Irish  Bricklayers  run  up  a  ladder — 

I  've  seen  Utile  boys  run  away  from  a  cane — 

And  I  've  seen  (tliat  is,  read  of)  good  running  in  Spain; 

But  I  never  did  read 

Of,  or  witness  such  speed 
As  David  exerted  that  evening. — ^Indeed 
All  I  have  ever  heard  oiT  bojrs,  women,  or  men, 
Falls  far  short  of  Pryce,  as  he  ran  over  "  Pen  !" 

He  reaches  its  brow, — 

He  has  past  it, — and  now 
Having  once  gained  the  summit,  and  managed  to  cross  it^  he 
Rolls  down  the  side  witli  uncommon  velocity ; 

But,  run  as  he  will, 

Or  roll  down  tlie  hill. 
That  hugbear  behind  him  is  after  him  sUIl  t 
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JLad  dose  at  his  heels,  not  at  all  to  his  likiog, 
^e  terrible  dock  keeps  on  tiddng  and  striking, 

Tin,  exhausted  and  sore. 

He  can't  run  any  more, 
But  falls  as  he  reaches  Miss  Davis's  door, 
And  screams  when  they  rush  out,  alarm'd  at  his  knock, 
"  Oh  I  Look  at  the  Clock  I— Do  I— Look  at  the  Clock  I  I" 

IGss  Davis  look'd  up,  Miss  Davis  look'd  down. 
She  saw  nothing  there  to  alarm  her ; — a  frown 

Came  o*er  her  white  forehead. 

She  said,  "  It  was  horrid 
A  man  should  ceme  knocking  at  that  time  of  night, 
And  give  her  Mamma  and  herself  such  a  fright; — 

To  squall  and  to  bawl 

About  nothing  at  all  !'* 
She  begg'd  "  he  'd  not  think  of  repeating  his  call  ; 

His  late  wife's  disaster 

By  no  means  had  past  her," 
She  'd  "  have  him  to  know  she  was  meat  for  his  Master  !'* 
Then  regardless  alike  of  his  love  and  his  woes. 
She  tum'd  on  her  heel  and  she  turn'd  up  her  nose. 

Poor  David  in  vain 

Implored  to  remain. 
He  "dared  not,"  he  said,  '* cross  the  mountain  again." 

Why  the  fair  was  obdurate 

None  knows, — to  be  sure  it 
Was  said  she  was  setting  her  cap  at  the  Curate ; — 
Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  the  sole  hole 
Pryce  found  to  creep  into  that  night  was  the  Coal-hole ! 

In  that  shady  retreat 

With  nothing  to  eat 
And  with  very  bruised  limbs,  and  with  very  sore  feet, 

All  night  close  he  kept ; 

I  can't  say  he  slept ; 
But  he  sigh'd,  and  he  sobb'd,  and  he  groan'd,  and  he  wept; 

Lamenting  his  sins. 

And  his  two  broken  shins, 
Bewailing  his  fate  with  contortions  and  grins. 
And  her  he  once  thought  a  complete  Rara  Avitj 
Conalgnixig  to  Satan, — viz.,  cruel  Miss  Davis  I 
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Mr.  David  has  since  had  a  ''serious  caU,** 
He  never  drinks  ale,  wine,  or  spirits,  at  all, 
And  they  say  he  is  going  to  Exeter  Hall 

To  make  a  grand  speech, 

And  to  preach,  and  to  teach 
People  that  '^  they  can't  brew  their  malt  liquor  too  small  I** 
That  an  ancient  Welsh  Poet,  one  Ptndar  ap  Tudob, 
Was  right  in  proclaiming  *'  Aristok  men  Uoor  !** 

Which  means  "  The  pure  Element 

Is  for  Man's  belly  meant  1'* 
And  that  Qin '«  but  a  Snare  of  Old  Nick  the  deluder ! 


And  "  still  on  each  evening  when  pleasure  fills  up," 
At  the  old  Gk»at-in-Boot5,  with  Mctheglin,  each  cup, 

Mr.  Pryce,  if  he 's  there, 

WiU  get  into  "  The  Chair," 
And  make  all  his  quondam  associates  stare 
By  calling  aloud  to  tlio  Landlady's  daughter, 
"  Patty,  bring  a  cigar,  and  a  glass  of  Spring  Water  I" 
The  dial  he  constantly  watohes ;  and  when 
The  long  hand 's  at  the  "  XII.,"  and  the  short  at  the  "  X^" 

He  gets  on  his  legs, 

Drains  his  glass  to  the  dregs, 
Takes  his  hat  and  gr<iat-coat  off  their  several  pegs. 
With  his  President's  hammer  bestows  his  last  knock, 
And  says  solemnly — "  Gentlemen ! 

Look  at  the  Clock  I  I  !" 


THE    BAGMAN'S    DOG. 

R.   HARRIS  BARHAX. 
Stunt  llttore  Puppies  I— Yiruiu 

It  was  a  litter,  a  litt(T  of  five, 

Four  are  drovvn'd,  and  one  loft  alive, 

He  was  thouglit  worthy  alone  to  survive ; 

And  the  Bajnnan  resolved  upon  bringing  him  up. 

To  eat  of  his  bread,  and  to  drink  of  his  cup, 

He  was  such  a  dear  Httle  cock-tail'd  pup  1 
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^^f  Ba)nnan  taaght  him  many  a  trick ; 

Ht  would  carry,  and  fetch,  and  run  afler  a  stick, 

He  could  well  unden«tand 

The  word  of  command,    « 

And  appear  to  doze 

With  a  crust  on  hia  noee 
TiQ  the  Bigman  permisavely  waved  his  hand : 
^  to  throw  up  and  catch  it  he  never  would  fiul, 
Ai  be  at  op  on  end,  on  his  little  cock-taiL 
Kervr  was  poppy  so  hien  inttruii, 
Otfomm'd  of  such  natural  talent  as  he ; 

And  as  he  grew  older, 

Ereiy  bdiolder 
^peed  he  grew  handsomer,  sleeker,  and  bolder. 

1^  however  his  wheels  we  may  clog, 

Wends  steadily  stfll  with  onward  jog, 

^  the  cock-tailM  puppy 's  a  cnriy-tail*d  dog  I 

When,  just  at  the  time 

He  was  reaching  his  prime, 
•^«n  diought  he  *d  be  turning  out  something  sublime, 

One  unlucky  day. 

How  no  one  could  say, 
"^!her  soft  Kauon  induced  him  to  stray, 
(^  some  kidnapping  vagabond  coaxed  him  away. 

He  was  lost  to  the  \iew, 

Like  tlie  mominpr  dew ; — 
H?  bd  boen,  and  wai>  not — Uiat  's  all  lliat  they  knew ! 
And  the  Bagman  storraM,  and  the  Bagman  swore 
^  ttfrer  a  Bagman  had  sworn  before ; 
*rt  «tunnin<;  or  swearing  but  Uttle  avails 
To  recoTer  lost  dogs  with  great  curly  tails. 

In  »  Urge  paved  court  close  by  BilUter  Square, 
SUDds  a  mansion,  old,  but  in  thorough  repair, 
'^  coly  thing  strange,  from  the  general  air 
Of  its  size  anri  appearance,  w  how  it  got  tliere ; 
I&  front  is  a  short  semicircular  stair 

Of  stone  steps — soino  half  score — 
Then  you  reach  the  ground  floor, 
^Hlh  a  ibeU-potte/ii'J  Mvhitnve  over  the  door. 
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It  i«  spat^ion?,  and  poonis  to  be  built  on  the  plan   - 
Of  a  Gt*ntlemanV  house  iu  the  time  of  Queen  Anne; 

Which  is  odd)  for,  although 

As  we  very  weU  know, 
Under  Tudors  and  Stuarts  the  City  could  show 
Many  Noblemen's  seats  above  Bridge  and  below, 
Yet  that  fashion  soon  after  induced  them  to  go 
From  St  Michael  Comhill,  and  St  Mary-le-Bow, 
To  St  James,  and  St  Qeorge,  and  St  Anne  in  Soho. — 
Be  this  as  it  may — at  the  date  I  assign 
To  my  tale — that 's  about  Seventeen  Sixty-Nine — 
This  mansion,  now  rather  upon  the  decline, 
Had  less  dignified  owners — ^belonging,  in  fine, 
To  Turner,  Dry,  Weipersydc,  Rogers,  and  Pjme — 
A  respectable  House  in  the  Manchester  line. 

There  were  a  score 

Of  Bagmen,  and  more, 
Who  had  travcl'd  full  oil  for  the  firm  before; 
But  just  at  this  period  they  wanted  to  send 
Some  person  on  whom  they  could  safely  depend — 
A  trust- worthy  body,  half  agent,  half  friend — 
On  some  mercantile  matter,  as  far  as  Ostend ; 
And  the  person  they  pitch'd  on  was  Anthony  Blogg 
A  grave,  steady  man,  not  addicted  to  grog — 
The  Bagman,  in  short,  who  had  lost  the  great  dog. 

****** 
"The  Seal  the  Sea!  the  open  Seal- 
That  is  the  place  where  we  all  wish  to  be, 
Rolling  about  on  it  merrily  !" 

So  all  sing  and  say 

By  night  and  by  day, 
In  the  boudoir,  the  street,  at  tlie  concert,  and  play. 
In  a  sort  of  coxcombical  roundelay ; — 
You  may  roam  through  the  City,  transversely  or  straight, 
From  Whitechapel  turnpike  to  Cumberland  gate, 
And  every  young  Lady  who  thrums  a  guitar, 
Ev'ry  mustached  Shopman  who  smokes  a  cigar, 

With  affected  devotion 

Promulgates  his  notion 
Of  being  a  "  Rover"  and  "  Child  of  the  Ocean" — 
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Wbate'er  thair  age,  sex,  or  condition  wmj  be,  ^ 

Tbcy  aU  of  them  long  for  the  ''  Wide,  Wide  Sea  I" 
Bat,  however  they  dote, 
Only  set  them  afloat 
In  aay  cnfl  bigger  at  all  than  a  boat, 
Take  them  down  to  the  Nore, 
And  you  *11  see  that,  before 
The  *•  WeaseP  they  "  Woyage"  in  has  made  half  her  way 
Between  SheQ-Ness  Point  and  the  pier  at  Heme  Bay, 
I>rt  the  wind  meet  the  tide  in  the  slightest  degree, 
Tot^jllbeallof  them  heartily  sick  of  "the  Seal" 
t  •  *  *  *  * 

I  ve  stood  in  Margate,  on  a  bridge  of  size 

Inferior  far  to  that  described  by  Byron, 
Where  "palaces  and  pris'ns  on  each  hand  riae — " 

—That  too  '9  a  stone  one,  this  is  made  of  iron — 

And  little  donkey-boys  your  steps  environ, 
^'ix  proffering  for  your  choice  his  tiny  hack, 

V*oniin'r  iw  excellence ;  and,  should  you  hire  one, 
F  -r  ?ixpenc*.\  will  he  urjje,  witli  frecjuont  thwack, 
*--  much-enduring  beast  to  Buenos  Ayres — ^and  back. 

Ani  Ir-i,^,  on  many  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 

I  vv  ijood,  and  tum'd  my  gaa;  upon  the  pier, 
A::  1  ^fi-n  the  crt»w«<,  that  did  embark  so  jray 

Tu!  ?flf-saine  mom.  now  disembark  so  (|uoer ; 

TLf u  U)  mysf  If  I  've  sigird  and  said,  "  Oh  dear ! 
«  b()  would  Ijelieve  yon  sickly-looking  man  '3  a 

LoO'iirQ  Jack  Tar — a  Cheapside  Buccaneer! — " 
But  luJii,  niy  Sluae ! — fur  this  terrific  stanza 
^*  »il  loo  stiffly  grand  for  our  Extravaganza. 

•  «  41  41  iH 

"'^  ni)w  wp  'fl  go  up,  up,  up, 

And  now  we  'U  go  down,  down,  down, 
Aod  DOW  we  'U  go  backward  and  forward, 

And  now  we  'U  go  roun\  roun',  roun'." — 
—I  hope  you  Ve  sufficient  discernment  to  see, 
'^tle  Reader,  tlxat  here  the  dL«K?ai-ding  the  d 
^  a  fault  which  you  must  not  attribute  to  me ; 
Thus  my  Nurse  cut  it  off  when,  **  with  counterfeit  glee," 
^  sui^  aa  she  danceJ  me  about  oa  her  knee, 
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In  th^year  of  our  Lord  eighteen  hondred  and  three: 
All  I  mean  to  say  is,  that  tlie  Muse  is  now  free 
From  tlie  self-imposed  trammels  put  on  by  her  betters, 
And  no  longer  like  Filch,  midst  tlie  felons  and  debtors, 
At  Dniry  Lane,  dances  her  hornpipe  in  fetters. 

Resuming  her  track,  . 

At  once  she  goes  back 
To  our  hero,  the  Bagman — Alas!  and  Alack! 

Poor  Anthony  Blogg 

Is  as  sick  as  a  dog, 
Spite  of  sundry  unwonted  potations  of  grog, 
By  tlic  time  the  Dutch  packet  is  fairly  at  sea, 
With  the  sands  called  the  Qoodwins  a  league  on  her  lee. 


And  now,  my  good  friends,  I  Ve  a  fine  opportunity 
To  obfuscate  you  all  by  sea  terms  with  impunity, 

And  talking  of  "  calking," 

And  "  quarter-deck  walking," 

"  Fore  and  aft," 

And  "abaft," 
"  Hookers,"  "  barkeys,"  and  "  craft," 
(At  which  Mr.  Poole  has  so  wickedly  laughed). 
Of  binnacles — bilboes — the  boom  call'd  the  spanker. 
The  best  bower-cable — the  jib— and  sheet-anchor; 
Of  lower-deck  guns — and  of  broadsides  and  chases. 
Of  talTrails  and  topsails,  and  splicing  main-braces. 
And  "  Shiver  my  timbers  I"  and  other  odd  phrases 
Einploy'd  by  old  pilots  with  hard-featured  faces; — 
Of  the  expletives  sea-faring  Gentlemen  use. 
The  allusions  they  make  to  the  eyes  of  their  crews; — 

IIow  the  Sailors,  too,  swear. 

How  they  cherish  their  hair. 
And  what  very  long  pigtails  a  gi*eat  many  wear. — 
But,  Reader,  I  scorn  it — the  fact  is,  I  fear. 
To  be  candid,  I  can't  make  these  matters  so  clear 
As  Marryat,  or  Cooper,  or  Captain  Chamier, 
Or  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer,  who  brought  up  the  rear 
Of  tlie  "  Nauticals,"  just  at  the  end  of  the  year 
Eighteen  tliirty-ninc — (how  Time  flies  I — Oh,  dear !) — 
With  a  weJJ- written  preface,  Vo  moke  \\.  «^^w 
Tb&t  his  pl&y,  the  "  Sca-CapUan;'  'a  \>^  xlo  xaewia  ^^aisJ^\w5t^ 
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"^licre ! — "  brought  up  the  rear" — ^you  soe  tliere  's  a  mLstake 
^VVhich  none  of  the  authors  I  've  mentioned  would  niako, 
^  ought  to  have  said,  that  he  *'  sailed  in  their  wake." — 
So  I  *11  merely  observe,  as  the  water  grew  rougher 
*!lhe  more  my  poor  hero  continued  to  suffer, 
"IRIl  the  Sailors  themselves  cried,  in  pity,  "  Poor  Buffer !" 

Still  rougher  it  grew. 

And  still  harder  it  blew, 
And  the  thunder  kick*d  up  such  a  hulliballoo, 
That  even  the  Skipper  began  to  look  blue ; 

While  the  crew,  who  were  few, 

Look'd  very  queer,  too. 
And  seem'd  not  to  know  what  exactly  to  do, 
And  they  who  M  the  charge  of  them  wrote  in  the  log?^ 
"  Wind  N.  E. — ^blows  a  hurricane — ^rains  cats  and  dogs." 
In  short  it  soon  grew  to  a  tempest  as  rude  as 
That  Shakspeare  describes  near  the  "  still  vex'd  Bermudas." 

When  the  winds,  in  their  sport, 

Drove  aside  from  its  port 
The  King^s  ship,  wiUi  the  whole  Neapolitan  Court, 
And  swamp'd  it  to  give  "  the  King's  Son,  Ferdinand,"  a 
Soil  moment  or  two  with  tlie  Lady  Miranda, 
Wuilc  her  Pa  met  the  rest,  and  severely  rebuked  'em 
For  unliandsomely  doing  him  out  of  his  Dukedom. 
You  don't  want  me,  however,  to  paint  you  a  Storm, 
As  so  many  haveMone,  and  in  colors  so  warm ; 
Lord  Byron,  for  instance,  in  manner  facetious, 
Mr.  Ainsworth,  more  gravely, — see  also  Lucretius, 
— A  writer  who  gave  me  no  trifling  vexation 
When  a  youngster  at  school,  on  Dean  Colet's  foundation. — 

Suffice  it  to  say 

That  tlie  whole  of  tliat  day. 
And  the  next,  and  the  next,  they  were  scudding  away 

Quite  out  of  their  course, 

Propell'd  by  the  force 
Of  those  flatulent  folks  known  in  Classical  story  as 
Aquilo,  Libs,  Notus,  Auster,  and  Boreas, 

Driven  quite  at  their  mercy 

*Twixt  Guernsey  and  Jersey, 
Tin  at  Icn^  thef  came  bump  on  the  rocks  and  Viae  ^t^^r^ 
In  West  loDgtitade,  One,  fifty-seven,  near  6>l.Us3««A\ 
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There  jou  will  not  be  stirprised 

That  the  vessel  capdzed. 
Or  that  Blogg,  who  had  made,  from  intestine  commotknii^ 
His  specific  gravity  less  than  the  Ocean's, 

Should  go  floating  away, 

'Mid  the  surges  and  spray, 
Like  a  cork  in  a  gutter,  which,  swoll*n  by  a  shower, 
Runs  down  Holbom-hill  about  nine  knots  an  hour. 

You  've  seen,  I  've  no  doubt,  at  Barthobmew  &ir, 
Gentle  Reader, — ^that  is,  if  you  \e  ever  been  there,— 
With  their  hands  tied  behind  them,  some  two  or  three  pair 
Of  boys  round  a  bucket  set  up  on  a  chair. 

Skipping,  and  dipping 

Eyes,  nose,  chin,  and  lip  in, 
Their  faces  and  hair  with  the  water  all  dripping; 
In  an  anxious  attempt  to  catch  hold  of  a  pippin, 
That  bobs  up  and  down  in  the  water  whenever 
They  touch  it,  as  mocking  the  fruitless  endeavor; 
Exactly  as  Poets  say, — ^liow,  though,  they  can't  tell  us, — 
Old  Nick's  Nonpareils  play  at  bob  with  poor  Tantalus. 

— Stay ! — I  'm  not  clear. 

But  I  'm  rather  out  here; 
'T  was  the  water  itse^  that  slipp'd  from  him,  I  fear ; 
Faith,  I  cau't  recolleft,  and  I  have  n't  Lempriere. — 
No  matter, — poor  Blogg  went  on  ducking  and  bobbing, 
Sneezing  out  die  salt  water,  and  gulping  and  sobbing, 
Just  as  Clarence,  in  Shakspeare,  describes  all  the  qualms  he 
Experienced  while  dreaming  they  'd  drown'd  him  in  Malmsey. 

^  0  Lord,"  he  thought,  "what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I" 
And  saw  great  fishes  with  great  goggling  eyes. 

Glaring  as  he  was  bobbing  up  and  down, 
And  looking  as  tliey  thought  him  quite  a  prize ; 

When,  as  he  sank,  and  all  was  growing  darl^ 

A  something  seized  liim  with  its  jaws  I — A  shark  ? — 

No  such  thing,  Reader : — ^most  opportunely  for  Blogg, 
'Twas  a  very  large,  web-footed,  curly-tail'd  Dogl 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

I'm  Dot  much  of  a,  trav'ler,  and  Te«%  cax^\.>QQi%aX 
That  I  know  a  great  deal  of  the  BiitUirj  cio^^V 
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Bdt  I  'tc  oilra  heard  say 

That  e*en  to  this  daj, 
&  people  of  Granville,  St  Maloess  and  thereabout^ 
A»  1  duB  that  society  does  n*t  much  care  about ; 
Xa  vho  ^in  their  subsistence  by  contraband  dealing, 
Aad  a  mode  of  abstraction  strict  people  call  "  stealing;*' 
Xotwich^tanding  all  which,  they  ace  civil  of  speech, 
Abore  sD  u>  a  stnmger  who  comes  within  reach ; 

And  they  were  so  to  Blogg, 

When  the  curly-taa'd  Dog 
Athst  dragged  him  out,  high  and  diy  on  the  beach. 

But  we  all  have  been  told, 

Bj  the  proverb  of  dd, 
Bf  BO  means  to  think  **all  that  glitters  is  gold;** 

And,  in  fact,  some  advance 

TliAt  mo:!t  people  in  France 
':i3  *Ji-  liuniu'rs  and  air  of  a  Maitrtde  Danae, 
To  'ii*  cuRiL*— <{u'  Johnson  of  Cliesterfield  said) — 
Of  an  eliJt^rly  Lady,  in  Babylon  bred, 
K:oh  addii.ttMl  to  flirting,  and  dreeing  in  red. — 

Be  this  a»  it  might, 

It  eml>arrasj**d  Biogg  quite 
To  finil  tliixsc  alxmt  him  so  very  polite. 


A  Skipicirms  obt»errer  porhaps  might  have  ira(*ed 
Tfitffti^ef  km'im.  toinlrre*]  with  ?o  nnicli  poo«l  tast(>, 
Tothf-ipht  of  an  oM-fa-*liiunM  poeket-J»ook»  placed 
*a»  l-bik  Itrath^r  belt  well  secured  rounrl  his  waist, 
Aai  a  rill}:  ^'t  with  diamonds,  his  fingi.T  tliat  graced, 
^  brilLant,  no  one  coulfl  liave  piesa'd  they  were  paste. 

Tlic  grotip  on  the  shore 

OML»L«te<i  of  four ; 
**i  will  wiiudiT,  p«»rhnpj»,  there  were  not  a  few  more ; 
Bttt  Ui,.  fa/t  U  iJify  've  not,  in  that  part  of  the  nation, 
^fc«i  Malthas  would  t«»rm,  a  '•  too  dense  population," 
^*lt*d  the  mAv  s'ipn  of  man's  habitation 

Was  merely  a  single 

Rude  hut,  in  a  dingle 
^  led  away  inland  direct  from  the  shingle, 
Itciides  clotlie'l  witli  under\i'ood,  gloomy  and  dark, 
fioBM  two  hundred  fMrda  Mbove  high-w Aicr  mark  *, 
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And  thither  the  party, 

So  cordial  and  hearty, 
Viz.,  an  old  man,  his  wife,  two  lads,  made  a  starts  he 

The  Bagman,  proceeding, 

With  equal  good  breeding, 
To  express,  in  indifferent  French,  all  he  feels, 
The  great  curly-taiVd  Dog  keeping  dose  to  his  hed& — 
They  soon  reached  the  hut,  which  seemed  partly  in  min, 
All  the  way  bowing,  chattering,  shrugging,  Mon-Dieumgf 
Grimacing,  and  what  sailors  call  pofle^'Voaing, 


Is  it  Paris,  or  Kitchener,  Reader,  exhorts 
You,  whenever  your  stomach 's  at  all  out  of  sorts, 
To  try.  if  you  find  richer  viands  won't  stop  in  it, 
A  basin  of  good  mutton  broth  with  a  chop  in  it? 
(8ucli  a  basin  and  chop  as  I  once  heard  a  witty  one 
Call,  at  the  Garrick,  "  a  c — d  Committee  one," 
An  expression,  I  own,  I  do  not  think  a  pretty  one,) 

However,  it 's  clear 

That  with  sound  table  beer, 
Such  a  mess  as  I  speak  of  is  very  good  cheer ; 

Especially  too 

Wlien  a  person 's  wet  tlirough. 
And  is  hungry,  and  tired,  and  don't  know  what  to  do. 
Now  just  such  a  mess  of  delicious  hot  pottage 
Was  smoking  away  when  they  enter'd  the  cottage. 
And  casting  a  truly  delicious  perfume 
Through  the  whole  of  an  ugly  ill-fumish'd  room ; 

"  Hot,  smoking  hot," 

On  the  fire  was  a  pot 
Well  replenish'd,  but  really  I  can't  say  with  what; 
For,  famed  as  the  French  always  are  for  ragouts, 
No  creature  can  tell  what  they  put  in  their  stews. 
Whether  bull-frogs,  old  gloves,  or  old  wigs,  or  old  shoes ; 
Notwithstanding,  when  offer'd  I  rarely  refuse. 
Any  more  than  poor  Blogg  did,  when  seeing  the  reeky 
Repast  placed  before  him,  scarce  able  to  speak,  he 
In  ecstasy  mutter'd,  "  By  Jove,  Cocky-leeky  I'* 

In  an  instant,  as  soon 

As  they  gave  him  a  spoon, 


/ 
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Srerj  feeling  and  faculty  bent  on  the  grael,  he 
^o  mot^  blamed  Fortune  for  treating  him  cruelly, 
Bat  fen  tooth  and  nail  on  the  soup  and  the  bouHU, 


Meanwhile  that  old  man  standing  by, 

Babdncted  his  bng  coat-tails  on  high, 

With  his  back  to  the  fire,  as  if  to  dry 

A  part  of  his  dress  which  the  watery  sky . 

Had  Tisited  rather  inclemently. — 

Blandly  he  smird,  but  still  he  looked  sly, 

And  something  sinister  lurk'd  in  his  eye. 

Indeed,  had  you  seen  him  his  maritime  dress  in, 

You'd  have  own'd  his  appearance  was  not  prepossessing; 

He  *d  a  '^  dreadnought"  coat,  and  heavy  saboiSf 

With  thick  wooden  soles  tum'd  up  at  the  toes, 

His  nether  man  cased  in  a  striped  qudqu^  chose^ 

And  a  hump  on  his  back,  and  a  great  hook*d  nose. 

So  that  nine  out  of  ten  would  be  led  to  suppose 

That  the  person  before  them  was  Punch  in  plain  clothes. 

Yet  still,  as  I  told  you,  he  smiled  on  all  present, 
And  did  all  that  lay  in  his  power  to  look  pleasant 

The  old  woman,  too, 

Made  a  mighty  ado. 
Helping  her  guest  to  a  deal  of  the  stew ; 
She  fish'd  up  the  meat,  and  she  hclp'd  him  to  that. 
She  help'd  him  to  lean,  and  she  help'd  him  to  fat, 
And  it  look'd  like  Hare — ^but  it  might  have  been  Cat 
•The  little  gar^ons  too  strove  to  express 
Their  sympathy  toward  the  "  Child  of  distress  "  ^ 

With  a  great  deal  of  juvenile  French  poUiesse; 

But  the  Bagman  bluff 

Continued  to  "  stur* 
Of  the  fat,  and  the  lean,  and  the  tender,  and  tougli, 
Till  they  thought  he  would  never  cry  "  Hold,  enough !" 
And  the  old  woman's  tones  became  far  less  agreeable, 
Sounding  like  pesit  I  and  sacre  I  and  diabU  I 

I  Ve  seen  an  old  saw,  which  is  well  worth  repeating, 
That  says, 

9urecbet|)  flooH  Svsnllsnflf ." 


I  N  A  R  K  A  T  I  V  K . 

You  '11  find  it  so  printed  by  C«i:toii  or  WKfs^S^t 
And  a  very  good  proverb  it  is  to  my  thinking. 

Blogg  thought  so  too; — 

As  he  finished  his  stew, 
His  ear  cauglit  the  sound  of  the  word  ^^MarHeu  r 
Pronounced  by  the  old  woman  under  her  breath. 
Now,  not  knowing  what  she  could  mean  by  "  Blue  Death  !** 
He  conceiv'd  she  referred  to  a  delicate  brewing 
Which  is  almost  synonymous, — ^namely,  ''Bine  Rain.** 
So  he  pursed  up  his  Up  to  a  smile,  and  with  glee, 
In  his  cockneyfy'd  accent,  responded  "  Oh,  Vee  r 

Which  made  her  understand  he 

Was  asking  for  brandy ; 
So  she  tum'd  to  the  cupboard,  and,  having  some  handy, 
Produced,  rightly  deeming  he  would  not  object  to  il^ 
An  oracular  bulb  with  a  very  long  nedc  to  it ; 
In  fact  you  perceive  her  mistake  was  the  same  as  hiB^ 
Each  of  them  '^  reasoning  right  fbom  wrong  premiaeB  ;** — 
— And  here  by  the  way 

Allow  me  to  say. 
Kind  Reader — ^you  sometimes  permit  me  to  stray — 
'Tis  strange  the  Fi-ench  prove,  when  they  take  to  aaperan^ 
So  inferior  to  us  in  tlic  science  of  cursing: 

Kick  a  Frenchman  down  stairs, 

How  absurdly  be  swears  I 
And  how  odd  'tis  to  hear  him,  when  beat  to  a  jelly, 
Roar  out  in  a  passion,  "  Blue  Death !"  and  "  Blue  Belly !" 

"  To  return  to  our  sheep"  from  this  little  digression : — 

Blogg's  features  assumed  a  complacent  expression 

As  he  emptied  his  glass,  and  she  gave  him  a  fresh  one ; 

Too  little  he  heeded, 

How  fast  they  succeeded. 
Perhaps  you  or  I  might  have  done,  though,  as  he  did ; 
For  when  once  Madam  Fortune  deals  out  her  hard  raps, 

It 's  amazing  to  tliink 

How  one  "  cottons"  to  Drink ! 
At  such  times,  of  all  things  in  nature,  perhaps, 
There 's  not  one  that  is  lialf  so  seducing  as  Schnaps, 

Mr.  Blogg,  beside  being  uncommoxAy  ^rj, 
Was,  like  moat  other  Bagmen,  rexnaxVisSoVj  ^i. 
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— "  Did  not  like  to  deny" — 

"  Felt  obliged  to  comply" 
Every  time  that  she  ask'd  him  to  "  wet  t'  other  eye ;" 
Per  't  was  worthy  remark  that  she  spared  not  the  stoup, 
Though  before  she  had  seem'd  so  to  grudge  him  the  soup. 

At  length  the  fumes  rose 

To  his  brain ;  and  his  nose 
Gave  hints  of  a  strong  disposition  to  doze, 
And  a  jeaming  to  seek  "  horizontal  repose." — 

His  queer-looking  host^ 

Who,  firm  at  his  post^ 
During  all  the  long  meal  had  continued  to  toast 

That  garment 't  were  rude  to 

Do  more  than  allude  to, 
Peroeired,  from  his  breathing  and  nodding,  the  views 
Of  his  guest  woe  directed  to  "  taking  a  snooze :" 
So  he  caught  up  a  lamp  in  his  huge  dirty  paw, 
With  (as  Bbgg  used  to  tell  it)  "Mounseerj  smwy  mawP^ 

And  "  marshaled"  him  so 

"  The  way  he  should  go," 
Up  stairs  to  an  attic,  large,  gloomy,  and  low, 

Without  table  or  chair, 

Or  a  movable  there, 
Save  an  old<-fitehion*d  bedstead,  much  out  of  repair. 
That  stood  at  the  end  most  remov'd  from  the  stair. — 

With  a  grin  and  a  shrug 

The  host  points  to  the  rug, 
Just    as   much    as    to   say,    "  There !  —  I   think   you  *11   be 
snug!" 

Puts  the  light  on  the  floor, 

Walks  to  the  door. 
Makes  a  formal  Salaam^  and  is  then  seen  no  more; 
When  just  as  the  ear  lost  the  sound  of  his  tread. 
To  the  Bagman's  surprise,  and,  at  first,  to  his  dread. 
The  great  curly  tail'd  Dog  crept  from  under  the  bed! — 


— It 's  a  very  nice  thing  when  a  man  *s  in  a  fright^ 
And  thinks  matters  all  wrong,  to  find  matters  all  right ; 
Asy  for  instance,  when  going  home  late-ish  at  night 
Through  a  Church-yard,  and  seeing  a  Ihmg  alV  m^VdXA^ 
WMcb,  of  course,  one  is  led  to  consldeT  a  9i^nt», 
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To  find  that  the  Ghost 

Is  merely  a  post, 
Or  a  miller^  or  chalky-faced  donkey  at  moat ; 
Or,  when  taking  a  walk  as  the  evenings  begin 
To  close,  or,  as  some  people  call  it,  "  draw  in," 
And  some  undefined  form,  ''  looming  large*'  through  the  1 
Presents  itself,  right  in  your  path,  to  your  gase, 

Inducing  a  dread 

Of  a  knock  on  the  head. 
Or  a  scver'd  carotid,  to  find  that,  instead 
Of  one  of  those  ruffians  who  murder  and  fleece  men, 
It's  your  uncle,  or  one  of  the  **  Rural  Polioemen  ;** — 

Then  the  blood  fiowB  again 

Through  artery  and  vein ; 
Tou  *re  delighted  with  what  just  before  gave  yon  pain; 
Tou  laugh  at  your  fears — and  your  fiiend  in  tiie  iog 
Meets  a  welcome  as  cordial  as  Anthony  Blogg 
Now  bestow'd  on  his  friend — the  great  curiy-taiTd  Dogi 

For  the  Dog  Icap'd  up,  and  his  paws  foimd  a  place 
On  each  side  his  neck  in  a  canine  embrace, 
And  he  lick'd  Blogg's  hands,  and  he  Uck*d  his  face, 
And  ho  waggled  his  tail  as  much  as  to  say, 
"Mr.  Blogg,  we've  foregather'd  before  to-day  I" 
And  the  I-agman  saw,  as  he  now  sprang  up, 

^Vhat,  beyond  all  doubt, 

Ho  might  have  found  out 
Beft)ro,  liad  he  not  been  so  eager  to  sup, 
'T  was  S;incho ! — the  Dog  he  had  rear'd  from  a  pup  I — 
The  Dog  who  when  sinking  had  seized  his  hair — 
The  Dog  who  had  saved,  and  conducted  him  there— 
The  Dog  he  had  lost  out  of  BiUiter  Square  1 1 

It 's  passing  sweety 
An  absolutt)  treat, 
"Wlien  fi-iends,  long  scver'tl  by  distance,  meet — 
With  what  warmth  and  aflTi'ction  each  otlier  they  greet  I 
Especially  too,  as  we  very  well  know, 
If  there  seems  any  chanec  of  a  little  cadeaUy  . 
A  "Present  from  Bii"'hton,"  or  "Token."  to  show, 
In  the  shape  of  a  work-box,  rmg,biacde\^ox  wi^ 
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Trxki  our  friends  don't  forgpt  iw,  altliouj^h  they  may  go 

To  RanuijBrate,  or  Roxnef  or  Femainio  P<j. 

If  ftmw  little  aiivantagc  seems  likely  to  start, 

r^ini  a  fifty-pound  note  to  a  two-penny  tart, 

It";  *iirprii»ing  to  see  how  it  softens  the  heart, 

Aod  you  11  find  tliose  whose  hopes  from  the  other  are  strongest^ 

IV  in  common,  endearmenta  the  thickest  and  longest. 

Bat,  it  was  not  so  here ; 

For  although  it  is  dear, 
^iHMrn  tbroad,  and  we  have  not  a  single  friend  near, 
E'»ii  a  cur  that  will  love  us  becomes  very  dear, 
And  the  balance  of  interest  'twixt  him  and  the  Dog 
Of  ixmne  was  inclining  to  Anthony  Blogg, 

Tet  he,  first  of  all,  ceasecl 

To  encourage  tlie  lH?ast, 
P«rfaip0  thinking  *'  Enough  Ls  as  good  as  a  feast ;" 
And  Usiiie?,  as  we  've  said,  Ixring  sleepy  and  mellow, 
H**  2TVW  tin*d  of  pattin;:,  and  crying  •*Poor  fellow!" 
J^/  ii:"«  ?!nilf  by  dogrvcs  liardciiM  into  a  frown. 
An!  ijis  "TliJit's  a  goo<l  do^  !"  into  *•  Down,  Sancho!  downl" 

Bijt  nothinir  muld  stop  hL?  muto  favVito's  caressing, 
^.'A  in  fatt.  set-niM  n^-olved  to  prevent  his  undressing, 

U>ini:  paws,  Uil,  an«l  licarl, 

As  if  he  ha*!  said, 
'Most  bi;lovi'<l  of  masters,  pray,  don't  go  to  bed; 
^  ■:  Ijid  much  bolter  sit  up,  and  pat  me  in-fteadl'' 
^'■•7.  at  hist,  wln-n  detonnined  to  take  some  repose, 
^•y?v  thr»^w  himself  down  on  the  outside  the  clothes, 

S[»ite  of  all  he  could  do, 

Tht»  D«.)g  jumpM  up  too, 
An  1  k*-pt  him  awake  with  his  very  cold  nose ; 

ScnitL-hing  and  whining. 

And  moaning  anil  pining. 
Till  BL.ipir  really  bcUrvcd  lu*  must  have  somo  design  in 
Ti.iL«»  breaking  his  re-t;  al»ove  jill,  wht*n  at  length 
Ti:-  D,ig  jH.Tat4-h'd  him  olV  l'ri>m  th.*  l)«d  l»y  sl»»er  strength. 

Extn-aHy  annoyM  l^y  thi*  "  tarnation  whi>p,*'  as  it 
*C*ll*d  in  Kt'ntuck,  on  his  head  and  its  opiMJsite, 

Blogg  show'd  fight; 

When  he  saw.  by  the  lifrht 
s* 
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or  the  flickering  candle,  that  bad  not  yet  quite 
Burnt  down  in  tlic  socket^  thongli  not  over  bright. 
Certain  dark-color'd  stains,  as  of  blood  newlj  f^pilt^ 
Revear4  bj  the  dog's  having  scratch'd  off  the  quilt— 
Which  hinted  a  story  of  hoiror  and  guilt  I — 

*T  was  "  no  mistake,"— 

He  was  "  wide  awake" 
In  an  instant ;  for,  when  only  decently  dmnk, 
Nothing  sobers  a  man  so  completely  as  "  fimk.** 


And  hark  I— what  *s  that  ?— 

They  have  got  into  chat 
In  the  kitchen  below — what  the  deuce  are  they  at?^ 
There's  the  ugly  old  Fisherman  scokling  his  wife — 
And  she  I — by  the  Pope  1  slie  's  whetting  a  knife  I — 

At  each  twist 

Of  her  wrist, 
And  her  great  mutton  fist^ 
The  edge  of  tlie  weapon  sounds  sliriller  and  louder  I — 

The  fierce  kitchen  fire 

Had  not  made  Blogg  perspire 
Half  so  much,  or  a  dose  of  the  best  James's  powder. — 
It  ceases — all 's  silent  I — and  now,  I  declare 
There  *a  somebody  crawls  up  that  rickety  stair. 


The  horrid  old  ruffian  comes,  cat-like,  creeping ; — 

He  opens  the  door  just  sufficient  to  peep  in, 

And  sees,  as  he  fancies,  tlie  Bagman  sleeping  I 

For  Blogg,  when  ho  'd  once  ascertain'd  that  there  was  some 

"  Prt^cious  mischief  on  foot^  had  resolv'd  to  play  "  'Possum ;" — 

Down  he  went,  legs  and  head, 

Flat  on  the  bed, 
Apparently  sleeping  as  sound  as  the  dead; 
While,  though  none  who  look'd  at  him  would  think  such  a  tiling, 
Every  nerve  in  his  frame  was  braced  up  for  a  spring. 

Then,  just  as  the  villain 

Crept,  stealthily  still,  in. 
And  you  'd  not  have  insur'd  his  guest's  life  for  a  shilling, 
As  the  knife  gleam'd  on  high,  V)rig\\t  and  «\a.T^  «&  «b  razor^ 
BJogg,  starting  upright,  "  tippe<\"  ti^e  fe\Vyw  ''  ^  W^x*;*— 
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-Down  went  man  and  weapon. — Of  all  sorts  of  blows, 

fnm  what  Mr.  Jackson  reports,  I  suppose 

Acre  are  few  that  sorpass  a  flush  hit  on  the  nose. 


V<iv,had  I  the  pen  of  old  Ossian  or  Homer, 
(I^Nigfa  each  of  these  names  some  pronounce  a  misnomer, 
And  saj  the  first  person 
Was  calTd  James  MTherson, 
^^M  to  the  second,  they  stoutly  declare 
He  wai  DO  one  knows  who,  and  bom  no  one  knows  where) 
^bad  I  the  qoill  of  Pierce  Egan,  a  writer 
AdoMwledged  the  best  theoretical  fighter 
For  the  last  twenty  years, 
By  the  livdy  young  Peers, 
^doflbg  their  coronets,  collars,  and  ermine,  treat 
^(xun  to  ^  Max,"  at  the  One  Tun  in  Jermyn  Street ; 
"*Iay,coald  I  borrow  these  Gentlemen's  Muses, 
Mopedcill'd  than  my*  meek  one  in  "fibbings"  and  bruises, 
I  'd  describe  now  to  you 
As  '*  prime  a  Set-to," 
^  *^  regular  tum-up,"  as  ever  you  knew ; 
^ot  inferior  in  "  bottom"  to  aught  you  have  read  of 
8«n«  Cribb,  years  ago,  half  knock'd  Molyneux's  head  off 
Bat  my  djunty  Urania  says,  "  Such  things  are  sliocking  I" 
Lace  mittens  she  loves. 
Detesting  "  The  Gloves ;" 
-^  tnming,  with  air  most  disdainfully  mocking, 
fit)CD  Melpomene's  buskin,  adopts  the  silk  stocking. 
So,  as  far  as  I  can  see, 
I  must  leave  you  to  "  fancy" 
%  thampa,  and  the  bumps,  and  the  ups  and  the  downs, 
And  the  taps,  and  the  slajMs  and  the  raps  on  tlie  crowns, 
IW  pass*d  'twixt  the  ilusband,  Wife,  Bajrman,  and  Dog, 
Ai  filogg  roU'd  over  them,  and  they  roU'd  over  Blogg ; 
While  what's  caUed  "  The  Claret' 
Flew  over  the  garret : 
Merely  stating  the  fiict 
As  each  oUmt  tliey  whackM, 
The  Dog  his  old  master  most  gallantly  back'd ; 
Making  b'jtli  tlie  gan^anit,  who  cam»^  running  in,  slieer  o^ 
With  ^Bipp*>IjrU'V'  thumb,  and  **  Alphonse's"  left  ev  qR\ 
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Next  makiiig  a  stoop  on 

The  buflfeting  group  on 
The  floor,  rent  in  tatters  the  old  womBXk's  jupon  ; 
Then  tlic  old  man  tum*d  up,  and  a  fresh  bite  of  Sancho's 
Tore  out  the  whole  seat  of  his  striped  Calimancoes. — 

Really,  which  way 

This  desperate  fray 
Might  have  ended  at  last,  I  'm  not  able  to  say, 
The  dog  keeping  thus  the  aanaiwina  at  bay : 
But  a  few  fresh  arrivals  decided  the  day ; 

For  bounce  went  the  door, 

In  came  half  a  score 
Of  the  passengers,  saUors,  and  one  or  two  more 
Who  had  aided  the  party  in  gaining  the  shore! 


It 's  a  great  many  years  ago— mine  then  were  few— 
Since  I  spent  a  short  time  in  the  old  Courageux  ; 

I  think  that  they  say 

She  had  been,  in  her  day 
A  First-rate, — but  was  then  what  they  term  a  Rcuee^ — 
And  they  took  nie  on  board  in  the  Downs,  where  she  lay. 
(Captain  AVilkinson  held  the  command,  by  the  way.) 
In  her  I  pick'd  up,  on  that  single  occasion, 
The  little  I  know  that  concerns  Navigation, 
And  obtained,  inter  aJia^  some  vague  information 
Of  a  practice  which  often,  in  cases  of  robbing. 
Is  adopted  on  sliipboard — I  think  it  *s  call'd  **  Cobbing." 
How  it 's  managed  exactly  I  really  can't  say. 
But  I  think  that  a  Boot-jack  is  brought  into  play, — 
That  is,  if  I  'm  right : — it  exceeds  my  ability 

To  tell  how  'tis  done ; 

But  the  system  is  one 
Of  which  Sancho's  exploit  would  increase  the  facility. 
And,  from  all  I  can  learn,  I  'd  much  ratiier  be  robb'd 
Of  the  little  I  have  in  my  purse,  than  be  "  cobb'd ;" — 

That '»  mere  matter  of  taste : 

But  the  Frenchman  was  placed — 
I  mean  tlte  old  scoundrel  whose  actions  we've  traced — 
In  such  a  position,  tliat,  on  his  unmasking, 
ffis  consent  was  the  last  thing  the  men  XhoM^t.  oC  asking. 
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Hie  old  wonuui,  too, 

Was  obliged  to  go  througfa, 
^dii  her  bojrs,  the  rough  discipline  used  by  the  crew, 
^before  they  let  one  of  the  set  see  the  back  of  them, 
""Cobb'd"  the  whole  party, — ay,  "  every  man  Jack  of  them." 

VOIUL. 

^  Boir,  Geotle  Betder,  before  that  I  say 
^^Kvefl  for  the  present,  and  wish  you  good-day, 
Attoid  to  the  moral  I  draw  from  my  lay  I — 

If«wyoa  trarel,  like  Anthony  Blogg, 
^  vaiy  of  strangers  I— don't  take  too  much  grog  I — 
And  don't  fall  asleep,  if  you  should,  like  a  hog  I — 
Ab&Te  all— carry  with  you  a  curly-txiil'd  Dog  1 

l«ly.  don  t  act  like  Blopg,  who,  I  say  it  with  blushing, 
^'i  Sancho  next  month  for  two  guineas  at  Flushing; 
But  5tiD  on  those  words  of  the  Ban!  keep  a  fix'd  eye, 

lyORATUSC   81   DIXERIS,  OMNIA  DIXTI 1   1   I 

LEnvoye, 

I  Wt  fo  di5fa«te(l  with  Blogjr,  from  sheer  sliame  of  him, 
1  Deter  once  thought  to  inquire  what  l>ecame  of  liim ; 
If  }/ou  want  to  know,  Header,  the  way,  I  oi)ine, 

To  achieve  your  design, — 

— Mind,  it  V  no  wish  of  mine, — 
I«.-Ha  penny  will  do 't) — by  addressing  a  lino 
To  Turner,  Dry,  Weipen^yde,  Rogers,  and  Pyne. 


DAME  FREDEGONDE. 

WILUAM  ATTomr. 
Whes  folks  with  headstnmjr  pa*»ion  blind. 
To  play  the  fool  make  up  their  mind, 
They  'n»  sure  to  e<>me  with  phra-aes  nict\ 
And  mode?t  air,  for  your  ailvice. 
But,  as  a  truth  imfuiling  make  it, 
Thfj  Mtik,  but  DPver  mean  to  take  iU 


182  NARRATIVE. 

*Tis  not  adyioe  thej  want^  in  iact^ 
But  confirmation  in  their  act 
Now  mark  what  did,  in  such  a  case^ 
A  worthy  priest  who  knew  the  race. 

A  dame  more  buxom,  blithe  and  free^ 
Than  Fredegonde  you  scarce  woukl  see. 
So  smart  her  drees,  so  trim  her  shi^ 
Ne'er  hostess  offered  juice  cignp^ 
Gould  for  her  trade  wisli  better  sign ; 
Her  looks  gave  flavor  to  her  wine, 
And  each  guest  feels  it,  as  he  sips, 
Smack  of  the  ruby  of  her  lips. 
A  smile  for  all,  a  welcome  glad, — 
A  jovial  coaxing  way  she  had ; 
And, — what  was  more  her  fate  than  blame, — 
A  nine  months'  widow  was  our  dame. 
But  toil  was  hard,  for  trade  was  good, 
And  gaUants  sometimes  will  be  rude. 
^'  And  wlmt  can  a  lone  woman  do  ? 
The  nights  are  long  and  eerie  too. 
Now,  Guillot  there  's  a  likely  man. 
None  better  draws  or  taps  a  can ; 
He 's  just  the  man,  I  think,  to  suit, 
If  I  could  bring  my  courage  to 't" 
With  thoughts  like  these  her  mind  is  cross'd : 
The  dame,  they  say,  who  doubts,  is  lost 
"  But  then  the  risk  ?    I  '11  beg  a  sUce 
Of  Father  Raulin's  good  advice." 

Prankt  in  her  best,  with  looks  demure. 
She  seeks  the  priest ;  and,  to  be  sure, 
Asks  if  he  thinks  she  ought  to  wed  : 
"  With  such  a  business  on  my  head, 
I  'm  worried  off  my  legs  with  care, 
And  need  some  help  to  keep  Uiings  square. 
I  've  thought  of  Guillot,  truth  to  tell  I 
He 's  steady,  knows  his  business  well 
What  do  you  think  ?"     When  thus  he  met  her : 
"  Oh,  take  him,  dear,  you  can't  do  better !" 
"But  then  the  danger, my  ^jjkA^we^x^ 
If  of  the  man  I  make  the  m«a\fcT. 
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There  is  no  trusting  to  these  men.** 

"  Wdl,  well,  my  dear,  don't  have  him  then  1" 

**  But  help  I  mnst  hare,  there 's  the  curse. 

I  may  go  further  and  fiire  worse." 

■*  Why,  take  him  then  I'*     "  But  if  he  should 

Torn  oat  a  thanklwit  ne*er-do-good, — 

In  drink  and  riot  waste  my  all, 

And  root  me  oat  ci  house  and  hall  T' 

''Don't  have  him,  then  I    But  IVe  a  plan 

To  dear  your  doabta^  if  any  can. 

The  bells  a  peal  are  ringing, — haik  I 

Go  straight,  and  what  they  teU  you  mark. 

If  they  say  '  Yes  I'  wed,  and  be  blest— 

If  *No,'  why— do  as  you  think  besL" 

The  bells  rung  out  a  triple  bob : 
Oh,  how  our  widow's  heart  did  throb, 
And  tiius  she  heard  their  burden  go, 
**  Marry,  mar-marry,  mar-Guillot  I" 
R^Ils  were  not  then  left  to  hang  idle : 
A  week, — and  they  rang  for  her  bndal. 
But,  woe  the  while,  they  might  as  well 
Have  rung  the  poor  dame's  parting  knell 
The  ro«iy  dimples  left  her  chei*k. 
She  loc^t  her  beauties  plump  and  sleek ; 
For  Guillot  oftener  kick'd  tlian  kiss'd, 
And  back'd  his  orders  witli  his  fist, 
Proving  by  dee<ls  as  well  as  words, 
That  servants  make  the  worst  of  lords. 

She  seeks  the  priest,  her  ire  to  wreak. 
And  speaks  as  angry  women  speak, 
With  tiger  looks,  and  bosom  swelling, 
Cursing  the  hour  she  took  his  telling. 
To  all,  his  calm  reply  was  this, — 
"  I  fear  you  've  read  tlie  l)oll.<*  amiss. 
If  they  have  le<l  you  wrong  in  aught, 
Your  wish,  not  they,  inspire<l  th«»  thought. 
Just  go,  and  mark  well  what  they  say." 
Off  trudgei  1  tlie  dame  \i\\on  her  way, 
And  sure  enough  the  chime  went  so, — 
"-Doo'if  hMro  that  knave,  thMt  knave  QuiWoiV* 
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"  Too  true,"  she  orio'],  ♦•  thoro's  not  a  doubt: 
What  could  my  ears  liave  beeu  about ! ' 
She  had  forgot^  that,  as  foob  think, 
The  bell  is  ever  sure  to  diiik. 


THE  ED^G  OF  BRENTFOBD*S  TESTAMENT. 


Tbx  noUe  kmg  of  Brentford 
Was  old  and  veiy  tkk; 

He  summoned  his  phjrsicianB 
To  wait  upon  him  qddc; 

They  stq)ped  into  their  ooacfaei^ 
And  brought  their  best  physia 


They  crammed  their  gnoMOB  I 

With  potkm  and  with  pOl ; 
They  drendied  him  and  thej  Ued  him: 

They  could  not  core  his  iD. 
"  Qo  fetch,"  says  he,  "  my  Iftwjer ; 

I  'd  better  make  my  wilL" 

The  monarch's  royal  mandate 

The  lawyer  did  obey ; 
The  thought  of  six-and-^ightpenoe 

Did  make  his  heart  full  gay.  * 

"  What  is't,"  says  he,  "  your  miyesty 

Would  wish  of  me  to-day?" 

''  The  doctors  have  belabored  me 

With  potion  and  veith  pill : 
My  hours  of  life  are  counted 

0  man  of  tape  and  quill! 

Sit  down  and  mend  a  pen  or  two, 

1  want  to  make  my  will 

"  0*er  all  the  land  of  Brentford 

I  'm  lord  and  eke  of  £e  w : 
I  Ve  tliree  per  cents  and  five  per  cents ; 

My  debts  are  but  a  few ; 
And  to  inherit  aiVeit  me 

I  have  but  chiidceu  two. 
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"Prince  Thomas  is  mj  eldest  son, 

A  sober  prince  is  he ; 
And  from  Uie  day  we  breeched  him, 

Till  now  he 's  twenty-three, 
He  De\'er  caused  disquiet 

To  his  poor  mamma  or  me. 

"At  school  they  never  flogged  him ; 

At  ooUege,  though  not  fast^ 
Yet  his  httle  go  and  great  go 

He  creditably  passed, 
And  made  his  year's  allowance 

For  eighteen  months  to  last 

**  He  never  owed  a  shilling, 

Went  never  drunk  to  bed, 
lie  ha?  not  two  ideas 

Within  liid  honest  head ; 
In  all  res|>ccts  he  differs 

From  iMV  w»cond  son,  Prince  Nod. 

*•  When  Tom  has  half  hw  income 

Laid  by  at  the  year  s  end. 
Poor  Nol  ha.^  ni»*tT  a  stiver 

That  rightly  he  may  ?pend. 
But  pp«)np?s  on  a  trailo?iiian, 

«.)r  borrow.*  fn)ni  a  friend. 

*•  While*  Tom  his  lejral  studies 

Mik't  soberly  pursues. 
Poor  Ne<l  mu.^  jkiss  hii»  mornings 

Ailawdlin^r  witli  the  Muse ; 
While  Tom  frequent*^  his  banker. 

Young  Xe«l  frequents  the  Jews. 

''  Ne<l  drives  about  in  bufryrii*?, 

Tom  sonictiinrH  t;Lki\4  a  'bus; 
All.  enn'l  fati',  wiiy  uia<le  you 

My  ehiMrrn  differ  thus? 
Why  make  uf  Tom  a  dullard, 

And  Ned  s  genius  f" 
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"You  11  cot  him  with  a  ahffliiii^*' 

Exclaimed  the  man  of  wits : 
"  I'll  leave  my  wealth,"  said  Bcentlbid, 

"  Sir  Lawyer,  as  befits; 
And  portion  both  their  fortones 

Unto  their  aereral  witB." 

'*  Yonr  grace  knows  best^"  the  lawyer  said, 

"  On  your  commands  I  wail" 
''  Be  silent,  sir,"  says  Brentford, 

"A  plague  upon  your  {nate I 
Come,  take  yoor  pen  and  paper, 

And  write  as  I  dictate.*' 

The  win,  as  Brentford  q>oke  it^ 
Was  writ,  and  signed,  and  dosed; 

He  bade  the  lawyer  leave  him. 
And  turned  him  round,  and  doaed ; 

And  next  week  in  the  church-yard 
The  good  dd  king  reposed 

Tom,  dressed  in  crape  and  hatband, 

or  mourners  was  the  chief; 
In  bitter  self-upbraidings 

Poor  Edward  showed  his  grief; 
Tom  hid  his  fat,  white  countenance 

In  his  pocket  handkerchief. 

Ned's  eyes  were  full  of  weeping, 

He  faltered  in  his  walk ; 
Tom  never  shed  a  tear, 

But  onward  he  did  stalk, 
As  pompous,  black,  and  solemn. 

As  any  cata&lque. 

And  when  the  bones  of  Brentford — 

That  gentle  kinp:  and  just — 
Witli  bell,  and  Iwok,  and  candle, 

Were  duly  laid  in  dust, 
"Now,  genUemen,"  saya TYiomas^ 

"  Let  business  Y>e  diacoaaed. 


9A^MA*trM. 


!» 


Wm  taken  doM^r  £11, 
ftrlAwjfTj  joo  littiBded  him^ 

(I  mean  to  tiix  ^tmr  bill ;) 
Aod^  AS  joa  stgited  <uid  wrota  i^ 


1b«  kwyerwip^d  hn  flpectadee^ 
And  dmr  tbft  jwralmwnt  out ; 

And  ftfl  the  BMidIM  bmilj 
Sftt  Mg«trotmd  tboot: 

Poor  Ned  was  BOmcwh&t  aiixioui^ 
But  Tom  bttd  lu^er  a  doubL 


*Uj  mm,  m  J  nuke  revd^ 
1h>  N^  mj  last  kttg  bomie, 

Some  caree  I  had  for  Neddy, 
But  tw>D0  for  theev  ^7  Tom : 

Sofanc^  and  order 
Ton  ne'er  d^arted  from. 


**  Ned  bath  a  briUiAnt  g«mim| 
And  tbou  a  plodding  brain ; 

Qd  thee  1  tlu&k  wixh  pleasuie, 
On  him  with  doubt  and  pain." 

C*  Ton  eee^  good  Ned,"  wjs  Thomas, 
^  What  be  thought  about  us  twun.**) 

*^7bailg)i  vmall  wa4  jour  allowanoe, 

Ton  nved  a  Uule  store; 
And  tboee  who  save  a  little 

8hatt  g^i  a  plenty  tnorep" 
Aa  thfi  lawyer  read  thb  complimeat^ 

Tom's  ejea  were  nmmng  o'er 


"  The  tortoise  and  the  hare,  Tom^ 
Set  <mt^  at  each  his  pace ; 

The  ban  it  was  the  Bceter, 
The  tortoise  won  the  raoe; 

And  nnce  the  vorid*s  bcginniq^ 
7hm  ewwt  wm  tim  i 
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"  Ned's  genius,  blithe  and  singing 
Steps  gajly  o'er  the  ground ; 

As  stc^idilj  you  trudge  it^ 
He  clears  it  with  a  bound ; 

But  dullness  has  stout  legs,  Tom, 
And  wind  that's  wondrous  sound. 

"  O'er  fruits  and  flowers  alike^  Tom, 
Tou  pass  with  plodding  feet; 

You  heed  not  one  nor  t'other, 
But  onward  go  your  beat^ 

While  genius  stops  to  loiter 
With  all  that  he  may  meet ; 

"  And  ever,  as  he  wanders, 
Will  liavo  a  pretext  fine 

For  sleeping  in  the  morning. 
Or  loitering  to  dine, 

Or  dozing  in  the  shade, 
Or  basking  in  the  shine. 

"  Your  little  steady  eyes,  Tom, 
Though  not  so  bright  as  those 

That  restless  round  about  him 
Your  flashing  genius  throws, 

Arc  excellently  suited 
To  look  before  your  nose. 

"  Thank  heaven,  then,  for  the  blinkers 
It  placed  before  your  eyes ; 

The  stupidest  are  weakest, 
The  witty  are  not  wise ; 

O,  bless  your  good  stupidity. 
It  is  your  dearest  prize ! 

"  And  though  my  lands  are  wide. 

And  plenty  is  my  gold, 
Still  better  gifts  from  Nature, 

My  Thomas,  do  you  hold — 
A  brain  that 's  thick  and  heavy, 

A  heart  that's  dull  and  cold ; 


'Too  dull  to  feel  deprasBtoOy 

Too  hinl  to  heed  distnBi, 
ftp  eool  to  yield  to  p— ion, 

OrnDjrtendenieeBL 
Xndi  on— your  rood  is  open 

lb  wealth,  Tom,  and  BoooeaiL 

''Ned  flinneth  in  extnTaganoe^ 

And  yon  in  greedy  hut" 
C  r  finth,"  says  Ned,  <*  oor  fiulier 

Is  leai  polite  thn  just") 
"In  you,  son  Tom,  I 't8  oonfidenoe, 

But  Ned  I  can  not  tnist 

"Wherefore  my  lease  and  oopyfaoldfl, 

Uj  lands  and  tenements, 
My  paries^  my  fiums,  and  orchards, 

My  houses  and  my  rents, 
My  Dutch  stock,  and  my  Spanish  stock, 

My  fiTC  and  three  per  cents; 

*  I  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas — ** 
("  What,  all  r*  poor  Edward  said  ; 

"  Wen,  well,  I  should  hftve  spent  them, 
And  Tom  *s  a  prudent  head.**) 

"  I  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas, — 
To  you,  Di  TRUST  for  Ned." 

The  wrath  and  consternation 

What  poet  e'er  could  trace 
That  at  this  fatal  passage 

Game  o*er  Prince  Tom  his  face ; 
The  wonder  of  the  company. 

And  honest  Ned's  amaze  I 

'"Tis  sorely  some  mistake,** 

Qood-naturedly  cries  Ned ; 
The  lawyer  answered  gravely, 

"  Tis  even  as  I  said ; 
T  was  thus  his  gracious  majesty 

CMuBa/ Qo  iia  death-bed. 
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**  See,  here  the  will  is  witnessed, 

And  here 's  his  sutogrsph." 
*'  In  truth,  our  lather's  writing," 

Said  Edward,  with  a  laugh; 
**  But  thou  shalt  not  be  loser,  Tom, 

We  11  share  it  half  and  hal£" 

•  ''Alas I  mj  kind  young  gentleman, 

This  sharing  can  not  be ; 
'Tis  written  in  the  testament 

That  Brentford  q>oke  to  me, 
*  I  do  forbid  Prince  Kcd  to  give 

Prince  Tom  a  half-penny. 

"  '  He  hath  a  store  of  money. 
But  ne'er  was  known  to  lend  it; 

He  never  helped  liis  brother ; 
The  poor  he  ne'er  befriended ; 

He  hath  no  need  of  property 
He  knows  not  how  to  q)end  it. 

"  *  Poor  Edward  knows  but  how  to  spend. 

And  thrifty  Tom  to  hoard ; 
Let  Thomas  be  the  steward  then. 

And  Edward  be  the  lord ; 
And  as  tlie  honest  laborer 

Is  worthy  his  reward, 

"  ^  I  pray  Prince  Ned,  my  second  son, 

And  my  successor  dear, 
To  pay  to  his  intcndant 

Five  hundred  pounds  a  year ; 
And  to  think  of  his  old  fa^er. 

And  live  and  make  good  cheer/  " 

Such  was  old  Brentford's  honest  testament ; 

He  did  devise  his  moneys  for  the  best, 

And  lies  in  Brentford  church  in  peaceful  rest 
Prince  Edward  lived,  and  money  made  and  spent ; 

But  his  good  sire  was  wrong,  it  is  confessed, 
To  say  his  young  son  Thomas,  never  lent 

He  did.     Young  Thomas  \en\.  a\.  mXxst^eX.^ 
And  nobly  took  bis  twcnty-^ve  v«  oeaoX.. 
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big  time  the  fiunous  reign  of  Ned  endured, 
O'er  Ghiswidc,  Fnlham,  Brentford,  Putney,  Kew ; 

^of  eztrtTmganoe  he  ne'er  was  cured. 
And  when  both  died,  as  mortal  men  will  do^ 

T  WIS  commonly  reported  that  the  steward 
Wai  rery  much  the  richer  of  the  two. 


niMABSH'S  CARMEN  LILLIENSE. 

W.  XAKEPSAOl  THAOKXBAT. 

Lille,  Sept,  2,  1843. 
Jfy  heart  i»  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 

Bow  shaU  I  c*«r  my  woes  reveal  t 
I  have  no  money,  I  lie  in  pawn,        • 

A  stranger  in  the  town  of  LiUe, 


Wm  twenty  pounds  but  three  weeks  since 
From  Pans  forth  did  Titmarsh  wheel, 

I  thought  myself  as  rich  a  prince 
As  beggar  poor  I  *m  now  at  Lille. 

Confiding  in  my  ample  means — 

In  troth,  I  was  a  happy  chiel  I 
I  passed  the  gate  of  Vulencienncs. 

I  never  thought  to  come  by  Lille. 

I  never  thought  my  twenty  pounds 
Some  rascal  knave  would  dare  to  steal ; 

^  S*7^7  passed  tlie  Belgic  bounds 
At  Quievrain,  twenty  miles  from  Lille. 

To  Antwerp  town  I  hastened  post, 
And  as  I  took  my  evening  meal 

I  Mi  my  pouch, — my  purse  was  lost, 
O  Bemrea  J    Why  came  I  not  by  Lille  ? 
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I  straigfatVBj  called  for  ink  and  pen, 
To  grendmamxna  I  mode  appeal ; 

Meanwhile  a  load  of  guineas  ten 
I  borrowed  from  a  friend  so  leaL 

I  got  the  cash  from  grandmamma 
(Her  gentle  heart  my  woes  could  feeQ, 

But  where  I  went^  and  what  I  saw, 
What  matters  ?    Here  I  am  at  Lille. 

Mj  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal  ? 

I  have  no  cash,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  tlie  town  of  liUe. 


To  stealing  I  can  never  come, 
To  pawn  my  watch  I  *m  too  genteel, 

Besides,  I  left  my  watch  at  home ; 
How  could  I  pawn  it,  then,  at  Lille  ? 

"  La  note"  at  timers  the  guests  will  aay, 
I  turn  as  wliite  as  cold  boiled  veal ; 

I  turn  and  look  another  way, 
/dare  not  a.vk  the  bill  at  Lille. 

I  dare  not  to  the  landlord  say, 

"  Good  sir,  I  can  not  pay  your  bill :" 

He  tliinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
And  is  quite  proud  I  stay  at  Lille. 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
Like  Rothschild  or  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

And  so  ho  serves  mo  every  day 
The  best  of  meat  and  drink  in  Lille. 

Yet  when  he  looks  me  in  the  fisice 

I  blush  as  red  as  cochineal ; 
And  tliink  did  he  but  know  my  case. 

How  changed  he  'd  be,  my  host  of  LiDe. 
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Vj  hint  ii  weuy^  my  pe^oe  is  goiu^ 
How  dull  I  e'er  my  wooi  reve»i  ? 

I  b«i9  no  iDOoey  1 1  lie  in  pawn, 
A  ttran^cr  in  the  to  wn  of  IiU& 

nL 

1^  na  bm«ta  out  in  Curioiu  blu^ 
I  ptfipinte  from  be«d  to  be«l ; 

rdBhtttoluro  &  oiw^orw  duise ; 
How  ou  I,  without  CMDh^  » t  LiU«  ? 

I  ptm  in  ■untune  bomiiig  hot 
By  ««ifi«  wbeio  in  beei^  they  deal ; 

I  ihhik  how  plwiint  wore  a  pot, 
A  frothing  pot  ort>eer  of  Mlel 

Wh&t  is  yon  house  with  walla  to  thick, 
AH  girt  around  with  guard  and  grille  7 

0,  graciooft  gods,  it  makes  me  iick^ 
It  is  the  j^ftfon-^ovM  of  Lillet 

0  nmed  pnsoo  etroag  and  barred, 
U  doett  my  veiy  blood  congeal  I 

1  tremUe  as  I  pass  the  guard, 
AjvI  quit  that  ugly  part  of  LiUe. 

Th*  chutich-door  beggar  wliinea  and  prays, 

I  turn  awiy  at  tiiii  appeal : 
Ah,  church-door  beggar  I  go  tliy  ways! 

Too  're  not  tbo  poorest  man  in  Lille. 

My  heart  is  weaiy,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal  7 

I  hsTc  no  mooey^  I  Lc  in  pawn, 
A  Btnnger  in  the  town  of  LiU& 


IT- 


Say,  abaU  I  to  yon  Flemish  chmich, 

Ajid  At  a  Popish  altv  kn<;«^l  ? 
Odonot'n.        ■        .      'K*  luircU, — 

9 


IM 


Ye  YirginB  drened  in  flstm  boopi^ 
Ye  xnartyn  Blain  to  mortal  wed, 

Look  Idiidly  down  I  befoeyoartoqa 
The  mMeinhUant  man  in  LiUei 

Andlol  as  I  beheld  with  awe 
A  {Hctured  saint  (I  swear  'tisreal)  ' 

It  smiled,  and  turned  to  grandmamma!— 
Itdidl  andlhadhopeinliUel 

T  was  five  o'dook,  and  I  oonld  eal^ 
Although  I  could  not  pay,  my  meal ; 

I  hasten  bade  mto  the  atraet 
Where  Ilea  my  inn,  the  best  in  lille. 

What  see  I  on  my  table  stand,— 
A  letter  with  a  weU-kngwn  seal? 

Tis  grandmamma's  I    I  know  her  hand, — 
To  Mr.  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  Lille." 

I  feel  a  choking  iu  my  throaty 
I  pant  and  stagger,  faint  and  reel  I 

It  is — it  is — a  ten  pound  note. 
And  I  'm  no  more  in  pawn  at  Idlle  I 

IHe  goei  off  bj  tho  diligence  thAl  erening,  and  la  reitortd  to 
the  boeom  of  hli  bapp7  tuaSljJ] 


SHADOWS 

Deep  I  I  own  I  start  at  shadows, 

Listen,  I  will  tell  you  why  j 
(Life  itself  is  but  a  taper, 

Casting  shadows  tUl  we  die.) 

Once,  in  Italy,  at  Florence, 

I  a  radiant  girl  adored: 
When  she  came,  she  aaw,  iSd^  ocmn^^^st^ 
And  by  Oupd  I  was  floote^ 


LAMTJEHIC. 
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Boopd  mj  heart  her  gloaey  ringleta 

Were  m jaterionalj  entwined — 
And  her  soft  voluptoous  glances 

AH  my  inmost  thonghtB  difined. 

^'ICacaraManddina! 

Are  we  not^  indeed,"  I  cried, 
'*An  the  world  to  one  anotherr 

Ifandolina  smiled  and  sighed. 

Eirth  was  Eden,  she  an  angel, 

I  a  Jopiter  enshrined — 
131  one  night  I  saw  a  damning 

DoMe  akadow  en  her  Hind! 

^  Fire  and  fury  I  double  shadows 

Od  th«*ir  bed-room  windows  ne'er, 
T.»  my  knowirdge,  liave  been  cast  by 

Li  .i<  <  virtuous  and  fair. 

"FaL>ef  abandoned,  Mandolinal 

Fare  thee  well,  for  evermore  I 
Vengeance !"  shrieked  I,  **  vengeance !  vengeance  I" 

And  I  thundered  through  the  door. 

This  event  occurred  next  morning ; 

Mandolina  staring  sat^ 
Stark  amaz'd,  as  out  I  tumbled, 

Raving  mad,  without  a  hat  I 

Six  weeks  after  I  'd  a  letter. 

On  its  rood  six  weeks  delayed — 
With  a  dozen  nvdirections 

From  the  lost  one,  and  it  said : 

"Foolwh,  wicked,  cruel  Albert! 

Baso  BU!<picion*»  doubts  resign ; 
DvMe  lights  throw  double  nhadow^l 

MkadoUDa — ever  thiac." 
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^^  Heavens,  what  an  ass  I'*  I  mattered, 
''  Not  before  to  think  of  that  I**^ 

And  again  I  nudied  excited 
To  the  rail,  without  a  hat^ 

"Mandolina!  Mandolinal" 
When  her  house  I  reached,  I  cried: 

"  Pardon,  dearest  love  I"  she  answered— 
''  I  *m  the  Russian  Consul's  bride  I" 

Thus,  by  Muscovite  barbarian, 
And  by  Fate,  my  life  was  crossed ; 

Wonder  ye  I  start  at  shadows  7 
Types  of  Mandolina  lost 


THE    RETORT. 

GBORGE  P.  M0RBI8. 

Old  Nick,  who  taught  the  village  school, 

Wedded  a  maid  of  homespun  habit ; 
He  was  stubborn  as  a  mule, 

She  was  playful  as  a  rabbit. 

Poor  Jane  had  scarce  become  a  wife. 
Before  her  husband  sought  to  make  her 

The  pink  of  country-polished  life, 
And  prim  and  formal  as  a  Quaker. 

One  day  the  tutor  went  abroad, 

And  simple  Jenny  sadly  missed  him ; 
When  he  returned,  behind  her  lord 

She  slyly  stole,  and  fondly  kissed  him  I 

The  husband's  anger  rose  1 — and  red 

And  white  his  face  alternate  grew ! 
"Less  freedom,  ma^atuV — Saxie^^^tsA^'i^ 

"  OA,  dear!  I  did  tCt  knouj  H-umw  \|ou V^ 
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SATIRICAL. 


THE  BABBLE:   OR,   WHO   PATSt 

BAKUIL  BUmi. 

How  TBrioos  and  innameraUe 
Are  thoK  who  lire  upon  the  rabble  I 
Tis  thej  maintain  the  Church  and  State, 
Employ  the  priest  and  magistrate ; 
Bear  all  the  charge  of  government, 
And  pay  the  public  fines  and  rent : 
Defray  all  Uxes  and  excises, 
And  impositions  of  all  prices ; 
Bemr  all  th*  expen««o  of  peace  and  war, 
And  pay  the  pulpit  and  the  bar ; 
Mainuin  all  churches  and  religion^ 
And  give  their  pastors  exhibitions ; 
And  thoK*  who  have  the  greatest  flocks 
Are  primitive  and  orthodox ; 
Suf^ixyrt  aD  schismatics  and  sects, 
And  pay  thorn  for  tormenting  texts ; 
Take  all  their  doctrines  off  their  hands, 
And  pay  *em  in  good  rents  and  lands; 
Disdiarge  all  costly  offices, 
The  doctor's  and  tlio  lawyer's  fees, 
The  hangman's  wages,  and  tlie  scores 
Of  caterpillar  bawds  and  whores ; 
Discharge  all  damages  and  costs 
Of  Knights  and  Squires  of  the  Post; 
An  statesmen,  cut-purses,  and  padders, 
And  pay  for  uU  their  ropes  and  ladders ; 
AH  pettifoggers,  and  all  sorts 
Of  marketa,  churcbei^  and  of  courta; 
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AH  sums  of  money  paid  or  spemt, 
With  all  the  charges  incident^ 
Laid  out,  or  thrown  away,  or  giren 
To  purchase  this  worid,  HeQ  or  Heaven. 


THE   CHAMELEON. 


As  the  Chameleon  who  la  known 

To  haTe  no  colors  of  its  own : 

But  borrows  from  his  neighbor's  hue 

His  white  or  black,  his  green  or  bbe; 

And  struts  as  much  in  ready  Ugh^ 

Which  credit  gives  him  upon  ufjtA: 

As  if  the  rainbow  were  in  tail 

Settled  on  him,  and  his  heirs  male; 

So  the  young  squire,  when  first  he  < 

From  country  school  to  Will  or  Tom's : 

And  equally,  in  truth  is  fit 

To  be  a  statesman  or  a  wit; 

Without  one  notion  of  his  own, 

He  saunters  wildly  up  and  down ; 

Till  some  acquaintance,  good  or  bad, 

Takes  notice  of  a  staring  lad ; 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang: 

They  jest,  reply,  dispute,  harangue ; 

He  acts  and  talks,  as  they  befriend  him, 

Smear'd  with  the  colors  which  they  lend  hi 

Thus  merely,  as  his  fortune  chances^ 
His  merit  or  his  vice  advances. 

If  haply  he  the  sect  pursues^ 
That  read  and  comment  upon  news; 
He  takes  up  their  mysterious  face : 
He  drinks  his  coffee  without  lace. 
This  week  his  mimic  tongue  runs  o*er 
What  they  have  8aid  the  week  before ; 
His  wisdom  sets  all  Europe  right, 
And  teaches  Mar\boTou^Vivf\i<ecL\o€k!S^t. 

Or  if  it  be  his  fate  vo  mee\. 
With  folks  who  have  more  v;r©«\^  V)aMkT 
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He  lore?  cheap  port,  and  double  bub ; 

And  settles  io  the  hum-drum  club : 

He  loams  how  stocks  will  fall  or  rise ; 

Hr4<is  poverty  the  greatest  vice ; 

Thinks  wit  the  bane  of  conversation ; 
And  says  tiiat  learning  spoils  a  nation. 

But  ']£,  at  first,  he  minds  his  hits, 
And  drinks  champagne  among  the  wits  I 
Fire  deep  he  toasts  the  towering  lasses ; 
Repeats  you  verses  wrote  on  glasses ; 
Is  in  the  chair ;  prescribes  the  law  ; 
And  hes  with  those  he  never  saw. 


MERRY    ANDREW. 

MATTHEW   PRIOR. 

Slt  Merry  Andrew,  tho  last  Srwithwark  fair 
(At  Rirtln  >rmow  he  did  not  much  appear : 
>v)  p»?<'vij>h  was  the  t^dict  of  the  Mayor) 
At  Southwark,  thoreforo,  as  his  tricks  he  show*d, 
To  please  our  master?,  and  his  friends  the  crowd ; 
A  hu;:e  neat's  tonguo  ha  in  his  right  hand  held : 
His  If  ft  was  with  a  huge  black  pudding  fiU'd. 
With  a  grave  look  in  this  odd  equipage, 
The  clownish  mimic  traverses  tlie  stage : 
Why.  how  now,  Andrew!  cries  his  brother  droll, 
To-<lay's  conceit,  meihinks,  is  something  dull : 
C>me  on,  sir,  to  our  worthy  friends  explain. 
What  does  your  emhU-niatic  worship  moan  ? 
Quotli  Andrew ;  Hon<'st  En«:lish  let  us  speak  : 
Your  emble— {what  d'  y»'  call 't)  is  heathen  Greek. 
To  tongue  or  pudding  thou  hast  no  pretense  ; 
lA'aming  thy  talent  is,  but  mino  is  s<^nst?. 
That  busy  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  now ; 
Desirous  to  correct,  not  knowing  how  : 
With  very  goo<l  de><ign,  but  Httlc  wit, 
Blaming  or  praUing  things,  as  I  thought  fit. 
I  foc.thL<«  ccmduct  ha»l  what  I  licserv'd  ; 
And  demUDg  honestly,  was  almost  starv'd. 
9* 
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But,  tliiiiiks  to  Tiiy  iii'liilu-'iit  >ta:'^.  I  "'a'  : 
Since  I  have  found  tlie  ^e^•^'t  to  U*  ^'nai. 
O,  dearest  Andrew,  says  the  humble  dn>n, 
Henceforth  may  I  obey,  and  thou  control; 
Provided  tliou  impart  thy  useflil  skilL — 
Bow  then,  says  Andrew ;  and,  fw  once,  I  wilL — 
Be  of  your  patron*s  mind,  wbate'er  he  says ; 
Sleep  very  much :  think  little;  and  talk  less; 
^f  ind  neitiier  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrongs 
But  eat  your  pudding,  slave ;  and  hold  yoor  ftcmgae. 

A  reverend  prelate  stopped  his  ootuch  and  six, 
To  laugh  a  little  at  our  Andrew's  tridca; 
But  when  he  heard  him  give  this  gdden  rule^ 
Drive  on  (he  cried);  this  felkyw  is  no  iboL 


JACK   AND   JOAN. 


But  qnleonqM  voM  pQliH 
Anlii  calmiM  labrleo^  *& 


Interred  beneath  this  marble  stone 
Lie  sauntering  Jack  and  idle  Joan. 
Wliile  rolling  threescore  years  and  one 
Did  round  this  globe  their  courses  run;    ' 
If  human  things  went  ill  or  weU; 
If  changing  empires  rose  or  fell ; 
The  morning  past>  the  evening  came, 
And  found  tliis  couple  still  the  sAme. 
They  walked  and  eat,  good  folks :  what  then  7 
Why  then  they  walk'd  and  eat  tgftin : 
They  soundly  slept  the  night  away; 
They  just  did  nothing  all  the  day; 
And  having  buried  children  four, 
Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more ; 
Nor  sister  either  had,  nor  brother ; 
Tliey  seemed  just  tallied  for  each  other. 

Their  mond  and  economy 
Most  perfectly  they  made  ^gtee*. 
Each  virtue  kept  its  pro^t  ^Ksraai^ 

I'd  on  the  oihei^a  gtoon^ 


\ 
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Kor  ftme^  nor  oensore  the j  regarded ; 
fhflj  ndtfaer  poniah'd  nor  rewarded. 
He  cared  not  what  the  footman  did  ; 
Her  maids  ahe  neither  praia'd  nor  diid ; 
So  emy  aorant  took  his  course; 
And  bad  at  firat^  thej  aU  grew  worse. 
Sblfafiil  diaoitlw  filled  hia  stable ; 
And  dofttah  plenty  deck*d  her  table. 
Thar  beer  was  Btnmg ;  their  wine  was  port; 
Their  meal  was  laige ;  their  grace  was  abort 
Tbej  gKf9  the  poor  the  renmant  meat^ 
Jnst  when  it  grew  not  fit  to  eat 

Tbej  paid  the  diurch  and  parish  rate ; 
And  took,  bat  read  not  the  receipt: 
For  which  they  daim  their  Sunday's  due, 
Of  abanbering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No  man's  defects  sought  they  to  know ; 
So  never  made  themselves  a  foe, 
No  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend ; 
So  never  rais'd  themselves  a  friend. 
Nor  dieriah'd  they  relations  poor ; 
That  might  decrease  their  present  store : 
Nor  bam  nor  house  did  they  repair ; 
That  might  oblige  their  future  heir. 

They  neither  added  nor  confounded ; 
They  neither  wanted  nor  abounded. 
Each  Christmas  they  accorapts  did  clear, 
And  wound  their  bottom  rgund  the  year. 
Nor  tear  or  smile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  pricf  or  joy. 
When  bells  were  rung,  and  bonfires  made, 
If  ask'd  they  ne'er  denied  their  aid ; 
Their  jug  was  to  the  ringers  carrie<], 
Whoever  either  died,  or  married. 
Their  biDet  at  the  fire  was  found. 
Whoever  was  <lepo8'd,  or  crown'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  foolit,  nor  wise ; 
They  would  not  lt»am,  nor  could  advise : 
Without  love,  liatred,  joy,  or  fear, 
They  led — a  kind  of— as  it  were : 
Nor  wisird,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cried: 
And  9o  tin-y  liv'ti^  snd  so  they  died« 
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THE   PROGRESS   OF   POETRY. 


Thb  fanner^s  goose,  who  in  the  itabUe 
Hu  fed  without  restpunt  or  txooblfl^ 
Grown  fat  with  oom  and  atting  atill, 
Can  Bcaroe  get  o'er  the  iMnndoor  dl; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  oool 
Her  belly  in  the  sfiifl^iboriDg  pool  I 
Nor  kmdly  caddes  at  the  door; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

Bnt^  when  she  most  be  tnm'd  to  grus^ 
And  round  the  barren  oommon  strays^ 
Hard  exercise,  and  harder  &re, 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  tptsn] 
Her  body  light^  she  tries  her  wings, 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  springs. 
While  all  the  parish,  as  she  flies, 
Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skiesL 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay, 
The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play; 
His  morning  draughts  till  noon  can  swill, 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roust  beef  his  belly  full, 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat^  and  dull, 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
What  poet  e*er  could  take  his  flij^tY 
Or,  stuiOTd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat, 
What  poet  e*cr  could  sing  a  note? 
Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 
The  steed,  oppressed,  would  break  his  girtb, 
To  raise  tlie  lumber  from  the  earthy  '^ 

But  view  him  in  another  scene,  ^t." 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail, 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years'  coat  so  smooth  and  baie^ 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air; 
With  hungry  meals  Vua  \)ody  pvudd^ 
TTim  gats  and  beUy  t^  di  *fn&ii\  ^  v^^ 
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And  like  ft  jockey  for  ft  noe^ 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flying  case: 
How  his  esulted  Bpiiii  loathes 
SDCombrancefl  of  food  and  dothes; 
And  xsp  be  risee  like  a  y^xw, 
fliqiported  high  on  wings  of  paper. 
He  anging  flies^  and  fl^^ng  singa^ 
Whib  fiom  below  an  Grab  street  rings. 


TWELVE  ARTICLES. 

DXAH  8WIIT. 

L 

hat  it  may  more  quarrels  breed, 
I  win  never  hear  yoa  read. 

n. 
By  dispating,  I  wiU  nerer, 
To  o(»iTince  you  once  endeavor. 

m. 
When  a  paradox  you  stick  to, 
I  wiU  never  contradict  you. 


When  I  talk  and  you  are  heedless, 
I  win  show  no  anger  needless. 


When  your  speeches  are  absurd, 
I  win  ne'er  object  a  word. 


When  you  furious  argue  wrong, 
I  win  grieve  and  hold  my  tongue. 

vu. 
Not  a  jest  or  humorous  story 
Win  I  ever  tell  before  ye : 
To  be  chidden  for  explaining, 
When  you  quite  mistaka  the  meaning. 
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vin. 
Never  more  will  I  suppose, 
You  can  taste  my  verse  or  prose. 

IX. 

You  no  more  at  me  shall  fret^ 
While  I  teach  and  you  forget 

X. 

You  shall  never  hear  me  thunder, 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder. 

XL 

Show  your  poverty  of  spirit, 
And  in  dress  place  all  your  merit; 
Give  yourself  ten  thousand  airs: 
That  with  mc  sliall  break  no  squares. 

xn. 
Never  will  I  give  advice, 
Till  you  please  to  ask  me  thrice : 
Which  if  you  in  scorn  reject, 
'T  will  be  just  as  I  expect 

Thus  we  both  shall  have  our  ends, 
And  continue  special  friends. 


THE    BEASTS'    CONFESSION. 

DEAN  SWIFT. 

When  beasts  could  speak  (the  learned  say 

They  still  can  do  so  every  day), 

It  seems,  they  had  religion  then, 

As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 

It  happen'd,  when  a  plague  broke  out 

(Which  therefore  iiia<le  tliem  more  devout), 

The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain,* 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  command, 

That  every  subject  in  the  V&ivd 


[  Eo  the  priest  ooolew  thdr  t 
i  tfaorthe  jHons  Wdf  begins: 
Good  ihther,  I  most  own  with  ahame, 
An  often  I  haTe  been  to  Utme : 
Iffloit  eonfen^  on  niday  Itst^ 
Wretch  that  I  was  I  I  fardcemjfiMt: 
te  I  ddy  the  basest  toagae 
lbprof«  I  did  mj  ne^^fabor  wrong; 
O^eier  went  to  sedc  my  fiwd, 
Bf  npiae,  thefty  or  tfaiist  of  blood. 

Ihe  iLji  spproadnng  nezt^  oonftss'd, 
IW  in  his  heart  be  krred  a  jest : 
A  wag  he  waa^  he  needs  ninst  own, 
And  ooold  not  let  a  dnnoe  akme : 
Sometimes  his  friend  be  would  not  ^mtp, 
And  migfat  perhaps  be  too  serere : 
Bat  jet  the  worst  that  could  be  said, 
He  was  a  wit  both  bom  and  bred ; 
And,  if  it  be  a  sin  and  shame, 
Nature  alone  must  bear  tho  blame : 
One  fiuih  he  has,  is  sorry  for  % 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short; 
Which  could  he  to  the  standard  bring, 
He  'd  show  bis  face  before  the  king : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there  'a  none  disputes 
That  he  *s  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  Swine  with  contrite  heart  allowed. 
His  sh^)e  and  beauty  made  him  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice, 
But  gfaittony  was  ne*cr  his  vice  : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content^ 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  sent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parish  round, 
A  better  neighbor  ne*cr  was  found ; 
His  vigilance  miglit  some  displease ; 
*Tis  true,  he  hated  sloth  like  pease. 

The  mimic  Ape  began  his  chatter. 
How  evil  tongues  liis  life  bespatter; 
Much  of  the  censuring  worid  complainM, 
Who  said,  liis  gravity  was  feigned : 
Indeed,  the  strictness  of  hn  morals 
f  him  in  m  hundred  qovrels : 
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He  saw,  and  he  was  griered  to  we  % 
His  ceal  was  sometunea  indiscreet; 
He  found  his  virtuea  too  severe 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear; 
Yet  such  a  lewd  licentioos  age 
Might  well  excuse  a  stoic's  nge. 

The  Goat  advanced  with  decent  pace^ 
And  first  excused  his  youthful  &oe; 
Forgiveness  begged  that  he  vppen^d 
(T  was  Nature's  fiuilt)  without  a  beaid. 
'Tis  true,  he  was  not  much  inclined 
To  fondness  for  the  female  kind : 
Not^  as  his  enemies  otgect^ 
From  chance,  or  natural  defect; 
Not  by  his  fiigid  ccmstitution ; 
But  through  a  pious  resolution : 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  Chastity,  as  monks  do  now : 
Which  he  resolved  to  keep  forever  hence. 
And  strictly  too,  as  doth  his  reverence. 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  shall  find, 
How  just  it  suits  with  human  kind. 
Some  faults  we  own ;  but  can  you  guess? 
— ^Why,  virtue 's  carried  to  excesa^ 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us. 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  Lawyer  swears  (you  may  rely  on 't) 
He  never  squeezed  a  needy  client ;  . 
And  this  he  makes  his  constant  rule. 
For  which  his  bretliren  call  him  fool ; 
His  conscience  always  was  so  nice, 
He  fireely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
By  which  he  lost)  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  last  Easter  term ; 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe, 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  dispatch; 
Ne'er  kept  a  cause,  he  well  may  boast^ 
Above  a  term  or  two  at  most 

The  cringing  Knave,  who  seeks  a  place 
Without  success,  thus  tella  his  case : 
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Wlqr  flboold  he  longer  miDoe  the  matter  ? 
Be  fioTd,  becufle  ha  oonld  not  flaUer : 
He  had  not  leam'd  to  torn  his  ooat^ 
Kor  fior  a  partj  give  his  Fote: 
Q«  crime  he  qnioldy  underatood ; 
Tbo  aealoos  fiv  the  nation's  good :     * 
He  ibimd  the  ministen  resent  it^ 
Yet  could  not  Ibr  his  heart  lepMit  it 

The  Oiaplain  jown,  he  can  not  fitwn, 
Thoai^  it  wonld  raise  him  to  the  kwn: 
He  passed  his  hours  among  his  books ; 
Ton  find  it  in  his  meager  kxto: 
He  mighty  if  he  were  woridly  wise^ 
Frelerment  get^  and  spare  his  eyes; 
But  owns  be  had  a  stubborn  Bpiiit, 
That  made  him  trust  alone  to  merit ; 
Would  rise  by  merit  to  promotion ; 
Alas  I  a  mere  chimeric  notioiL 

The  Doctor,  if  you  will  believe  him, 
Confessed  a  sin ;  (and  Qod  forgive  him  I) 
Gsll*d  up  at  midnight)  ran  to  save 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  grave : 
But  see  how  Satan  q[>reads  his  snares; 
He  quite  forgot  to  say  his  prayers. 
He  can  not  help  it,  for  his  hearty 
Sometimes  to  act  the  parson^s  part : 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  sentence, 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance ; 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good. 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food : 
At  which,  however  well  intended. 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended ; 
And  grown  so  bold  behind  his  back, 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  seat ; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat; 
And  calls,  without  affecting  airs, 
His  household  twice  a-day  to  prayers. 
He  shuns  apothecaries*  shops, 
And  hates  to  cram  the  rick  with  slops : 
He  scorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade ; 
Kor  bribes  zDjrlsdf'siavoritt  maid. 
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Old  nnrae-keepen  would  Derer  hire, 
To  recommend  him  to  the  squire ; 
Which  othera,  ifdiom  he  will  not  name, 
Have  oflcn  practiced  to  their  shame. 

The  Statesman  tells  3rou,  with  a  sneer, 
His  fault  is  to  be  too  sincere ; 
And  having  no  sinister  ends, 
Is  apt  to  disoblige  his  friends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  master's  glory, 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  the  schemes  he  had  in  view, 
Yet  he  was  seconded  by  few: 
Though  some  had  spread  a  thousand  lies, 
'T  was  he  defeated  the  excise. 
'T  was  known,  though  he  had  borne  aq>er8ion, 
That  standing  troops  were  his  aversion : 
His  practice  was,  in  every  station, 
To  serve  the  king,  and  please  the  nation. 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  case 
The  fittest  man  to  fill  a  place : 
His  promises  he  ne'er  forgot^ 
But  took  memorials  on  tlie  spot ; 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charity. 
Said  he  affected  popularity ; 
'Tis  true,  the  people  understood, 
That  all  he  did  was  for  their  good ; 
Theu-  kind  alTections  he  has  tried ; 
No  love  Ls  lost  on  cither  side. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  clear. 
Which  now  he  runs  out  every  year ; 
Must  ft  the  rate  that  he  goes  on. 
Inevitably  be  undone : 
O I  if  his  majesty  would  please 
To  frive  him  but  a  writ  of  ease, 
Would  grant  him  license  to  retire, 
As  it  has  long  been  his  desire, 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  found, 
He 's  poorer  by  ten  thousand  pound. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  sin. 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 
He  thought  it  base  for  irwiTi  m  «^a>ACiiA^ 
To  crowd  the  court  with  \he\i  i^iVB^ooa*. 


SATIRICAL.  211 

fiis  country  was  his  dearest  mother, 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother ; 
Tlirougli  modesty  or  awkward  shame 
(For  which  he  owns  himself  to  blame), 
ih*  found  the  wisest  man  he  could, 
\Vithout  respect  to  friends  or  blood ; 
Kor  ever  acts  on  private  views, 
When  he  has  liberty  to  choose. 

The  Sharper  swore  he  hated  play, 
Ezci'pt  to  pass  an  hour  away : 
And  woU  he  migrht ;  for,  to  his  cost^ 
By  want  of  skill  he  always  lost ; 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 
Who  had  contrived  a  thousand  feats ; 
Could  change  the  stock,  or  cog  a  die. 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  eye : 
Xor  wonder  how  his  fortune  sunk, 
Hi-i  brutliiTs  ll<*t»ce  liim  wlu-n  he  *s  drunk. 

I  <iwn  tlu*  moral  not  exact, 
lM->i"lo.««,  the  tale  is  false,  in  fact ; 
.\iid  so  absurtl,  that  could  I  raise  up, 
Kn«ni  fi«'Ms  Elysian,  fablinc:  -£<op, 
I  wvyuM  aci-U'»e  him  to  his  face, 
For  LU:linjr  tlu*  fnur-f(X)t  race. 
Cn-atures  of  «*vcTy  kind  but  ours 
Wfll  o»!nprchend  th<'ir  natural  powers, 
While  w»'.  whom  reason  oujrht  to  sway, 
Mistake  our  talenti»  overy  day. 
'file  Ass  was  never  known  so  stupid. 
To  act  iiiv  part  of  Tniy  or  Cnpiil ; 
Ni»r  Iraps  upon  his  master's  lap, 
TIh'H'  to  Ih»  stroked,  and  f»Ml  wiUi  pap, 
A"*  Al?op  wouhl  tin*  worKl  persuade; 
Ui'  lM'tt«T  und«'rstan«l'*  hL*  trade: 
Xor  ct»mt»s  whem-'tT  his  huly  whistles, 
But  rarrifs  loads,  and  fi'e«ls  on  thistles. 
Our  author's  nn-anini:.  I  pn*<unie.  is 
A  «n-aturi*  hij)^^  ft  iiupUimvt  ; 
Whi'ii'iu  till"  iiMirali.-t  d«'si:^n'd 
A  <.tini{>Iiiiii'iit  411  liMuian  kind; 
Fur  hrre  ht>  owns,  that  now  and  tlicn 
Boavt*  may  dofftmontc  into  men. 


SIS  ■▲TISIOAL. 

A  NEW  SIMILE  FOB  THE  LADIES. 

WITH  tnOXJL  AXKOUSKBKMf 


To  males  •  vrllv  ate  Uf  Mi, 
Toa*T0  aotUMT  «to  to  do  tal  I 


/ 


I OFTEK  tried  in  vain  to  find 

A.  similet  fi)r  wominkind, 

A  nmile,  I  mean,  to  fit  'em, 

In  every  drcumatanoe  to  hit  'an4 

Through  every  beast  and  bird  I  wei^ 

I  ranaack'd  every  element; 

And,  after  peeping  throng  an  natoie^ 

To  find  80  whimsical  a  cre«tara^ 

A  cloud§  presented  to  my  view, 

And  straight  this  parallel  I  drew: 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about, 
They  keep  us  in  soBgeuae  and  doubt^ 
Tet^  oft  perverse,  like  womankind, 
Are  seen  to  scud  against  the  wind : 
And  are  not  women  just  the  same  ? 
For  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  ?| 

Clouds  keep  the  stoutest  mortals  under. 
When,  bellowing,^  they  discharge  their  thunder: 
So,  when  the  alarum-bell  is  rung, 
Of*  Xanti*8**  everlasting  tongue, 

*  The  fonotring  foot-notM,  wMoh  appear  to  be  Dr.  Sheridan'i^  tfo  nfiami 
from  the  Irish  edition.    They  hit  the  ignomioe  of  the  ladko  In  ttaft  afft. 

t  Mott  ladies,  in  reading,  eaU  thia  word  a  mdU;  bat  fhiqr  ara  to  Bote,  tl  eo»> 
Biata  of  three  87llabloa,Btin.i4e.    In  Engllah,  a  UkeneaiL 

t  Not  to  hurt  them. 

i  Not  like  a  gnn  or  pistoL 

I  Thia  la  not  meant  aa  to  shooting,  bat  reaolTiBg. 

if  This  word  la  not  here  to  be  onderatood  of  a  ball,  bat  a  eload,  vUeh  makaa  a 
noiae  like  a  boll,  when  it  thnndera. 

**  Xanti,  a  nick-name  of  Xaatippe,  that  aodld  of  glorloaa  manorj,  who  nerer  fat 
poor  Socrates  hare  one  momeat*a  peace  of  mind ;  jefc  whh  onescampled  pattooea 
he  bore  her  pestilential  tongue.  I  shall  beg  the  ladiee*  pardon  If  I  Inaeit  a  few 
pasaagea  concerning  her :  and  at  the  aame  time  1  aaaore  them  Itla  not  to  leaaoa 
those  of  the  present  age,  who  are  poasossed  of  the  like  landabla  tafanta 
eoofeaa,  that  I  know  three  in  the  city  of  Dnblin,  no  way  infbrlor  to  Xaatlppt,  bat 
tbst  they  hare  not  aa  great  men  to  work,  u'ipon. 
When  a  Mend  asked  Soeratea  how  \i«  ooiA&haax  lihA  i«M&B«tll^fi»*i?«%' 
ifppek  lie  rtlorted,  and  aakiid  Wm  Iww  b«  owdA  \»<a«  ^ib» 


tottoleaaoa 
UforlwOI  I 

iBtlpp«,bat  I 
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i  dn*d8  iti  bodoeBs  mon 

its.     ■  ^B^OBOB^m  &^  or  thmider'ft  nwr. 

Cbttdi  wieepv  u  t^  dov  without  pain ; 
^  what  an  tem  but  women's  nun  ? 
fti  doodf  About  the  veUdn  ro«ni  :* 
^  lidieB  nener  vtej  ■!  hoiD«L 

71)«  doud*  baQd  castltt  in  the  ait, 
Afluu  peontur  to  tbe  fiur  i 
IW  ill  tbe  Mbemes  of  tbeir  forec»0tiug,t 
^  not  more  BoUd  nor  loore  Luting. 
1  doud  m  tight  by  tunu^  «nd  dvk^ 
^  is  «.  Udy  with  her  epArk  j 
1km  with  A  midden  pouting}  gkwm 
fte  wema  U>  darken  sJl  the  room ; 
i^  dbe*i  i^nsed,  hi;  feu's  begoOod,} 
iad  aB  n  dnr  when  she  bfis  smiled, 
hi  ihii  tbcy  're  wondroiulj,  alike, 
^  bope  this  simile  wiU  strike)! 
TboQgh  in  the  dvkcBb  dumpaT  jon  view  them, 
SUj  bat  A  moment,  you  11  see  throtigh  them. 

The  doads  Are  Apt  to  make  reflection,** 
And  freqnentlj  produce  inft^ction : 


VkttBffvtfabyvBplbr  nK,rflpllMlil«tHead;  0o  doM  mj  wife  bear  chU- 

*>W  ukoi  M  edotter  Ohc,  bj  e  frtaod,  boir  be  wuld  bear  ber  tongne,  be 
*^  ^  VH  ef  tbfi  set  lo  him,  that  ibe  uugfat  bfm  to  b^ir  the  Impertloenoes 
I'  Mho*  wlih  i*ar«  «MB  Then  be  wmt  abnu] /1«^  d$  Ce^endL  ex.  ho§t. 

IvniM  taHlcd  bli  fHeod  Edtb/ioedm  ta  Bupperi  XanUppe,  in  great  rage, 
*^  IM*  theM,  abd  vmaet  (be  taUe.  EaUijrmedui^  rtidng  in  a  passion  to  go  c^ 
VriMT  M«i4,  ebLTf  aid  frxratu^  did  ovL  ■  ben  do  tb»  same  thing  at  jroor 
^K  Ihr  «lAer  daj,  ^  did  I  thow  *ny  rcecntmcn^?— ptot  lis  ira  eohibenda. 

I  seOd  grrm  Wmny  man  iofacgs  of  b«r  tc  muj^uicy  ud  bis  philosophy.  If 
'vtb  a  ynoesdlqg  M^  not  \aok  as  If  1  vEte  glad  «f  an  opportanitj  to  expose 
At  Ur  *»i  bst,.  to  ibev  that  I  baveno  leeb  dtstgru  I  declare  soiemnlj,  that  I 
M  BflcA  vor  in  1^11  of  brr  iH^a^iw  to  her  husband,  vUeb  I  rather 

^swd  vw,  ^m  •mv«Bk  oi  ih«  great  oMeen  vlilch  1  bear  the  ladies,  especially 
*Mt  fai  tW  haaorable  station  of  matrimony. 


f  Xel 

:TbrMdavo«ttlMl^ 
I  TMi  is  to  be  aDdemood  not  In  the 
hmlillt  brtif  twemeenhicia, 


%  Mha  il&    We  have  a  merry  Jig  called 


of  wort,  when 
or  chanted. 

Dnmpty-Deary, 


patyeaHcr 
teiMW 
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So  Celia,  with  small  provocation, 
Blasts  every  neighbor's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  show, 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow ;) 
The  gravest  matron*  will  confess. 
That  she  herself  is  fond  of  dress. 

Observe  the  clouds  in  pomp  arrayed, 
What  various  colors  are  displayM ; 
The  pink,  the  rose,  the  violet's  dye, 
In  that  great  drawing-room  the  sky ; 
How  do  these  differ  from  our  Gracee,t 
In  garden-silks,  brocades,  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  not  such  another  sight, 
When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fashion : 
(Dear  ladies  be  not  in  a  passion  I) 
Nor  let  this  wliim  to  you  seem  strange, 
Who  every  hour  dclij^ht  in  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  seen 
The  sullen  symptoms  of  the  spleen ; 
The  moment  that  your  vapore  rise. 
We  sec  them  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  clouds  are  fring'd  with  Iwrrow'd  gold ; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady's  case, 
Wlio  flaunts  about  iu  l)orrow'd  lace.J 
Grave  matrons  are  like  clouds  of  snow, 
Where  words  fall  tliick,  and  soft^  and  slow; 
While  brisk  ooquettep,§  like  rattling  hail, 
Our  ears  on  every  side  assail 

Clouds  when  they  intercept  our  sight, 
Deprive  us  of  celestial  light : 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  pursue, 
No  heaven  besides  I  have  in  view. 


•  Motherly  woman. 

t  Not  f^ace  before  and  after  moat,  uor  their  graceti  tho  dnehesb^  bat  the 
Graces  which  attended  on  Venus. 

X  Not  Flandors-lacc,  but  gold  and  silver  lace.    By  borrowed,  I  mean  racb  as 

run  Into  honest  tradesmen's  debts,  for  wlilch  they  were  not  able  to  pay,  as  many 

of  them  did  for  French  silver  laco,  against  the  last  birth-day.     Fide  the  shop* 

knepera*  books, 

§  Girja  who  love  to  hear  ibem«e\veH  ptilIcs,  itw^i  \kv\\.  oxi  a.  wvmCtw^  ^iTCknoker- 

mira  to  CAtch  mco. 
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ihii^  OQ  coniptnsoii,^  you  nci 
&  eioy  instanoe  thaj  agree ; 
&>Sb^  10  Tery  mncfa  the  Bame, 
Art  OM  majr  go  by  t'  otfaer'e  name; 
I<t  Bie  psodaimt  it  then  aloady 
Alt  eveiy  woman  is  a  dood. 


ON    A   LAPDOG. 

JOBH  OAT. 

8aocK*s  &te  I  moorn ;  poor  Shock  is  now  no  more: 

TelfnaeBl  monm:  ye  Chambermaids  I  deplore. 

Fnh^ipj  Shock  1  yet  moie  unhappy  fair, 

Doom*d  to  sarriye  thy  joy  and  only  care. 

Iliy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  shall  deck, 

And  tie  the  fayorite  ribbon  round  his  neck  ; 

Ko  more  thy  hand  shall  smooth  his  glossy  hair, 

And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 

Yet  cease  thy  flowing  grie^  forsaken  maid  I 

An  uKMlal  pleasures  in  a  moment  fade : 

Our  surest  hope  is  in  an  hour  destroy'd, 

And  lore,  best  gift  of  Heaven,  not  long  enjoyM. 

Methinks  I  see  her  frantic  with  despair, 
Her  streaming  eyes,  wrung  liands,  and  flowing  hair ; 
Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  bestrow, 
And  her  torn  fan  gives  real  signs  of  woe. 
Hence,  Superstition  I  that  tormenting  guest, 
That  haunts  with  fancied  fears  the  coward  breast; 
No  dread  events  upon  tliis  fate  attend, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  tresses  rend, 
nioagh  certain  omens  oft  forewarn  a  state, 
And  dying  lions  show  the  monarch's  fate. 
Why  diould  such  fears  bid  Celia's  sorrow  rise? 
For  when  a  lapdog  falls,  no  lover  dies. 

Oeaae,  Celia,  cease ;  restrain  thy  flowing  tears. 
Some  warmer  passion  will  dispel  thy  cares. 
la  man  you  11  find  a  more  substantial  bliss, 
Hon  grateful  toying,  and  a  sweeter  kiss. 

'  ^MBi  vfll  to  M  nacMnnpUlMat  to  the  bdii*  m  t»tblnk  tlMio  MBpw- 
Mltoiitalt«««M<  Bol  to  jmckJo  (ben  M  robbers  and  raW«'«Mi 
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He'sdetd.    Ohl  Uy  himguitljintbegninndl 
And  maj  his  tomb  be  bf  thk  Tone  renowned: 
'<  Here  Shock,  the  pride  of  an  faiB  kind,  18  kid, 
Who  ikwn'd  likB  man,  bat  ne'er  like  mui  bMnj'd.*' 


THE  RAZOB   8ELLEB. 

A  riLLOw  in  a  maiket  town, 

liost  mosici],  cxied  mon  up  and  down. 

And  offered  twelve  fiir  eightee»^penioe ; 
Which  oertainlj  aeemed  woodrooi  dieap^ 
And  for  the  money  quite  a  heap^ 

As  every  man  would  buy,  wilii  oash  and  aensa 

A  country  bumpkin  the  great  offer  heard : 

Poor  Hodge,  who  suffered  by  a  broad  black  beard, 

That  seemed  a  shoe-brush  stuck  beneath  his  nose: 
With  cheerfulness  the  eighteen-pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  himself  in  whirrs,  said, 

^^  This  rascal  stole  the  razors,  I  suppose. 

"  No  matter  if  the  fellow  be  a  knave, 
Provided  that  the  razors  shave; 

It  certainly  will  be  a  monstrous  prise." 
So  home  the  clown,  with  his  good  fortune,  went^ 
Smiling  in  heart  and  soul,  content^ 

And  quickly  soaped  himself  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lathered  from  a  dish  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub, 

Just  like  a  hedger  cutting  fhrze : 
'T  was  a  vile  razor  I — then  the  rest  he  tried — 
All  were  imposters — "  Ah,"  Hodge  Mghed ! 

"  I  wish  my  eightcen-pence  within  my  purse.'* 

In  vain  to  chase  his  beard,  and  bring  the  graceo^ 
He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winced,  and  stomped,  and  Bwora^ 

Brought  t^lood,  and  danced,  blasphemed,  and  made  wiy 
feces, 
And  oaned  oach  raaoi^a  body  o'er  and  o'er: 
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Hbmiuile^  fonncd  of  opponHon  stuff, 
'inn  as  a  Foxitc,  would  not  lose  its  ruff: 

80  kept  it— laughing  at  the  steel  and  suds : 
Ho(^,  in  a  passion,  stretched  his  angry  jaws, 
lowing  the  direst  vengeance,  with  clenched  claws. 

On  Uie  Yile  cheat  that  sold  tlie  goods. 
'^BuorsI  a  damned,  confounded  dog, 
Not  fit  to  scrape  a  hog  1" 

Hodge  sought  the  fellow — found  liim— and  begun: 
*^Frhaps,  Master  Razor  rogue,  to  you  'tis  fun, 

That  people  flay  themselves  out  of  their  Utos: 
Toa  rascal  I  for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing, 
Giving  my  crying  whiskers  here  a  scrubbing, 

With  razors  just  like  oyster  knivea 
Sirrah  1  I  tell  you,  yon  're  a  knave, 
To  cry  up  razors  that  can't  shavey 

**  Friend,"  quoth  tiie  razor-nian,  **  I  'm  not  a  knave : 
As  for  the  ra7X)n<  yoii  have  Iwught, 
Upon  my  soul  I  never  thought 
That  they  would  shav€,^' 

**Not  think  they'd  nhaveT  quoth  HoJge,  with  woud'rmg 
eyes, 
And  voice  not  niueh  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 
''Wiat  were  they  nia«lo  for  then,  you  dog?"  he  cried: 
*•  Made !"  quoth  the  ft-llow,  with  a  smile—"  to  sell" 


THE    SAILOU    BOY    AT   1»KAYEUS. 

PKTER    PINDAR. 

A  GREAT  bw  ChielJ  whom  Go<l  nor  demon  searo-*, 
Compelletl  to  kneel  and  pray,  who  .^wore  hU  prayers', 

The  devil  lx*hind  him  plejisi'il  an<l  grinninjr, 
Pattin>j  the  anp-y  lawyer  on  the  >houMi'r, 
DecUrinj:  naught  was  ever  hold«.T, 

Admiring  such  a  novel  mode  of  siuninp: : 

Like  tliia,  a  suhjec-t  would  be  reckoner  i  rare, 
Which  proves  what  hlool  jrame  infidel*  can  dare ; 
Which  to  my  nuMutiry  brink's  a  fitrt. 
Which  nothing'  h//f  an  Kn.'Ii:^h  tar  wouhi  act. 
10 
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In  ships  of  war,  on  Sunday's,  prayers  are  given ; 
For  though  so  wicked,  sailors  thiiik  of  hearen, 

Particularly  in  a  stomi  ; 
Where,  if  they  find  no  brandy  to  get  drunk, 
Their  souls  are  in  a  miserable  funk, 

Then  vow  they  to  th'  Almighty  to  reform, 
If  in  His  goodness  only  once,  once  more, 
Uc  'U  suffei  them  to  clap  a  foot  on  shore. 

In  calms,  indeed,  or  gentle  urs, 

They  ne*cr  on  weekdays  pester  heaven  with  prayers ; 

For  *tis  among  the  Jacks  a  common  saying, 

'^  Where  tliere  's  no  danger,  there  *8  no  need  of  praying.* 

One  Sunday  morning  all  were  met 

To  hear  the  parson  preach  and  pray. 
All  but  a  boy,  who,  willing  to  forget 

That  prayers  wdre  handing  outj  had  stolen  away, 
And,  thinkiuf^  praying  but  a  useless  task, 
H.'id  crawled  to  take  a  nap,  into  a  cask. 

The  boy  was  soon  found  missing,  and  full  soon 
The  boatswain's  cat,  sagacious  smelt  him  out ; 

Gave  him  a  clawing  to  some  tune — 

This  cat's  a  cousin  Germain  to  the  Knouts 

"  Come  out,  you  skulking  dog,"  the  boatswain  cried, 
"  And  save  your  d d  young  sinful  soul" 

He  then  the  moral-mending  cat  applied. 
And  turned  him  like  a  badger  from  his  hole. 

Sulky  the  boy  marched  on,  and  did  not  mind  him, 
Alt  ho'  the  boatswain  flog<]^ng  kept  behind  him : 
"  Flog,"  cried  the  boy,  "  Hog — curse  me,  flog  away — 
I  'U  go — but  mind — G-d  d — n  me  if  I  ll^roy." 


BIENSEANCE. 

PETER  PINDAR. 

TuER>:  is  a  little  moral  thing  in  France, 

Called  by  the  natives  bienscance ; 
Much  are  the  Eng\i»\i  mob  VTvcV\uc\i  Xo  «ivA\\.\\^ 
^11 1  rarely  is  Monsieur  Cau<u2U  Vv\L\iov\\.\\- 


•t^ 
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^ioiaeaiiee  'tis  tedious  to  incline, 
In  many  cases; 
wj^o  flatter,  par  example,  keop  smooth  faces 
^^ien  kicked,  or  suffering  grievous  want  of  coin. 

•J* 

^^  vulgara,  hUnmanice  may  seem  an  oddity — 

^  ^)«em  it  a  most  portable  commodi^ ; 
,^L  sort  of  magic  wand  ; 
^^liicfa,  if  'tis  used  with  ingenuity, 
Ahhougfa  a  utensil  of  much  tenuity. 

In  place  of  something  solid,  it  will  stand. 

For  rerily  I  *Te  marveled  times  enow 

To  see  an  Englishman,  the  ninny, 
Give  people  for  their  services  a  guinea, 

A\'hich  Frenchmen  have  rewarded  with  a  bow. 

Bow9  are  a  bit  of  hienseance 
Much  practiced  too  ia  that  same  France : 
Yet  calliHl  by  Quakers,  children  of  inanity ; 
But  as  they  pay  tlieir  court  to  people's  vanity. 
Like  rolling-pins  they  smooth  where'er  th<.'y  go 
Tht^  souls  and  faces  of  mankind  like  dou^h ! 
With  some,  indeed,  may  biensfance  prevail 
To  folly — see  the  under-written  tale. 


THB  PETIT  MAITRE,  AND  THE  MAN  ON  THE  WHEEL. 

At  Paris  some  time  since,  a  murderinfi^  man, 

A  (it-nnan,  ami  a  most  unlucky  chap, 
Safl,  stumhlinjr  at  tlie  thrcsliuM  of  his  plan. 

Fell  into  Justice's  strong  trap. 

Tlio  buufrl«T  wjis  cr»n«lemned  to  fxace  the  wheel, 
On  which  the  dullest  filxTS  learn  to  feel; 

Hi'<  limlw  gfcundnm  artem  to  be  broke 
Amid  ten  thousand  poo[>le,  perhaps,  or  more ; 

Whenever  \Iua<<ieur  Ketch  appUed  a  stroke, 
The  culprit,  like  a  bullock,  made  a  roar. 

A  flippant  peU'l  maitre  skipping  by, 

8«<>pyMH]  vp  to  him,  and  checked  him  for  his  cry— 
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" Boh!"  quoth  the  Qerman,  "aii*t  I  *poa  de  wheel? 
D'ye  tink  my  nerfe  and  bons  can't  feel  ?" 

"  Sir/'  quoth  tiie  beau,  "  dou\  don't  be  in  a  puBiOQ ; 
I  've  naught  to  say  about  your  skuation ; 
But  making  such  a  hideous  noise  in  France^ 
Fellow,  is  contrary  to  bienaeanee," 


KINGS    AND    COURTIERS. 

PITEB  FIXDIB. 

How  pleasant  'tis  the  courtier  dan  to  see ! 

So  prompt  to  drop  to  majesty  the  knee; 

To  start,  to  run,  to  leap,  to  fly, 

An<l  pambol  in  the  royal  eye ; 

And,  if  expectant  of  sunic  high  employ, 

How  kicks  the  heart  against  the  ribs,  for  joy  I 

How  rich  the  incense  to  tlie  royal  nose  I 

How  liquidly  the  oil  of  flattery  flows  I 

But  should  the  monarch  turn  from  sweet  to  sour, 

Wliich  cometli  oft;  to  pass  in  half  an  hour, 

How  altered  instantly  the  courtier  clan  I 

How  faint !  how  pale !  how  woe-begone,  and  wan  I 

Thus  Corj'don,  betrothed  to  Delia's  charms, 
In  fancy  holds  her  ever  in  his  arms : 

In  maddening  fancy,  cheeks,  eyes,  hps  devours ; 
Plays  with  the  ringlets  that  all  flaxen  flow 
In  rich  luxuriance  o'er  a  breast  of  snow. 

And  on  that  breast  the  soul  of  rapture  pours. 

Night,  too,  entrances — slumber  brings  the  dream — 

Gives  to  his  lips  his  idol's  sweetest  kiss; 
Bids  Uie  wild  heart,  high  panting,  swell  its  stream, 

And  deluge  every  nerve  with  bliss : 
But  if  his  nymph  unfortunately  frowns. 
Sad,  chapfallen,  lo !  he  hangs  himself  or  drowns  1 

Oh,  try  with  bliss  his  moments  to  beguile : 

Strive  not  to  make  your  sovereign  frown — ^but  smile: 
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S'A&ne  are  royal  nods — most  precious  things  I — 
^  to  be  whistled  to  by  kings  1 

To  lure  him  lean  famifiar  on  one's  shoulder, 
Becoming  thus  the^  royal  arm  upholder. 

A  heart  of  very  atone  must  grow  quite  gbd. 
Oh!  would  some  long  so  tar  himself  demean, 
Aj  OQ  my  slioukler  but  for  once  to  lean, 

The  excess  of  joy  would  nearly  make  me  mad  I 
How  on  the  honored  garment  I  should  dote, 
AM  think  a  glory  blazed  around  the  coat  I 

fiieased,  I  should  make  this  coat  my  coat  of  arms, 
Id  fancy  giittering  with  a  thousand  charms ; 

And  show  my  children's  children  o'er  and  o'er ; 
••Here,  babies,**  I  should  say,  "  with  awe  behold 
This  coat — worth  fifty  times  its  weight  in  gold : 

Tnis  vi*ry,  very  coat  your  grandsiro  wore  I 

"  Herv" — pointing  to  the  shoulder — I  should  say, 
••Here  maji-«ty'3  own  hand  so  sacrcnl  lay" — 

Tlwn  p'rha{«  n-fieat  some  speech  the  king  might  utter; 
A« — '•  Peter,  how  go  sliet^p  a  score?  what  ?  what  ? 
What's  cht*ape5t  meat  to  make  a  bullock  fat? 

Ha?  ?  lue  ?  what,  what  't«  the  price  of  country  butter  ?" 

Then  should  I,  strutting,  give  myself  an  air, 
And  deem  mys<:*lf  adonuMl  witli  immortality  : 

Then  should  I  make  the  childn-n,  calf-like  stare, 
And  fancy  gran<lf.ither  a  nian  of  quality : 

And  yet,  nut  stopping  hen»,  with  cheerful  note, 

The  muse  sliould  sing  an  ode  upon  the  coat. 

Poor  Irist  America,  high  honors  missing, 

Knows  naught  of  smile,  and  no<l,  and  sweet  hand-kissing; 

Knows  naught  of  golden  proniL^'S  of  kings; 

Know-  naught  of  coronets,  and  stars,  and  strings; 

In  «4>litu«le  tlie  lovely  n'))cl  sighs! 
B;it  vainly  drops  the  jH'nitrntial  tear — 

D«*af  a:*  tlu»  ai.l<l»*r  to  Uie  woman's  crii'S, 
We  sulfi-r  not  ln-r  wail  to  woimd  our  ear : 
For  foo<l  we  bid  her  Impoli'ss  children  prowl, 
And  with  the  savafcc  oftlie  dvsvrt  howl. 
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PRAYING    FOR    RAIN. 

PETER  FINDABi 

How  difficulty  alas  I  to  please  mankind! 

One  or  the  other  every  moment  mutters: 
This  wants  an  eastern,  that  a  western  wind : 

A  third,  petition  for  a  southern,  utters. 
Some  pray  for  min,  and  some  for  frost  and  snow : 
How  con  Heaven  suit  aU  palates? — ^I  don't  know. 

Good  Lamb,  the  curate,  much  approved, 
Indeed  by  all  his  flock  beloved^ 

Was  one  dry  summer  begged  to  pray  for  rain  : 
The  parson  most  devoutly  prayed — 
The  powers  of  prayer  were  soon  displayed ; 

Immediately  a  torrent  drenched  the  plain. 

It  chanced  that  the  church  warden,  Robin  Jay, 
Had  of  his  meadow  not  yet  saved  Uie  hay : 

Thus  was  his  hay  to  health  quite  past  restoring. 
It  happened  too  that  Robin  was  from  home ; 
But  wlien  he  heard  the  story,  in  a  foam 

Ho  sought  the  parson,  Ukc  a  lion  roaring. 

"  Zounds  1  Parson  Lamb,  why,  what  have  you  been  doing? 
A  pretty  storm,  indood,  ye  have  been  brewing  I 

What  1  pray  for  rain,  before  I  saved  my  hay  I 
Oh  I  you  're  a  cruel  aud  ungrateful  man  I 
/  that  forever  help  you  all  I  can ; 

Ask  you  to  dine  with  me  and  Mistress  Jay, 
Whenever  we  have  something  on  the  spit^ 
Or  in  the  pot  a  nice  and  dainty  bit ; 

"  Send  you  a  goase,  a  pair  of  chicken, 
Whose  bones  you  are  so  fond  of  picking ; 

And  oftifu  too  a  cag  of  brandy ! 
You  tliat  wore  welcome  to  a  treat, 
To  smoke  and  chat,  and  drink  and  eat ; 

Making  my  house  so  very  handy ! 

"Fbu,  parson,  serve  one  av\ci\\  a.  ^wrrj  \n.Ot\ 
bounds  I  you  must  bave  thG\>oN^<i\a  o^  Q^^i^v3aL. 
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vwj^  I  bring  the  flood  of  Noah  froin  the  skies, 
^  *U|  my  fine  field  of  hay  before  your  eyes  I 
"^  (UmttikiiU,  that  I  weren't  of  this  aware. — 
^pJj^e  me  but  I  had  stopped  your  pretty  prayer  1" 

I>esrMister  Jay?"  quoth  Lamb,  "alas!  alas! 
^  ikerer  thoagfat  upon  your  field  of  grass." 

^  Lord  I  parson,  you  *re  a  fool,  one  might  suppose — 
Was  not  the  field  just  underneath  your  no$ef 
This  is  a  very  pretty  losing  job !" — 
**  Sir/*  quoth  the  curate,  ''  know  that  Harry  Cobb 

Your  brother  warden  joinetl,  to  have  the  prayer." — 
**Cobbl  Cobb  I  why  this  for  Cobb  was  only  sport  : 
What  doth  Cobb  omtu  that  any  rain  can  hurt  f" 

Roared  furious  Jay  as  broad  iis  he  could  stare. 

"  The  fellow  owa*»,  .v  far  as  I  can  Jarn^ 

X  ff  w  old  hou:?es  only,  and  a  bam  ; 

As  tliat  *9  the  oa5e,  z^junds!  what  are  showers  to  him  ? 

Xot  Noah's  floo<l  could  make  his  trumpery  swim. 

"  Besides — why  could  you  not  for  drizzle  pray  ? 
Why  ft>rc«*  it  down  in  hurkfts  on  the  hay  ? 
Would  /  have  played  witii  i/ofir  hay  sui.-h  a  freak  ? 
No!  I  *d  have  >lop|KHl  the  woatlier  for  a  week." 

"  Dear  Mi-^ter  Jay,  I  do  prot<^t, 
I  acted  s<:)lfly  for  tlie  best ; 

I  do  aflimi  it,  Mister  Jay,  indeed. 
Your  anger  for  tliis  once  restrain, 
1 11  never  bring  a  drop  again 

Till  you  and  all  the  parisli  are  agreed,'* 


APOLOGY    FOR    KINGS. 

PETER   PINDAF 

As  want  of  candor  really  is  not  right, 

I  own  my  satire  too  incUned  to  bite  : 

On  kings  behold  it  breakfast,  dine,  and  sup — 

Now  abaD  abe  pniac,  and  try  to  make  it  up. 
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Why  will  tho  simple  world  expect  wise  things, 
From  lorty  folk,  imrtioularly  kings  ? 

Look  oil  their  {WDverty  of  education ! 
Adortnl  and  flattered,  taught  that  they  are  gods, 
And  by  their  awful  frowns  and  nods, 

Jove-hke,  to  sliake  the  pillars  of  creation  1 

They  seoni  that  little  iiwful  imp  called  mind, 
Who  fits  th«.'m  for  the  circle  of  mankind  I 
Pride  their  comimnion,  and  tlic  world  their  hate ; 
Iiiiinurcd,  they  doze  in  ignorance  and  state. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  great  kings  will  condescend 
A  litth?  with  their  subjects  to  unbend  I 

An  instance  take : — A  king  of  this  great  land. 

In  days  of  yore,  we  understand, 
Did  visit  Ralis})ury'9  old  church  so  fair : 

An  Earl  of  Pembroke  was  the  Monarch's  guide ; 

Incog,  they  traveled,  shuffling  aide  by  side; 
And  into  the  cathedral  stole  the  pair. 

Tlie  verger  met  them  in  his  blue  silk  gown. 

And  humbly  Ijowed  his  neck  with  reverence  down, 

Low  as  au  ass  to  lick  a  lock  of  hay : 

Looking,'  the  friirhtoned  verger  through  and  through, 
And  witli  his  eye-glass — "  Well,  sir,  who  are  you? 

What,  what,  sir? — hey,  sir?"  deigned  the  king  to  say. 

"  I  am  the  verger  hero,  most  midity  king : 

In  tl«s  cathedral  I  do  i^very  thing; 
Sweep  it,  an't  please  ye,  sir,  and  keep  it  clean." 

**  Iley  V  verger !  verger ! — ^you  the  verger? — ^liey  ? 

"  Yes,  i)lease  your  glorious  majesty,  I  6c," 
The  veigiT  answered,  with  Uie  mildest  mien. 

Then  turned  the  king  about  toward  the  i>eer. 
And  winked,  and  laughed,  then  whispered  in  his  ear, 
"  llf'y,  hey — what,  what — fine  fellow,  'pon  my  word : 
I  '11  knight  him,  knight  him,  knight  him — hey,  my  lord  ?" 

[It  is  a  SAtire-royal :  and  if  any  thing  were  yet  wanting  to 
convince  us  that  Master  Pindar  is  no  turncoat^  here  is  proof  suffi- 
cient J 


SATIRICAL.  225 

">ta  with  his  glass,  as  hard  as  eye  conlcl  strain, 
w  icosoed  the  trembling  verger  o*er  again. 

"He  a  a  poor  Tcrger,  sire,"  his  lordsliip  cried  : 

"Sixpence  would  handsomely  requite  him." 
''Poor  rerger,  verger,  hey  ?"  the  king  replied : 

*'No^  no,  then,  we  won't  knight  him — no,  won't  knight  him." 

W  to  the  lofty  roof  the  king  did  raise 

His  fHasH,  and  skipped  it  o*er  with  sounds  of  praise  I 

For  thus  his  marveling  majesty  did  speak : 
"•Fine  roof  thw^  Master  Verger,  quite  complete; 
Oi^ — hi^  and  loily  too,  and  clean,  and  neat : 

^Vluit,  verger,  what  ?  mopy  mop  it  once  a  week  ?" 

•*  An't  please  your  majesty,"  with  marveling  chops, 
TL**  verprr  answered,  "  we  liave  got  no  mops 

In  .Salisbury  tliat  will  reach  so  high." 
*'X.«t  mop,  no,  m>,  not  mop  it,"  quoth  the  king — 
"Nf.  sir,  our  Salisbury  mops  do  no  such  thing; 

TlifV  might  as  well  i)retcnd  to  scrub  the  sky." 

Moral. 

Tiiis  little  anecilote  doth  plainly  show 

That  i^oiorance,  a  king  too  oft4'n  lurches ; 
For.  lii«i  from  art,  Lord !  how  should  monarclis  know 

The  natural  liistory  of  mops  and  churches  ? 


STORY    THE    SKCOND. 

Frrim  SaUsbury  church  to  Wilton  IIouso,  so  grand, 
IJ-tumrHi  tlic  mighty  ruler  of  the  land — 

•*  My  lord,  you've  got  fme  stituos,"  said  the  king. 
'•  -V  f.w  I  beneath  your  rt>yiJ  notice,  sir," 
K"plie«l  I»rd  Pcmbrok*^ — '*  Sir,  my  lord,  stir,  stir; 

Let's  see  tliem  aD.  all,  all.  all,  every  thing. 

**  Who's  this?  who'?  thi-i? — who's  this  fine  fellow  her 
"  St'sostri:*/'  bowing  low,  roplied  the  peer. 
*•  Sir  ScHtris,  hey  ?--Sir  Sostris  ?— *pon  my  word  I 
Knight  or  a  baronet,  my  lord  ? 
10* 
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Oil'*  <>r  my  mnkiiiL'"? — wlial.  \u\  lor.l,  my  ninkinir?'' 
This,  wiili  a  veuijreiiiice,  wa.i  luisUkiiig  ? 

"  Se-aostnSj  sire,"  so  soft,  the  peer  replied — 

"  A  famous  king  of  Egypt,  sir,  of  old." 
"  Oil,  poll  1"  th*  instructed  monardi  snappish  cried, 

"  I  need  not  that — ^I  need  not  that  be  told.** 

"  Pray,  pray,  my  lord,  who 's  that  big  fellow  there  T* 

^  Tis  Hercules,"  replies  the  shrinking  peer; 

"  Strong  fellow,  hey,  my  lord  ?  strong  fellow,  hey  ? 

Cleaned  stables !— cracked  a  lion  like  a  flea ; 

Killed  snakes,  great  snakes,  that  in  a  cradle  found  him — 

The  queen,  queen's  coming  I  wrap  an  apron  around  him.** 

Our  moral  is  not  merely  water-gruel — 
It  shows  that  curiosity's  a  jewel  J 

It  shows  with  kings  that  ignorance  may  dwell : 
It  shows  that  subjects  must  not  give  opinions 
To  people  reigning  over  wide  dominions^ 

As  information  to  great  folk  is  hell : 

It  shows  that  decency  may  live  with  kings, 
On  whom  tlie  bold  virturmen  turn  their  backs; 

And  shows  (for  numerous  are  the  naked  things) 
That  saucy  statues  should  be  lodged  in  sacks. 


/ 
/ 


ODE   TO    THE    DEVIL. 

PETER   PINDAR. 
The  deril  is  not  so  blsck  as  he  is  painted. 

Ingratum  Odu 

Prince  of  the  dark  abodes  I  I  ween 
Your  highness  ne'er  till  now  hath  seen 

Yourself  in  meter  shine ; 
Ne'er  heard  a  song  witli  praise  sincere, 
Sweet  warbled  on  your  smutty  ear, 

Before  this  Ode  of  mine. 
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Pcriu^  the  retfon  is  too  pUin, 
TlKm  triest  to  ftarre  the  tuneful  train, 

or  potent  Tene  afiiidl 
And  yet  I  vow,  in  all  my  tune^ 
I*fe  not  bcbdd  a  angle  ihjme 

Hiai  erer  q»oiled  thy  tra^e. 

I  Nre  often  lead  those  pioiis  whima— 
John  Wedey**  sweet  damnation  hymns, 

Thai  ohani  of  heaTenly  riches. 
Whal  have  they  done  ?-— those  heavenly  straiuB^ 
Jknfoatlj  sqoeeadd  from  canting  brains^ 

But  fiUed  John's  earthly  breedies? 

There  'a  not  a  shoe-black  in  the  land, 
So  hmnbly  at  the  woiid*8  command, 

As  thy  old  cloven  foot ; 
Like  lightning  dost  thou  fly,  when  called. 
And  yet  no  pickpocket 's  so  mauled 

As  thou,  O  Prinoe  of  Soot  1 

What  thousands,  hourly  bent  on  sin. 
With  supplication  call  thee  in, 

To  aid  them  to  pursue  it; 
Tet,  when  detected,  with  a  lie 
Ripe  at  their  fingers*  ends,  they  cry, 

*'The  Devil  made  me  do  itJ* 

Behold  the  fortunes  that  arc  made, 

By  men  through  rouguish  tricks  in  trade, 

Tet  an  to  thee  are  owing — 
And  though  we  meet  it  every  day. 
The  sneaking  rascals  dare  not  say, 

This  is  the  Devil's  doing. 

As  to  tliy  company,  I  *m  sure, 

No  man  can  shun  tlice  on  that  score ; 

The  very  best  is  thine : 
With  Idiign,  queen's  ministers  of  state. 
Lords*,  ladies,  I  have  seen  thee  grcat^ 

And  many  a  grave  divine. 


«*«  wt  iiis  mOy 

By  one  et«mal  yell — 
The  fellow  cries  out  coarsely,  "Zounde 
I  'd  give  this  moment  twenty  pounds 

To  scj*  the  jado  in  hell." 

Should  Heaven  their  prayers  so  ardent 
Thou  never  company  wouldat  want 

To  make  thee  downright  mad  j 
For,  mind  me,  in  their  wishing  mood, 
They  never  offer  thee  wliat  *8  good, 

But  every  thing  that  *8  bad. 

My  honest  anger  boils  to  view 

A  sniffling,  long-faced,  canting  crew, 

So  much  thy  humble  debtors, 
Rushing,  on  Sundays,  one  and  all, 
With  desperate  prayers  thy  head  to  maul, 

And  thus  abuse  their  betters. 

To  seize  one  day  in  every  week, 
On  thee  their  black  abuse  to  wreak, 

By  whom  tlieir  souls  are  fed 
Each  minute  of  the  other  »▼ 
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^^  8iteiH-4f  I  aak  tiiy  aid, 
^  gife  my  amis  the  bloomizig  maid. 

I  win  Dol^  thoDgh  the  nation  aU, 
^^XKbim  thee  (like  a  gnK^ai  imp) 
A.  Tile  old  gDod-lbf>-nothiiig  pimp, 

But  aay,  '"Tia  tfaj  Tooatiom,  HaL " 

Since  troth  most  out — I  sddom  knew 
'Whii 'twas  high  pleasure  to  panne, 

Till  thon  hadst  wmi  my  heart — 
80  social  were  we  both  together. 
And  beat  the  hoof  in  erery  weather, 

I  nerer  wished  to  part 

Tet  when  a  child — good  Lord  1 1  thought 
Tbat  thoQ  a  pair  of  horns  hadst  got, 

With  eyes  like  saucers  staring  I 
And  then  a  pair  of  ears  so  stout, 
A  monstrous  tail  and  hairy  snout, 

With  daws  beyond  comparing. 

Tsught  to  avoid  the  paths  of  evil, 
By  day  I  used  to  dread  the  devil, 

And  trembling  when  *t  was  night, 
Hethought  I  saw  thy  horns  and  ears, 
They  song  or  whistled  to  my  fears, 

ijid  ran  to  diase  my  fright 

And  every  night  I  went  to  bed, 
I  sweated  with  a  constant  dread. 

And  crept  beneath  the  rug; 
There  panting,  thought  that  in  my  sleep 
Thoo  slyly  in  the  dark  wouldst  creep, 

And  eat  me,  though  so  snug. 

A  haberdasher's  shop  is  thine, 

With  sins  of  aD  sorts,  coarse  and  fine. 

To  soit  both  man  and  maid : 
Thy  wares  they  buy,  with  open  eyes ; 
How  crael  then,  with  constant  criee^ 

ToTiliff  thy  trade! 


To  q)eak  the^tnith,  indeedy  I'mkMftb-* 
Life*8  deemed  a  mawkiBh  duii  of  braUip 

Without  thy  aid,  old  sweqier ; 
So  nmwkiifa,  few  will  pot  it  down, 
Eren  ikom  the  oottege  to  the  orown. 

Without  thjailtMNl  pepper. 

0  Satan,  lAmXaotfnt  geer, 

Thy  IVc^eus  lonn  shtA  ohooae  to  weer, 

Black,  red,  lor  tafaie^  or  yeDow ; 
Whatever  hypooritea  nuj  eay, 
They  think  thee  (tniet  n^  faoneBt  lay) 

A  most  bewitdiing  Mow. 

*TiB  ordered  (to  deaf  ean^  alaaO 

To  praise  the  bridge  o'er  whidi  we  pas; 

Yet  often  I  diacorer 
A  numerous  band  who  daily  make 
An  easy  bridge  of  thy  poor  Imsk^ 

And  damn  it  when  they  *re  OTer. 

Why  art  thou,  then,  with  cup  in  hand, 
Obsequious  to  a  graceleas  band. 
Whose  souls  are  scarce  worth  taking; 

0  prince,  pursue  but  my  advice, 

1  *11  teach  your  highness  in  a  trice 

To  set  thorn  all  a  quaking. 

Plays,  operas,  masquerades,  destroy : 
Lode  up  each  charming  >Sfls  dejoie; 

Give  race-horses  the  g^da>— 
The  dice-box  break,  and  bum  each  card- 
Let  virtue  be  its  own  reward, 

And  gag  the  mouth  of  slander; 

In  one  week^s  time,  1 11  lay  my  Hfe, 
There 's  not  a  man,  nor  maid,  nor  wife, 

That  will  not  glad  agree, 
If  thou  will  charm  'em  as  before, 
To  show  thi^  noae  a,t  dixuOcL  'mo  Tfi»t^ 

But  quit  their  Qod  te  libae. 


I 
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^^  DOW  fbH  time  my  ode  ahoold  end  : 
^^^^nowltdl  thee  like  a  friend, 

lSowe*er  the  world  may  soout  thee ; 
^^ J  ways  are  all  80  wond'imn  winning, 
Axid  ftlki  80  iwy  fond  of  sinning, 
They  on  not  do  without  thee. 


'^  KING  OF  SPAIN  AND  THE  HORSE. 

f  PITIft  PIMDAB. 

^vBiileen  hnndred  aeyenty-eignt^ 

^  ridi,  the  proad,  the  potent  King  of  SfMun, 

^^W  anoeston  sent  forth  their  troops  to  smite 
%e  peaoefol  natives  of  the  western  main, 

^nh  &ggotB  and  the  Uood-delig^ting  sword, 

'^^iky  the  deril,  to  oblige  the  Lordl 

Pur  hunting,  roasting  heretics,  and  boiling, 
^tioog  and  barbecuing,  frying,  broiling, 

Was  thought  Heaven's  cause  amazingly  to  further ; 
For  which  most  pious  reason,  hard  to  work, 
1^  went,  with  gun  and  dagger,  knife  and  fork, 

To  charm  the  GKxi  of  mercy  with  their  murthor  I 

I  ay,  this  King,  in  seventy-eight  surveyed. 
In  tapestry  so  rich,  portrayed, 

A  horse  with  stirrups,  crupper,  bridle,  saddle : 
Within  the  stirrup,  lo,  the  monarch  tried 
To  fix  his  foot  the  palfry  to  bestride ; 

In  vain  I — he  could  not  o'er  the  palfry  straddle  I 

Stiff  as  a  Turk,  the  beast  of  yam  remained, 
And  every  effort  of  the  King  disdained. 
Who,  'midst  his  labors,  to  the  ground  was  tumbled. 
And  greatly  mortified,  as  well  as  humbled. 

Prodigious  was  the  struggle  of  the  day, 
The  horse  attempted  not  to  run  away ; 

At  which  the  poor-chafed  monarch  now  'gan  grin, 
And  swore  by  every  saint  and  holy  martyr. 
Be  wooki  not  jrield  tlie  traitor  quarter, 

Until  he  got  possession  of  his  akin. 
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Not  fieroer  ftmed  La  liudia's  laoijbi% 

ffigfat  Quixote,  «t  a  pnppei-flhoWy 
Did  with  more  Talor  atoutly  fig^ 

And  terriiy  ^di  Htde  tqueakiiig  ibe ; 
When  bold  he  piflioed  the  liziM^  inmiortil  fray  1 
And  iKoke  their  paateboerd  bonei^  and  Blabbed  their  hetftf 
of  hay. 

Not  with  more  energy  and  fbry 
The  beauteoaa  street-walkBr  of  Dnsj 

Attacks  a  aster  of  the  smuggling  trade. 
Whose  winks,  and  noda^  and  sweet  I 
Ah,  me !  her  jMramoor  begoile^ 

And  to  her  bed  of  heahhy  straw  i«.«.«», 
Where  mice  with  music  charm,  and  tennin  crai^ 
And  snaib  with  silver  trsoes  dedc  the  wsD. 

And  now  a  cane,  and  now  a  whip  he  used, 
And  now  he  kicked,  and  sore  the  palfiy  braised ; 
Yety  lo,  the  liorse  seemed  patient  at  etdi  kick, 
And  bore  witli  Christian  Bpitit  whip  and  stick ; 
And  what  excessively  provoked  this  prince, 
The  horse  so  stubborn  scorned  even  once  to  winoe. 

Now  rushed  the  monarch  for  a  bow  and  arrow 
To  shoot  the  rebel  like  a  ^>arrow ; 
And,  lo,  with  shafts  well  steeled,  with  sll  his  fbroe. 
Just  like  a  pincushion,  he  stuck  the  horse  I 

Now  with  the  fliry  of  the  chafed  wfld  boar, 
With  nails  and  teeth  the  wounded  hone  he  tore, 

Now  to  the  floor  ho  brought  the  stubborn  beast; 
Now  o*er  the  vonquish'd  horse  that  dared  rebel. 
Most  Indian-like  the  monarch  gave  a  yell, 

Pleased  on  the  quadruped  his  eyes  to  feast; 
Blessed  as  Achilles  when  with  fatal  wound 
He  brought  the  mighty  Hector  to  the  ground. 

Yet  more  to  gratify  his  godlike  ire, 

He  vengeful  flung  the  palfry  in  the  fire  I 
SbowiDg  his  pages  round,  poor  tras!G0[d^<^^i^Dcak!ig^ 
How  dangerous  to  leaafc  the  wiBl  c£>DBi«k 
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THE  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

FETIB  PJUVDAR, 

Xio,  to  the  cruel  hand  of  fitte, 

^7  poor  dear  Gkiszle,  mcek-souled  mate^ 

Beogns  her  tondul  breath — 
Vhong^  dropped  her  jaw,  her  lip  though  pale, 
And  bbe  eadi  harmlesB  fioger-naO, 

She  '■  beantifiil  in  death. 

As  o*er  her  lorely  limbe  I  weep, 

I  BQHoe  cui  think  her  but  asleep- 
How  wiHiderfully  tame  1 

And  yet  her  Toice  is  really  gone. 

And  dim  those  eyes  that  latdy  ahone 
With  all  the  lightning's  flame. 

Death  was,  indeed,  a  daring  wight^ 
To  take  it  in  his  head  to  smite — 

To  lift  his  dart  to  hit  her ; 
For  as  she  was  so  great  a  woman, 
And  cared  a  single  fig  for  no  man, 

I  thought  he  feared  to  meet  her. 

Still  is  that  voice  of  late  so  strong. 
That  many  a  sweet  capriccio  sung. 

And  beat  in  sounds  the  spheres ; 
No  longer  must  those  fingers  play 
**  Britons  strike  home,"  that  many  a  day 

Hath  soothed  my  ravished  ears. 

Ah  me  I  indeed  I  *m  much  inclined 
To  think  how  I  may  speak  my  mind, 

Kor  hurt  her  dear  repose ; 
Nor  think  I  now  with  rage  she  *d  roar, 
Were  I  to  put  my  fingers  o*er, 

And  touch  her  precious  nose. 

Here  let  me  phik>8ophic  pause — 
How  woodofhl  are  natnre'B  kw% 
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WhcD  ladies*  breath  retires, 
Its  fate  the  flaming  pasBions  bIlito, 
Supported  by  a  little  air, 

Like  culiziaiy  fires. 

Whenever  I  hear  the  bagpipe's  note. 
Shall  &ncj  fix  on  Grizzle's  throaty 

And  loud  instructive  lungs ; 
O  Deatli,  in  her,  though  only  one, 
Arc  lost  a  thousand  charms  unknown, 

At  least  a  thousand  tongues. 

Soon  OS  I  heard  her  last  sweet  sigh, 
And  saw  her  gently-dosing  eye, 

How  groat  was  my  surprise  I 
Yet  have  I  not,  with  impious  breath, 
A«.'ciL'?t'd  t  ho  liard  decrees  of  deatli, 

Nor  blamed  tlie  righteous  skies. 

Why  do  I  groan  in  deep  despair. 
Since  she  '11  be  soon  au  angel  fiiir  ? 

Ah !  why  my  bosom  smite  ? 
Coiild  grief  my  Grizzle's  life  restore!— 
But  let  1110  jrive  such  ravings  o*er — 

Whatover  is,  Ls  right. 

O  doctor !  you  are  come  too  late ; 
No  more  of  physic's  virtues  prate, 

Tliut  could  not  save  my  lamb : 
Not  one  more  bolus  shall  bo  given — 
You  shall  not  ope  her  mouth  by  heaveii| 

And  Grizzle's  gullet  cram. 

Enough  of  boluses,  poor  hearty 
And  pilL^,  she  took,  to  load  a  cart^ 

Before  she  closed  her  eyes : 
But  now  iny  woni  is  here  a  law, 
Zounds!  with  a  bolus  in  her  jaw. 

She  sliall  not  scv;k  the  skies. 

Gooii  sir,  good  doctor,  go  a^Ti^  •, 

To  hear  my  ugbs  you  mMsV.  uoX  «\&^, 
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Tor  tlu8  mj  poor  lost  treasure : 
^  thank  joa  fixr  your  paina  and  akfll ; 
^^hen  next  joa  come,  pray  bring  your  fain ; 
in  pay  it^  air,  with  pleasure. 

"Ye  ftiends  who  oome  to  mourn  her  doom, 
Vor  God's  sake  gently  tread  the  room, 

Nor  can  her  from  the  Uessed — 
In  softest  aflcDCfl  drop  the  tear, 
In  wfaisperB  breathe  the  ferrent  {Nrayer, 

To  bid  her  spirit  rest 

Beprees  the  sad,  the  wotmding  scream ; 
I  can  not  bear  a  grief  extreme— 

Snongh  one  fittle  sigh— 
Besidei^  the  kxid  alarm  of  gri^ 
In  many  a  mind  may  start  belief, 

Oitf  noise  is  all  a  lie. 

Oood  norses,  shroud  my  lamb  with  care ; 
Her  limbs,  with  gentlest  fingers,  spare. 

Her  mouth,  ah!  slowly  dose; 
Her  mouth  a  magic  tongue  that  held — 
Whose  softest  tone,  at  times,  compelled 

To  peace  my  loudest  woes. 

And,  carpenter,  for  my  sad  sake, 
Of  stoutest  oak  her  coffin  make — 

I  *d  not  be  stingy,  sure — 
Procure  of  steel  the  strongest  screws; 
For  who  could  paltry  pence  refuse 

To  lodge  his  wife  secure  ? 

Ye  people  who  the  corpse  convey, 
With  caution  tread  the  doleful  way. 

Nor  shake  her  precious  head ; 
Since  Fame  reports  a  coffin  tossed, 
With  carck'SR  swing  against  a  post. 

Did  once  disturb  the  dead. 

Farewell,  my  love,  forever  lost  I 
Ne*er  troubled  be  thy  gentle  ghost, 


THE  SOLDIER  AND  THE  VIRGIN 

p. 

A  Soldier  at  Loretto*s  wondrous  chapel, 

To  parry  from  his  soul  the  wrath  Divine, 
That  followed  mother  Eve's  unluoky  appk^ 

Did  visit  oft  the  Virgin  Mary's  sfaiine ; 
Who  every  day  is  gorgeously  decked  out^ 

In  silks  or  velvets,  jewels^  great  and  snilL 
Just  like  a  fine  young  lady  for  a  roa<^ 

A  concert)  opera^  wedding,  or  a  balL 

At  first  the  Soldier  at  a  distance  kept^    . 

Begging  her  vote  and  interest  in  huswt^ 
With  seeming  bitterness  the  onner  wept^ 

Wrung  his  two  hands,  and  hoped  to  be  fingiv! 
Dinned  her  two  ears  with  Ave-Mary  flummmyl 

Declared  what  mirades  the  dame  oould  do^ 

Even  with  her  garter,  stocking^  or  her  dioe^ 
And  such  like  wonder-working  mummery. 
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2^  off  he  set,  with  nimble  ahanki^ 

^^  OQoe  turned  back  to  give  her  thanks: 

^hie  and  cry  the  thief  pursued, 

2^^  to  his  cost,  soon  understood 

^W  he  was  not  beyond  the  daw 

^  that  same  k>ng-armed  giant,  christened  Law. 

^t(h  horror  did  his  judges  quake — 

As  for  the  tender-conscienoed  juiy, 
Jhey  doomed  him  quiddy  to  the  stake, 

Sodi  was  their  derilish  pious  fury. 

Bowerer,  after  calling  him  hard  names, 

They  aeked  if  an^  he  had  in  vindication, 
T6  save  his  wretched  body  from  the  flames, 

And  sinful  soul  from  terrible  damnation. 

The  Soldier  answered  them  with  much  aangfnnd, 
Which  showed,  of  sin,  a  conscience  void, 

That  if  they  meant  to  kill  him  they  might  kill : 
As  for  the  diamond  which  they  found  about  him. 
He  hoped  they  would  by  no  means  doubt  him, 

That  madam  gave  it  him  from  pure  good-wiD. 

The  answer  turned  both  judge  and  jury  pale : 

The  punishment  was  for  a  time  deferred, 
Until  his  Holiness  should  hear  the  tAlc, 

And  his  infallibility  be  heard. 

The  Pope,  to  all  his  couasclors,  made  known 

This  strange  affair — to  cardinals  and  friars, 
Good  pious  gentlemen,  who  ne*er  were  known 

To  act  like  liypocritca,  and  thieves,  and  liars. 
The  question  now  was  banded  to  and  fro. 

If  liary  had  the  power  to  ^iw,  or  fko. 

That  Mary  eoiild  not  give  it,  was  to  say 
The  wonder-working  lady  wanted  power — 

This  was  the  Btuinhling-block  that  stopped  the  way— 
This  mado  Pope,  cardinals,  and  friars  lower. 
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To  «ive  the  Virgin's  credit^  lol 

Anil  koi'p  secure  the  diamonds  that  were  left: 
Thoy  8Aid,  she  might,  indeed,  tlic  gem  bestow, 

And  con^tequontly  it  might  be  no  theft : 
But  then  they  passed  immediately  an  act, 
Tliat  evcxy  one  discovered  in  tlie  fact 
Of  taking  presents  from  the  Vii*gin*8  hand, 
Or  from  the  saints  of  any  land, 
Should  know  no  mercy,  but  be  led  to  slaughter, 
Flayed  her^  and  fried  eternally  hereafter. 

Ladies,  I  deem  the  moral  much  too  clear 

To  need  poetical  assistance ; 
Wliich  bids  you  not  let  men  approach  too  near. 

But  keep  the  wmcy  fellows  at  a  distance ; 
Since  men  you  fiml,  so  bold,  are  apt  to  seize 
Jewels  from  ladies,  even  upon  their  knees! 


A  KIXG  OF  FRANCE  AND  THE  FAIR  LADY 

PETER   PINDAR. 

A  Kino  of  France  upon  a  day, 

With  a  fair  lady  of  liia  courts 
Was  pleastMl  at  battledore  to  play — 

A  very  fasliionable  sport 

Lito  the  b()s\)iii  of  thia  fair  court  dame, 

Whose  whit«Mi«'ss  did  iW.  snow's  piu-e  whiteness  shame, 

King  Louis  by  odd  nii.sc'liance  did  knock 

The  shutth.'cook, 
Thrictj  happy  roj^ie,  upon  the  town  of  doves. 
To  nestle  witli  Uie  i)retty  little  loves ! 

"  Now,  sire,  pray  take  it  out" — quoth  she. 
With  an  arcli  sinile.— But  what  did  he  ? 

Wliat  ?  wliat  U)  charming  modesty  belongs  I 
Obedient  to  ln-r  soO.  conmiand, 
He  raised  it — but  not  with  his  hand  I 

No,  marveling  reader,  but  tlie  chimney  tongs. 
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^^  a  chaste  thought  in  Ihis  good  king! 
\^-.  How  clever  I 

*^n  ahail  we  hear  agen  of  such  a  tliing? 
V  Lord!  never. 

i|,  ^  Were  our  pnnces  to  be  prayed  /^Si\  r^\ 

^  8ach  an  act  by  some  fair  maid,  ^^S5^  '^ 

^  I  'fl  bet  my  life  not  one  would  mind  it : 
2^t  handy,  without  more  ado, 
•**  youths  would  search  the  bosom  through, 
Although  it  took  a  day  to  find  it!  j 


THE   EGGS. 

FROM   THE  SPANISH   OF  TRIARTE. 

0.   H.    DEYEREUX. 

Bktoxd  the  sunny  Pliilippinos 

An  island  lies,  whoso  name  I  do  not  know ; 

But  that  '3  of  little  consequence,  if  so 

Vou  understand  that  there  they  had  no  hea<« ; 

Till,  by  a  happy  chance,  a  traveler, 

After  a  wliile.  carried  some  poultry  there. 

Faj^t  tliey  increased  aa  any  one  could  wish  ; 

Until  fref*h  egp3  became  tlie  common  dish. 

But  all  the  natives  ate  them  Iwiled — they  say — 

Bii'aus*^  tlie  stranger  taught  no  other  way. 

At  la-Jt  the  e.xperiment  by  one  waa  tried — 

Saga^nous  man  !— of  having  his  eggs  frii*!. 

And.  O !  wliat  boundless}  honors,  for  his  pains, 

His  fniitful  and  inventive  funey  gains! 

Another,  now,  to  have  them  baktMl  devisfd — 

Mo?t  liappy  tliought ! — and  still  anotlu-r,  spice<l. 

Who  ever  thought  eggs  were  so  delicate? ! 

Next,  some  one  gave  his  fricnils  an  omelette : 

"All !"  all  exehiimed,  "what  an  ingt'uious  feat!" 

But  pcan»e  a  year  went  by,  an  artLste  shouts, 

"I  liave  it  now — ^yt?  Ve  all  a  pack  of  lout'* ! — 

With  nice  tomatoes  all  my  i**^'^>  an*  st<'wril." 

And  till*  whoh'  island  thought  the  luoilr  >«->  p»oil, 

Tliat  tliey  would  s*)  havo  cooked  them  ti»  this  d;iy, 

But  that  a  titranger,  wandering  out  that  way, 
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Another  dish  the  gaping  natives  taii^t| 

And  showed  tliem  eggs  cooked  d  la  HugmmoL 

^^re  cooks  thus  proved  their  skill  diverse ; 
j?>        B^^^Wiali  I  be  able  to  rehearse 


SuGceuure  a 
B|||^a 
AirSBRnc 


\  new,  delicious  condiments 
That  luxury,  from  time  to  time,  invents  ? 
Soil)  hard,  and  dropped;  and  now  with  sugar  swee^ 
And  now  boiled  up  with  milk,  the  eggs  they  eat; 
In  sherbet,  in  preserves;  at  last  they  tidde 
Tlieir  palates  fanciful  with  eggs  in  pickle. 
All  liad  their  day— the  last  was  still  the  best 
But  a  grave  senior  thus,  one  day,  addressed 
The  epicures :  "  Boast,  ninnies,  if  you  will, 
These  countless  prodigies  of  gastric  skill — 
But  blessings  on  the  man  tr^  brought  ^  hem  /" 

Beyond  the  sunny  Philippines 

Our  crowd  of  modem  autliors  need  not  go 

New-faiif^leil  modes  of  cooking  eggs  to  show. 


THE    ASS    AND    HIS    MASTER. 

FROM    THE   SPANISH   OF   YRIARTE. 

O.   n.   DEVEREUX. 

"  On  good  and  ba<I  an  equal  value  sets 

The  stupid  mob.     From  me  the  worst  it  gets, 

And  never  fails  to  praise."     Witli  vile  pretense, 
The  scurrilous  author  thus  his  trash  excused. 

A  poet  shrewd,  hearinjr  tlie  lame  defense. 
Indignant,  thus  exposed  the  argument  abused. 

A  Donkey's  mjtst4»r  said  unto  hw  beast^ 
While  doling  out  to  him  his  lock  of  straw, 

"  Here,  take  it — since  such  diet  suits  your  taste, 
And  much  good  may  it  do  your  vulgar  maw  I" 

Often  the  slighting  speech  the  man  repeated, 

Tlie  Ass — his  quiet  mood  by  insult  heated — 
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^  Jxat  what  joa  dioose  to  give,  I  take, 
p_^^^a8ter  unjast !  but  not  because  I  choose  it 
^^^^K^  yoQ  I  nothing  like  but  straw  ?    Then  make 
,^  'XTie  experiment    Bring  com,  and  see  if  I  refuse  it" 
^^   caterers  for  the  public,  hence  take  heed 

^3ow  your  defiralts  by  false  excuse  you  #9ver  I 
"^s<J  upoQ  straw — straw  it  may  eat,  indeed : 

"^  it  with  generous  fare — 'twill  scorn  the  other. 


'^^    LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD   REPROVED;   OR, 
HYPOCRISY   DETECTED. 

WILLIAM  OOWPEB. 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
Good  Mussulman,  abstain  from  pork  ; 
There  is  a  part  in  every  swine 
\o  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taste,  whate*er  his  inclination. 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 
Such  Mohammed's  mysterious  cliarge. 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  expressed. 
They  might  with  safety  cat  the  rest ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hoj»  to  be  debarred ; 
And  set  tlieir  wit  at  work  to  find 
Wliat  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Much  controversy  straight  arose, 
These  chose  the  back,  the  belly  those ; 
.  By  some  'tis  confidently  Rai<l 
C}  He  meant  not  to  forbid  tlie  head ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  rail, 
And  piously  prefer  tlie  tail 
Tliua,  conscience  freed  from  every  clog, 
Moliammedans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  lauph — 'tis  well — Tlie  tale  applied 
May  make  you  lau^h  on  t*  other  side. 
Renounce?  tlit?  worhi — the  preacher  cries. 
We  do— a  mnhitnde  replies. 

n 


jfich  thmlD  his  neic^ibor  nukes  t 
Yet  likes  a  dice  as  well  as  he; 
With  Bophistiy  tiieir  sauce  they  sv 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  'tis  eat 


REPORT   OF   AN    ADJUDGE 

NOT  TO  BB  FOUND  Of  ANT  OP  TBI  » 

wn 
Between  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  a 

The  spectades  set  them  unhi^>pil7  wrong. 
The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  worid  b 

To  which  the  said  ^lectades  <x^^  to  bel6 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  sad  signed  the  c 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  M  d 

While  chief  baron  Ear  sat  to  balaaoe  tJw  ki^ 
So  &med  for  his  talent  in  niodty  dinening 

In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  will  qniddy  appear, 
And  your  lordship,  he  said,  will  undoubted 

That  the  Nose  has  had  spectacles  always  to  i 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  c 

Then  holding  tlv»  ai^"-*-  ' 
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*^  wiwlc  it  ai^seara,  and  my  argument  shows, 

^>th  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 

"^  ^  epecticLca  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 

^  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

"^  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how),  . 
^  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes ; 
*J^hat  were  his  arguments  few  people  know, 
**  tlie  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

°^  his  lordship  decreed  with  a  grave  solemn  tone, 
Dedave  and  dear,  without  one  if  or  htU — 

*H  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectacles  on, 
%  daylight  or  candlelight — ^Eyes  should  be  shut  I 


HOLY    WILLIE'S    PRAYER.* 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

0  Thoc,  wha  in  the  heavens  dost  dwell, 
Wba,  as  it  pleases  best  thysel', 

Sends  ane  to  heaven,  and  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory, 
And  no  for  ony  guid  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee  I 

1  bless  and  praise  thy  matchUrss  might, 
When  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  night, 
That  I  am  here,  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifts  an'  grace, 
A  bumin*  an*  a  shinin'  light 

To  a*  this  place. 

*  Kciracdf  glrf«  the  folloviog  amonnt  of  the  orijrtn  of  **  II0I7  Wnile*fl 
Pnjer:**— Garin  Hamilton,  Eaq.,  Clerk  of  Ayr,  the  Foet*i  fHend  and  hmefiM- 
t«r,  VM  acoontM  one  Sanday  morning  hy  a  mendicant,  who  bended  alma  of 
him.  Net  reeoUecUng  that  It  waa  the  Sabbath,  Ilamlltoo  aet  the  man  to  work  In 
Ms  garden,  which  U7  on  the  pnblte  road,  and  the  poor  fellow  was  dlacoTered  by 
the  petufie  on  their  way  to  the  kirk,  and  they  immediately  stoned  him  from  the 
grovDd.  For  this  oflenae,  Mr.  Hamilton  was  not  permitted  to  hare  a  child 
ckfialened.  which  his  wife  bore  him  soon  afterward,  until  he  applied  to  the 
■ynod.  His  men  o(Bcloa<i  opponent  was  William  Flvher,  one  of  the  elders  of 
the  chnreh :  and  to  rerenge  the  Insolt  to  his  fHend,  Boma  made  him  tbe  aa^)eel 
«l  Ikto  hoBorooa  t 


When  ftae  my  mither^s  womb  I  fisD, 
Tbaa  might  hae  pimig'd  me  into  heD, 
To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  wail 

In  burnin'  lake, 
Whare  danmed  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Chain*d  to  a  stake. 

Tet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample ; 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample; 

I  'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple, 

Strong  as  a  xock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  an  example 

To  a'  thy  flodc. 

[0  L— d,  thou  kens  what  seal  I  bear, 
When  drinkoB  drink,  and  Bwearan  swear 
And  singing  there,  axid  dancing  here, 

Wi'  great  and  sma* ; 
For  I  am  keepit  by  thy  fear, 

Free  frae  them  •*.] 

But  yet,  OL — dl  confess  I  must, 
At  times  I  *m  faah'H -^"^ 
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w,^-*«B^  I  fbrther  maim  vrow, 

^  lisie's  ]am,  tfareo  times  I  trow — 

^L-d,tli*t  Friday  I  was  fou', 

When  I  came  near  her, 
^  dse,  thoa  keoi^  thy  senrant  true 

Wad  ne'er  hae  steered  her. 

Ibf  be  thoQ  lets  this  fleshly  thorn 

Boast  thy  servant  e*en  and  mom, 

Ittt  he  owre  hig^  and  proud  ahould  turn, 

'CSanse  he 's  sae  gifted ; 
If  He,  itj  haa'  mann  e*en  be  borne. 

Until  thou  lift  it 

Ir— d,  blesB  thy  chosen  in  this  place, 

For  here  thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 

But  Q^— d  confound  their  stubborn  face, 

And  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace 

And  public  shame. 

Ir— d,  mind  Oawn  Hamilton's  deserts. 
He  drinks,  and  swears,  and  plays  at  cartes, 
Tet  has  sae  mony  takin*  arts, 

Wi'  great  and  sma', 
Frie  G^— d's  sin  priests  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa\ 

An'  whan  we  chasten'd  him  therefore. 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore. 
As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

O'laughin'atus; — 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  his  store. 

Kail  and  potatoes. 

L— d,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r, 

Against  the  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr ; 

Thy  strong  right  hand,  L— d,  mak'  it  bare 

Upo*  their  heads, 
L— ^  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeda 
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O  L — d  my  Q — d,  that  glib-tonga*d  Aiken, 

My  very  heart  and  sanl  are  quakin*, 

To  think  how  we  stood  groanin',  shakin', 

And  swat  wi*  dread. 
While  AtQd  wi*  hinging  lip  gaed  snakin'. 

And  hid  his  head. 

L — d,  in  Uie  day  of  vengeance  try  him, 
If— d,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  him, 
And  pass  not  in  thy  mercy  by  *em, 

Nor  hear  their  pra^r ; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  *em, 

And  dinna  spare. 

But,  L— d,  remember  me  and  mine, 
Wr  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Excelled  by  nane, 
An'  a*  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen  I 


EPITAPH    ON    HOLT    WILLIE. 

Here  Holy  Willie's  sair  worn  day 

Taks  up  its  last  abode ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear,  the  leflrhand  road. 

Stop  I  there  he  is,  as  sure  *s  a  gun, 

Poor,  silly  body,  see  him ; 
Nae  wonder  he 's  as  black 's  the  grun — 

Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him  I 

Your  brunstane  devilship,  I  see, 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye ; 

But  baud  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee, 
TiU  ance  ye've  heard  my  story. 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore. 

For  pity  ye  hae  nane  I 
Justice,  alas  t  has  gi'en  him  o*er, 

And  mercy's  day  Va  gwaa. 
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Bat  hear  me,  sir,  deil  as  ye  are, 

Look  something  to  your  credit; 
A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  your  name, 

If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it. 


ADDRESS    TO    THE   DEIL. 

ROBSBT  BURNS. 
**0  Prlnoel  O  Chief  of  mxaj  throned  Pov*n, 
That  led  th*  embettled  Seraphim  to  varl"— 

Milton. 

0  THOU  1  whatever  tiUe  suit  thee, 
Auld  Homie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavem  grim  and  sootie. 

Closed  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie, 

To  scaud  poor  wretches  I 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 

1  *m  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gie. 

E'en  to  a  deil, 
To  skelp  an*  scaud  poor  dogs  like  nie. 
An'  hear  us  squeel  I 

Great  is  thy  power,  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  kenn'd  and  noted  is  thy  name : 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  heugh's  thy  hamo, 

Thou  travels  far : 
An,'  faith!  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roaring  lion. 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  comers  tryin' ; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  flyin' 

Tirlm  the  kirks; 
Whyles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin', 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

I  Ve  heard  my  reverend  Grannie  saj, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray*, 
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Or  whcro  Jiiild  niinM  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon, 

Ye  flight  the  nightly  wanderer's  way 
Wi'  eldritdi  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Gkannie  summoii 
To  say  her  prayen^  douce,  honest  woman  I 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she 's  heard  yon  bmnmin*, 

Wi*  eerie  drone  j 
Or,  rustlin,  thro'  the  boortries  comin', 

Wr  heaTy  groaa 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night. 

The  stars  shot  down  wi*  sklentin'  lights 

Wi'  you,  mysel,  I  gat  a  fright 

Ayont  the  knigh ; 
Ye,  like  a  rBsh4)nsh,  stood  in  sights 

Wi'  waving  Boagfa. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  ahake^ 
Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake, 
When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  quaick— -qnudc — 
Amang  the  ^ringa^ ' 

Awa  ye  squattcr'd,  like  a  drake. 

On  wliistling  wings. 

TiCt  warlocks  grim,  an*  withcr'd  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain. 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain : 
For,  oh  I  the  yeUow  treasure 's  taen 

By  witching  skill ; 
An'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gaen 

As  yell's  the  bill 

Thence  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse 
On  young  guidmen,ioud^^&i^Tv^«xi'  ccouae, 


0ATtBtOAL. 

^"^  the  b«fc  WMMame  i*  the  hoose, 
.  Bj  otntrip  wit^ 

^*w<Mt  made  no  worth  a  loqae, 
Juit  at  the  bit 

^W  thowM  dinolvie  the  mawy  hooKd, 
^  W  tiie  Jinglin  lef -booEdy 
^^  walM»4ia^ua  haimt  the  foord, 

By  your  dhectbii ; 
^■fghtod  tmrtea  are  aDur'd 

To  tiieir  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  nKMa-trayeramg  epunkiea 
Jkooj  the  wis^t  that  kte  an'  drunk  Is : 
The  bieem,  canti  mischievous  monkeys 

Ddude  his  eyes, 
^  m  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is. 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 

When  masons*  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  Btonns  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  code  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  tell  I 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straughttohelll 

Ling  syne,  in  Eden's  bonnie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd, 
An'  an  the  soul  of  love  they  shar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour. 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  sward, 

In  shady  bow'r : 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  mec-drawing  dog! 

Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog., 

An'  play*d  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa* !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

MaLst  ruin*d  a\ 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bii^ 
Wi'  reddt  dndfl^  ta'  reestit  gifl^ 
11* 
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Ye  did  pnmat  your  montia  pliii 

lluig  better  ibik, 

An*  ddented  on  the  nmn  of  Ui 

Tour  qiitefii' joke? 

An*  how  je  gat  him  i'  joor  tfmD, 
An*  brak  him  out.o'  house  mi'  bally 
While  Boaba  an*  botohea  did  Um  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  daw, 
And  low8*d  his  iO-toiiga'd,  wicked  aosiHy 

WMwaxatavar 

Bat  a*  your  doings  to  rehearse^ 
Your  wily  snares  an*  feditin'  lleroei 
Sin*  that  day  Midiael  did  you  pieroe^ 

Down  to  thislime^ 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse^ 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An*  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye*re  thinkin*, 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin',  drinkin*, 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin' 

To  your  black  pit; 
But)  faith  I  he  11  turn  a  comer  jinkin*, 

An*  cheat  you  yet 

But)  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben  I 

0  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men'  I 
Ye  aiblins  might — ^I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake — 

1  *m  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake  1 1 


THE   DEVIL'S    WALK    ON    EARTH. 

BOBIRT  SOUTHXr. 

Fbom  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day 

A  walking  the  Devil  is  gone. 
To  k>ok  at  his  snug  little  farm  of  the  World, 

And  see  how  his  stock  weal  on« 
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j^  tlie  hill  and  over  the  dale, 
A^^  he  wcnl  over  the  plain ; 
'^^heekward  and  forward  he  swiah'd  his  tail, 

^a  gentleman  fwiahea  a  cane. 

Bow  tlien  was  the  Derfl  di«8t7 

Ob,  be  was  in  bia  Sonday's  beet 
^coat  was  red  and  bia  breeches  were  bine, 
iid  tfaeie  was  a  hole  where  hia  tail  came  through. 

A  kdf  drore  bj  in  her  pride, 

In  whoee  fiuse  an  cxpreaBon  he  ^>ied 

For  which  he  conM  have  kias'd'her; 
finch  a  flomiabingy  fine,  derer  woman  was  she, 
With  an  eye  as  widked  as  widced  can  be, 
lahonld  take  her  for  my  Amit^  thought  he. 

If  my  dam  had  had  a  sister. 

He  met  a  lord  of  high  degree. 
No  matter  what  was  his  name ; 
Whose  fiu»  with  his  own  when  he  came  to  compare 
The  expression,  the  look,  and  the  air, 
And  the  character,  too,  as  it  scem'd  to  a  hair — 
Sodi  a  twin-likeness  there  was  in  the  pair 
That  it  made  the  Devil  start  and  stare. 
For  he  thought  there  was  surely  a  looking-glass  there, 
But  he  could  not  see  the  frame. 

He  saw  a  Lawyer  killing  a  viper, 

On  a  dung-hill  beside  his  stable ; 
Hal  quoth  he,  thou  put'st  me  in  mind 

Of  the  story  of  Cain  and  AbeL 

An  Apothecary  on  a  white  horse 

Bode  by  on  his  vocation ; 
And  the  Devil  thought  of  his  old  friend 

Death  in  the  Bevelation. 

He  paas'd  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-house^ 

A  cottage  of  gentility, 
And  he  own*d  with  a  grin 
That  his  favorite  sin, 

Is  pride  that  apes  hamili^. 
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He  Mw  ft  pig  xapid^ 

Down  a  river  float; 
The  pig  Bwam  mSi,  bat  ereiy  itvoke 

Was  cutting  his  own  throai; 

And  Satan  gave  thereat  his  tail 

A  twiri  of  admiration ; 
For  he  thought  of  his  dangfater  Wai^ 

And  her  sodding  bsbe  Taacatioii. 

Wen  enough,  in  ao&ix,  he  liked  that  tnd^ 
And  nothing  the  worae  for  the  jest ; 

But  this  was  onljr  s  first  thought 
And  in  this  he  did  not  rest: 

Another  came  presently  into  his  head. 

And  here  it  proved,  as  hsa  often  been  saidy 
That  second  thoughts  are  best 

For  as  Piggy  plied  with  wind  and  tide, 

His  way  with  such  celerity. 
And  at  every  stroke  the  water  dyed 
With  his  own  red  blood,  the  Devil  cried, 
Behold  a  swinish  nation's  pride 

In  cotton-spun  prosperity. 

He  walk'd  into  London  leisurely, 

The  streets  were  dirty  and  dim : 
But  there  he  saw  Brothers  the  Prophet^ 

And  Brothers  the  Prophet  saw  him. 

He  entered  a  thriving  bookseller's  shop ; 

Quoth  be,  we  are  both  of  one  college, 
For  I  myself  sate  like  a  Cormorant  once 

Upon  the  Tree  of  Knowledge. 

As  he  passed  through  Gold-Bath  Fields  he  lo6k*d 

At  a  solitary  cell ; 
And  he  was  well-pleased,  for  it  gave  him  a  hint 

For  improving  the  prisons  of  HelL 

He  saw  a  turnkey  tie  a  thiefs  hands 

With  a  cordial  tug  and  jerk ; 
Nimbly,  quoth  he,  a  man's  fingers  move 

When  his  heart  ia  in  hia  work. 


^^  ^  time  tandEBf  unfettering  ft  mia 

With  little  Q^^editkm; 
^  k  chackled  to>  think  of  his  dear  alave-tride, 
^^^kng  debfttet  and  dekys  that  were  made, 

^^''■^oenuDg  its  abolition. 

^  Ottt  one  of  his  favorite  danghters 

%  la  £vangelicai  Meeting: 
^  ftigetting  hynsdf  for  jqj  at  her  si^t^ 
ftvonU  have  aoooeted  her  outrig^t^ 

^  giren  her  ft  fiitheily  greeting. 

^die  tqit  him  the  wink,  drew  bade,  and  cried, 

Afanntl  my  name 's  Bdigbn  1 
^  then  she  tnm*d  to  the  preacher 

Aad  leer*d  like  a  loTe-sick  pigeon. 

A  fine  man  and  a  famous  Professor  was  he, 
Ai  the  great  Alexander  now  may  be, 
Whose  fame  not  yet  o'erpast  is: 
Or  that  new  Scotch  performer 
Who  is  fiercer  and  wanner, 
The  great  Sir  Arch-Bombastes. 

With  throbs  and  throes,  and  ah*8  and  oh's. 

Far  famed  his  flodc  for  frightning ; 
And  thundering  with  his  voice,  the  while 

His  eyes  rigasag  like  lightmng. 

This  Sootdi  phenomenon,  I  trow. 

Beats  Alexander  hollow ; 
Even  when  most  tame 
He  breathes  more  flame 

Then  ten  Fire-Kings  could  swallow. 

Another  daughter  he  presently  met; 

With  music  of  fife  and  drum. 

And  a  consecrated  flag, 

And  shout  of  tag  and  rafTf 

And  march  of  rank  and  file. 
Which  had  filled  the  crowded  aisle 
Of  the  venerable  pile, 

Firom  chnrch  he  saw  her  oodm. 
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Iv  ciJIM  ber  wide,  and  beg&n  td  cblde. 
For  wlmt.  dost  ihoii  Lci'v  ?  s»id  b* ; 
>fy  city  of  Romti  ii^  thy  proper  Uwm**, 
^'    And  tliere'a  work  enqugh  ihvTv  for  thcc* 

Thou  b»t  cofofessiouB  to  11? Ivd, 

And  btlh  t^j  christen, 
And  flJUirs  aod  doll*  f'^  -^reas ; 

And  b^adib  o  ble^; 

And  aii.^  ^  rho  p^j  hm. 

Nay,  Fiither,  X  b^        tbnt  this  w  my  post. 
She  onawered ;  iind  thou  Tvilt  allow, 
That  the  great  Harlot, 
AVho  is  clothed  in  scarlet, 
Can  very  well  spare  me  now. 

Upon  her  business  I  am  come  here, 
That  we  may  extend  our  powers : 
Whatever  lets  down  this  church  that  we  hate, 
Is  something  in  favor  of  ours. 

You  will  not  think,  great  Cosmocrat  I 

That  I  spend  my  time  in  foolmg ; 
Many  irons,  my  sire,  have  we  in  the  fire. 

And  I  must  leave  none  of  them  cooling ; 
For  you  must  know  state-councils  here, 
Are  held  which  I  bear  rule  in. 
When  my  liberal  notions, 
Produce  mischievous  motions, 
There 's  many  a  man  of  good  intent^ 
In  either  house  of  Parliament, 
Whom  I  shall  find  a  tool  in ; 
And  I  have  hopeful  pupils  too 
Who  all  tliis  while  are  schooling. 

Pine  progress  they  make  in  our  liberal  opinioDS, 
My  Utilitarians, 


8ATIBI0AL.  2511 

M J  an  BortB  of— >iniaii8 
And  all  sorts  of— eriaos ; 
Hj  all  sorts  of-^ts. 
And  mj  Prigs  and  my  Whigs 
Who  have  all  sorts  of  twists 
Trained  in  the  very  way,  I  know, 
Father,  yon  would  have  them  go ; 
High  and  low, 
Wise  and  foolish,  great  and  small, 
March-of-Intellect-Boys  alL 

Well  pleased  wilt  thou  be  at  no  very  far  day 

When  the  caldron  of  mischief  boils, 
And  I  bring  them  forth  in  battle  array 

And  bid  them  suspend  their  broils, 
That  they  may  unite  and  fall  on  the  prey, 

For  which  we  are  spreading  our  toils. 
How  the  nice  boys  all  will  give  mouth  at  the  oall, 

Hark  away  I  hark  away  to  the  spoils  I 
My  Macs  and  my  Quacks  and  my  lawless-Jacks, 
My  Shiels  and  O'Gonnells,  my  pious  Mac-Donuells, 

My  joke-smith  Sydney,  and  all  of  liis  kidney, 
My  Humes  and  my  Broughams, 
My  merry  old  Jerry, 

My  Lord  Kings,  and  my  Doctor  Doyles  I 

At  this  good  news,  so  great 
The  Devil's  pleasure  grew. 
That  with  a  joyfiil  swish  he  rent 

The  hole  where  his  tail  came  through. 

His  countenance  fell  for  a  moment 

When  he  felt  the  stitches  go ; 
Ah  I  thought  he,  there 's  a  job  now 

That  I  *ve  made  for  my  tailor  below. 

Qre&i  news  I  bloody  news  I  cried  a  newsman ; 

The  Devil  said.  Stop,  let  me  see  1 
Great  news  ?  bloody  news  ?  thought  the  Deril, 

The  bloodier  the  better  for  me. 
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So  he  bought  the  newspaper,  Aod  no  news 

At  ail  for  his  money  he  had. 
Lying  Tariet)  thought  he,  thua  to  take  in  old  Nick  I 

But  it  'b  some  satisfiiction,  my  lad, 
To  know  thou  art  paid  beforehand  for  the  tricky 

For  the  sixpence  I  gave  thee  is  bad. 

And  then  it  came  into  his  head 

By  oracular  inspiration, 
That  what  he  had  seen  and  what  he  had  said 

In  the  course  of  this  visitation, 
Would  be  published  in  the  Morning  Post 

For  all  this  reading  nation. 

Tlicrewith  in  second  sight  he  saw 
The  place  and  the  manner  and  time, 

In  which  tliis  mortal  story 

Would  be  put  in  immortal  rhyme. 

That  it  would  happen  when  two  poets 

Should  on  a  time  be  met, 
In  the  town  of  Nether  Stowey, 

In  the  shire  of  Somerset 

There  while  the  one  was  shaving 
Would  he  the  soug  begin ; 
And  the  other  when  he  heard  it  at  breakfast^ 
In  ready  accord  join  in. 

So  each  would  help  the  otlier. 
Two  heads  being  better  than  one ; 

And  the  plirase  and  conceit 

Would  in  unison  meet, 
And  so  with  glee  the  verse  flow  free, 
In  dinj^-dong  chime  of  sing-song  rhyme, 

Till  tlie  wliole  were  mi>rrily  done. 

And  because  it  was  sot  to  the  razor, 

Not  to  the  lute  or  harp, 
Therefore  it  was  tliat  the  fancy 
Should  be  bright,  and  the  ^\\.  be  sliarp. 
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**»  "^^^  wd  Saum  to  h\vm\£,  A 
^^tbntfldd  b^imier, 

^'^  ii  BO  gTMter  flomer. 

^^^  pit  ■»  in  iig^ J  bftOads 
^^JSbekm  ptcturas  for  sale; 
^  ^  looff d  ai  o^  hoo6  and  m j  horn^ 
^  hit  mde  YtKj  free  with  m j  tail 

^tUilCater  Poet  dbaD  find 
^tmnotAMife  enbject  for  whim; 
^Ilaet  19  A  Sdiool  of  my  own, 
^  my  Poets  dull  set  upon  him. 

%  went  to  A  ooffbe-hoose  to  dine, 
And  there  he  had  soy  in  his  dish ; 

HtTJog  (miered  some  soles  for  his  dinner, 
Bectose  he  was  fond  of  flat  fish. 

Aey  are  much  to  my  palate,  thought  he, 
And  now  guess  the  reason  who  can, 

Why  DO  bait  should  be  better  than  place, 
When  I  fish  for  a  Pariiament^man. 

Bat  the  soles  in  the  bill  were  ten  shfllings ; 

Tefl  your  master,  quoth  he,  what  I  say; 
If  he  diarges  at  this  rate  for  all  things, 

He  must  be  in  a  pretty  good  way. 

hoi  mark  ye,  said  he  to  the  waiter, 
I  *m  a  dealer  myself  in  this  line, 

And  his  business^  between  you  and  me, 
Nothing  hkc  so  extensive  as  mine. 

Now  Bolefl  are  exceedingly  cheap. 
Which  he  will  not  attempt  to  deny. 

When  I  see  him  at  my  fish-market, 
I  warrant  him,  by-and-by. 

As  he  went  ak>npr  the  Strand 

Between  three  in  the  morning  and  fonr. 
He  obeerred  a  qneer-looking  peraon 

Who  daggered  ttom  Fenfu  door. 
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And  he  thought  that  all  the  worid  over 
In  Tain  for  a  man  yoa  might  sodc. 

Who  could  drink  more  like  a  Trojan 
Or  talk  more  like  a  Greek. 

The  Devil  then  he  prophesied 
It  would  one  day  be  matter  of  talk, 
That  with  wine  when  Bmitten, 
And  with  wit  moreover  being  hap^nlj  bitten, 
The  erudite  bibber  was  he  who  had  written 
The  story  of  this  walk. 

A  pretty  mistake,  quoth  the  Devil; 
A  pretty  mistake  I  opine  I 
I  have  put  many  ill  thoughts  in  his  mouth, 
He  will  never  put  good  ones  in  mine. 

And  whoever  shall  say  that  to  Person 

These  best  of  all  verses  belong, 
He  w  an  untruth-tellinji:  whore-son, 

And  so  shall  be  call'd  in  the  song. 

And  if  seeking  an  illicit  connection  with  fame. 
Any  one  eho  should  put  in  a  claim, 

In  tliis  comicAl  competition; 
That  excellent  poem  will  prove 

A  man-trap  for  sucli  foolish  ambition, 
Where  the  silly  rogue  shall  be  caught  by  the  leg, 
And  exposetl  in  a  second  edition. 

Now  the  morning  air  was  cold  for  him 
Wlio  was  used  to  a  warm  abode ; 

And  yet  he  did  not  immediately  wish, 
To  set  out  on  his  homeward  road. 

For  he  had  some  morning  calls  to  make 

Before  he  went  back  to  Hell ; 
So  thought  he  I  'U  step  into  a  gaming-house, 

And  that  will  do  as  well ; 
But  just  before  he  could  get  to  the  door 

A  wonderful  chance  \>efe\L 
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^»iD  on  i  sadden,  in  a  dark  place. 

^  <*ne  upon  Qeneral 'a  burning  face ; 

^  it  struck  him  with  such  consternation, 
P'^ioine  in  a  hurry  his  way  did  he  take, 
^^'^^e  he  thought)  by  a  alight  mistake 

^  Was  the  general  conflagration. 


CHURCH   AND   STATE. 

THOMAS  MOOR& 

■^BBr  Royalty  waa  young  and  bold, 
fo,  totich'd  by  Time,  he  had  become — 

^*t  is  not  civil  to  say  old — 
At  least,  a  ei-devaut  jeune  homfne. 

One  evening,  on  some  wild  pursuit^ 

Driving  along,  he  chanced  to  see 
Beligion,  pa'ving  by  on  foot, 

And  took  him  in  his  vis-d-vis. 

This  said  Religion  was  a  friar, 

The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men, 
^Tk)  ne'er  had  notion  or  desire 

Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 

"I  8ay"^-quotli  Royalty,  who  rather 

Enjoy VI  a  majviueradinfr  jokt? — 
"  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  father, 

You  lend  me,  for  a  wliile,  your  cloak." 

The  friar  consented — little  knew 
Wliat  tricks  the  youth  had  in  liis  head ; 

Besides,  was  rather  tfinpted,  too, 
By  a  liu-ed  coat  he  p)t  in  stead. 

Away  ran  Royalty,  sl;ip-da*sh. 

Scampering  hkc  mail  iihout  the  town ; 
Broke  window.-* — shiver'd  bmps  to  smash, 

And  knock'd  whole  scores  <k  watchmen  <lown. 
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Wliile  Mught  could  they  ^hoae  heads  were  hft 
Learn  of  ibe  "  why '  or  the  *^  wb«rc£jre^" 

.  ^copt  that  *t  wfLs  Hc]igioB'»  cloak  ^h 

The  gf^ttUetTLiiii,  who  i^rack'd  tboto,  w<|(rB.flK 

a&Qwhile^  the  Fmr,  wbost;  hood  was  tum'd 
By  the  lawd  coatj  grew  frisky  tw) — 
L  ik'd  big — his  formp-  hubits  apuni'd — 
"'^  -*  great  men  do — 


Dealt 

!»tha  and  curse 

g-' 

m,  or  as  had — 

Lai^ 

^'s  purats — 

InsRcnt 

lavecr  mad 
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As  work  like  Ldiin  ,<  as  u      ^fitting. 
And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it^ 

The  Court  of  Common  Sense  then  sitting, 
Summon'd  tlie  culprits  both  before  it ; 

Whfjre,  afler  hours  iu  wrangling  spent 
(As  courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  well), 

Religion  to  St.  Luke's  was  sent, 

And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  Bridewell : 

Willi  this  proviso — Should  they  be 
Restored  in  due  time  to  their  senses, 

They  both  must  give  security 
In  future,  against  such  oflenses — 

Religion  ne'er  to  lend  his  doakj 

Seeing  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to ; 

And  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke- 
But  not  to  crack  poor  pQpjfle's  heads,  too. 


LYING. 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  sigh, 
My  lips  have  breath'd  you  many  a  he, 
And  who,  with  such  delights  in  view, 
Would  lose  them  for  a  he  or  two  ? 
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r^^'Hook  not  thiu^  with  brow  rqMroYing: 


^.   ^  my  dear,  the  aool  of  lovingl 
^^^we  ten  the  girls  were  true, 
»^^^we  Bwear  to  think  and  do^ 

^  tngfat  bat  lying^s  bright  illnaioD, 
J^  world  would  be  in  strange  confusion  1 
**  Udiei*  ^es  were,  erciy  one, 
^  lorers  swear,  a  radiant  son, 
I'^atronomj  shoiikl  leave  the  skies, 
^0  lesm  her  lore  in  ladies^  eyes! 
^  no  I— belieTe  me,  lovely  girl, 
When  natare  toms  your  teeth  to  pearl, 
Your  neck  to  snow,  your  eyes  to  fire, 
Tour  yeDow  locks  to  golden  wire. 
Then,  only  then,  can  heaven  decree, 
Tbit  yon  should  live  for  only  me, 
(^  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom, 
We  've  swearing  ldn*d,  and  Idsedng  sworn. 

And  now,  my  gentle  hints  to  clear, 
For  once,  I  *11  tell  you  truth,  my  dear  I 
Whenever  you  may  chance  to  meet 
A  loving  youth,  whose  love  is  sweet, 
Long  as  you  're  false  and  he  believes  you. 
Long  as  you  trust  and  he  deceives  you. 
So  long  the  blissful  bond  endures ; 
And  while  he  lies,  his  heart  is  yours : 
But,  oh !  you  *ve  wholly  lost  the  youtli 
The  instant  that  ho  tells  you  truth  I 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 


BT  THI  LATE  WORK  OF  TOE  BEVEREKD  MB.  IKV-NO 
"0!C  PROPHKCT." 

THOMAS  MOOBE. 

tmnuM  at  hand  I — I  'm  delighted  to  hear  it — 
A  matters  both  public  and  private  now  go, 
h  mnltitDdea  round  U5,  all  starving  or  near  it, 
.  good  lidi  millennium  will  come  d  propoi. 
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Only  think,  ICaster  IVed,  what  delight  to  bdiold, 
Instead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Baga^ 

A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 

Sound  bullion  throughout,  frcMn  the  roof  to  the 


A  city  where  wine  and  die^  com  shall  abound — 
A  celestial  Cooaignt^  on  whose  butterfly  shelTes 

We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  wiU  be  found. 
As  your  saints  seldom  fail  to  take  care  of  themselTeB  I 

Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  natures  elysiany 
Divine  Squintifobua^  who,  placed  within  reaoh 

Of  two  opposite  worlds  by  a  twist  of  your  vision 
Con  cast)  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  each ; — 

Thanks,  thanks  for  tlie  hopes  thou  hast  given  us^  that  we 

May,  even  in  our  times  a  jubilee  share, 
Which  so  long  has  been  promised  by  prophets  like  thee. 

And  so  oflen  has  fuil'd,  we  began  to  despair. 

There  was  Whiston,  who  learaetHy  took  Prince  Eugene 
For  the  man  who  must  bring  tlic  Miilcnnium  about ; 

There 's  Faber,  whose  pious  predictions  have  been 
All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out  ;— 

Tliere  was  Counsellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.P., 
Who  discoursed  on  the  subject  with  signal  edat, 

And,  each  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Armagh  1 

There  was  also — but  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 
With  your  Brotherses,  Southcotes,  and  names  less  deserving. 

When  all  past  Millenniums  hencefortli  must  give  way 
To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv-ng. 

GK)  on,  mighty  man — doom  them  all  to  tlie  shelf— 
And,  when  next  thou  witli  prophecy  troublest  thy  sconce, 

Oil,  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (chapter  4)  that  sees  nine  ways  at  once  I 


'^^ 
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LITTLE  6BAND  LAMA. 
A  wiaut  lOB  nmron  botal. 

TBOUAB  MOOSI. 


^  ^thSbti  oooa  then  reign'd,  we  're  told, 

^  fetde  Lema,  one  year  old — 

^^iiad  to  the  tliione,  thftt  realm  to  Mesa, 

^  iditt  his  little  HoImeaB 

^^  col— «e  neer  as  can  be  redeemed — 

Boiiie  mj  hkfini  tooth,  some  his  aeeontL 

QmoQlogen  and  Tenea  Taij, 

WUch  proves  historians  diould  be  waiy. 

We  QQilj  know  the  important  tnith— 

Bb  ll^est^  Jbd  out  a  tooth. 

And  moch  his  subjects  were  enchanted, 

As  wen  aU  Lamas*  subjects  may  be, 
And  would  haye  given  their  heads,  if  wanted. 

To  make  tee-totoms  for  the  babj 
As  he  was  thoe  by  Right  Divine 

(What  lawyers  call  Jure  Divino 
Meaning  a  right  to  yours  and  mine, 

And  every  body*8  goods  and  rhino) — 
Of  course  his  faithful  subjects'  purses 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  succors — 
Nothing  was  seen  but  pensioned  nursee, 

And  the  land  groan*d  with  bibs  and  tuckers. 

Oh !  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennet 
Then  Btting  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 
Te  gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 
Upon  the  Nursery  Estimates  I 
What  cutting  down  of  swaddling-clothes 

And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles  I 
What  caDs  for  papers  to  expose 

The  waste  of  sugar-plums  and  rattles  I 
But  no— if  Thibet  had  M.P.^ 
Thsy  were  far  better  bred  than  these ; 
Nor  gave  the  slightest  opposition, 
Daring  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition. 


9t4  SATIBIOA!.*-. 


Bat  ahort  this  aOm;  lbr,ji»t  wbon.lM 
Had  reaoh'd  the  alarming  age  of  tfavea^ 
When  royal  naturee— and,  no  doobt 
Thoae  of  ofi  noUe  beaata    break  on^ 
The  Lama,  who  till  then  waa  qoiet^ 
Showed  aymptoaia  of  a  taate  for  riot; 
And,  ripe  for  miaohie^  ^riy,  lats^ 
Wfthoat  regard  for  CSmrdi  or  Stale^ 
Made  free  with  wfaoaoe'er  came  mg^h*- 

Tweak'd  the  Lord  Ohanoellar  hj  the  non^ 
Tom'd  aU  the  Judgea*  wigv  awiy, 

And  trod  on  the  old  GenenTa  i 
Pelted  the  Biahc^  with  hot  bona^ 

Bode  oock-horae  on  the  oitgr  i 
And  shot)  firom  little  deviliah  guna^ 

Hard  peas  into  hia  aubjecta'  faoea. 
In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd, 

And  grew  so-mischievoas  (Qod'  bleaa  him  I) 
That  his  chief  Nurse — ^though  with  the  aid 
Of  an  Archbishop— was  afraid, 

When  in  these  moods,  to  comb  or  dreas  him; 
And  even  the  persons  most  indined 

For  Kings,  through  thick  and  thin,  to  aticlde, 
Thought  liim  (if  they  'd  but  speak  their  mind 

Which  they  did  not)  an  odious  pickle. 

At  length,  some  patriot  lords — a  breed 

Of  animals  they  have  in  Thibet, 
Extremely  rare,  and  fit,  indeed. 

For  folks  like  Pidcock  to  exhibit — 
Some  patriot  lords,  seeing  the  length 
To  which  things  went,  combined  their  strength. 
And  penn'd  a  manly,  plain  and  free 
Remonstrance  to  the  Nursery ; 
In  which,  protesting  that  they  yielded, 

To  none,  that  ever  went  before  'em — 
In  loyalty  to  him  who  wielded 

The  hereditary  pap-spoon  o'er  'em — 
That^  as  for  treason,  't  was  a  thing 

Thtt  made  them  almost  sick  to  think  of— 
That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Throughout  his  measles  and  his  chin-oough, 


0AVIB1CAL.  •M) 

"^Vhtti  otlwf%  thmking  him  oonsaniptiTe, 
fiad  imtled  to  the  heir  PresmnptiTe! — 
fiutitill — tbou^nmcfa  admiring  kings 
(And  diiefly  those  in  fetding-etrings) — 
Thej  WW,  with  shame  and  grief  of  sod, 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 
And  eoDStitiitioiial  control 

Othkdk  before  their  mler^s  ejes; 
But  tha%  of  late,  sndi  pranks  and  tridca^ 

And  freaks  oocorr^d  the  whole  daj  long^ 
As  an,  hot  men  with  bishoprics, 

ADow'd,  cTen  in  a  King,  were  wrong — 
Wherefore  it  was  they  hmnUy  pray'd 

That  Honorable  Nnraeiy, 
Tbat  sodi  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

As  all  good  men  desired  to  see ; — 
In  other  words  (lest  they  might  seem 
Too  tedious)  as  the  gentlest  scheme 
For  potting  all  sadi  pranks  to  rest, 

And  in  its  bud  the  mischief  nipping — 
They  Tentured  humbly  to  suggest 
His  Majesty  should  hare  a^  whipping  1 

When  this  was  read — ^no  Congreve  rocket 

Discharged  into  the  Gallic  trenches, 
Fer  eqnall'd  the  tremendous  shock  it 

Produc'd  upon#ie  Nursery  Benches. 
The  Bishops,  who,  of  course  had  votes, 

By  rigiit  of  age  and  petticoats. 
Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fuss — 

^  What,  whip  a  Lama  I — suffer  birch 

To  touch  his  sacred in&mous  I 

Deistical  I — assailing  thus 

The  fundamentals  of  the  Church  1 
Ko— no— such  patriot  plans  as  theee 
(So  help  them  Heaven — and  their  sees!) 
They  held  to  be  rank  bUsphemies.** 

The  alarm  thus  given,  by  these  and  other 

Orave  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side, 
Spread  through  the  land,  till,  such  a  pother 

Snob  par^  squabbles^  for  and  wide, 
12 


M6  ftATIBXOA&. 

Never  in  hklUirfu  page  lied  been 
Beooided,  ■■  wen  then  between 
The  Whippeia  end  Non-whipiMn  eeen. 
TiD,  thingi  arming  etaatate 

Whidi  gKwt  some  feen  ofrevoittUon, 
The  patriot  lorda*  advioe,  tibcw^  lata^ 

Was  put  at  last  in  ecBeoatkxL 
The  Pariiamoit  of  Thibet  met— 

The  litUe  Lama  oalTd  before  i^ 
Did,  then  and  tiiere,  hia  whipping  gel^ 
And  (aa  the  Nuraeiy  QaKtte 
AflBuiea  na)  like  a  hero  bore  it 


And  though  'mong  Thibet  Toriei^  i 
Lament  that  Rojal  Martyniom 
(Please  to  obaerre,  the  letter  D 
In  this  last  word  *s  pronounced  like  B), 
Yet  to  the  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  is  Thibet's  Und  a  debtor, 
*Ti8  said  her  little  Lamas  since 

Have  all  behaved  themselves  mueh  better. 


ETERNAL  LONDON. 

^  XB0MA8  MOOBI. 

Akd  is  there  then  no  earthly  place 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  ElysLan, 
Without  some  cursed,  round  Engli^  fiioe, 

Popping  up  near,  to  break  the  vision ! 

'Mid  northern  lakes,  *mid  southern  vinee^ 

Unholy  cits  we  're  doom'd  to  meet ; 
Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Appenines 

Are  sacred  from  Thr^uineedle-atreet 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wind, 
Fancying  we  leave  this  world  behind, 
Such  pleasant  sounds  salute  one's  ear 

."  Baddiah  news  from  'Qhange,  my  dear— 
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"  The  Funds— (jAew,  curse  this  ugly  hUl !) 
Are  lowering  fiist — (what !  higher  still  Ty— 
And— (sookS)  we  're  mounting  up  to  Heaven  I) — 
Will  soon  be  down  to  sixty-seven." 


Go  where  we  may — ^rest  where  we  will, 

Eternal  London  haunts  us  stilL 

The  trash  of  Ahnack*s  or  Fleet-Ditch— 

And  scarce  a  pin's  head  difference  which — 

Mixes^  though  even  to  Greece  we  run, 

With  every  rill  from  Helicon ! 

And  if  this  rage  for  traveling  lasts, 

If  Cockneys  of  all  sets  and  castes. 

Old  maidens,  aldermen,  and  squires, 

WUl  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  fires, 

To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands 

No  soul  among  them  understands — 

If  Blues  desert  their  coteries, 

To  show  off  'mong  the  Wahabees — 

If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls, 

Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 
Young  ladies,  with  pink  parasols, 

To  glide  among  the  Pyramids — 
Why,  then,  farewell  all  hope  to  find 
A  spot  that 's  free  from  London-kind  I 
Who  knows,  if  to  the^est  we  roam, 
But  we  may  find  some  Blu^  "  at  home" 

Among  the  Blacks  of  Carolina — 
Or,  flying  to  the  eastward,  see 
Some  Mrs.  Hopkins,  taking  tea 

And  toast  upon  the  Wall  of  China. 


ON    FACTOTUM    NED. 

THOMAS  MOORK. 

Hshe  lies  Factotum  Ned  at  last : 

Long  as  he  breath'd  the  vital  air, 
Nothing  throughout  all  Europe  pass'd 

In  which  he  had  n't  some  email  chare. 


A  nwM  owing*!  ^Bider  Pkori^i 

To  oertain  hinta  Ned  g»ve  the  C 

(Vkh  his  pamphlet— price  eSz 

If  France  was  beat  at  Waterloo- 
As  all,  but  Frenchmen,  think  a 

To  Ned,  as  Wellington  well  knen 
Was  owing  half  that  day*B  appli 

Then  for  his  news-r^io  envoy's  b«| 
E'er  pass'd  so  many  secrets  tfaroi 

Scarcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 
Its  wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew 

Snch  tales  he  had  of  fbrdgn  plota^ 
With  foreign  names  one's  ear  to  1m 

From  Russia  ch^  and  qfk  in  loti^ 
From  Poland  awakk  by  the  doaeiL 

When  Gbobok,  alarm'd  fbr  Eng^and^ 
Tum*d  out  the  last  Whig  miniBtiy^ 

And  men  ask*d — ^who  ad^hed  Ihe  di 
Ned  modestly  confisss'd  'twas  he. 

For  though,  by  some  unlucky  nuss, 
He  had  not  downright  seen  the  Eji 

He  sent  such  hinta  through  Viscount 
ToMarfin''«  '^*-' 


SATIBICAL.  260 

^*^  thus,  all  doing  and  all  knowing, 
,^Wit,  statesman,  boxer,  chemist^  singer, 
^^aterer  was  the  best  pie  going, 

Xn  thai  Ned — trust  him — had  his  finger. 

*  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


LETTERS 


'^"aillDDTl 


'  mxn  iM-  PARS  TO  MISS  DOROTHY IN  IRKLAKD. 

THOMAS  MOORK. 

■^  1  time  since  I  wrote  I — I  'm  a  sad  naughty  girl — 
"'^'^  like  a  tee-totum,  I  *m  all  in  a  twirl, 
^^  eren  (as  you  wittily  say)  a  tee-totum 
^^ecn  an  its  twirls  gives  a  letter  to  note  *em. 
^^  Lord,  such  a  place  I  and  then,  Dolly,  my  dresses, 
^JgowTia,  so  divine  I — ^there  's  no  hmguage  expresses, 
«ci'pt  just  the  two  words  "  superbt',"  "  mapriiifique," 
^  trimmings  of  that  which  I  liad  home  last  week  ! 
It  is  call'd — I  forget — d  la — something  wliich  sounded 
Like  alicampane — but,  in  truth,  I  *m  confounded 
And  bother'd,  my  dear,  'twixt  that  troublesome  boy's 
(Bob's)  cookery  language,  and  Madame  Le  Roi's  : 
W^hat  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fiUets  of  veal, 
Tluogs  ffami  with  lace,  and  things  garni  witl>eel, 
One's  hair,  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papiUote^ 
And  a  thousand  more  things  I  shall  ne'er  liave  by  rote, 
I  can  scarce  tell  the  difference,  at  least  as  to  phrase. 
Between  bet'f  <i  la  Psyche  and  curLs  d  la  braise, — 
But,  in  sliort,  dear,  I  'in  tiick'd  out  quite  d  la  FranqcUse, 
With  my  bonnet — so  beautiful  I — liigh  up  and  poking. 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  chimneys  from  smoking. 

Where  MhaR  I  begin  witli  tlie  endless  delights 
Of  thlo  Eden  of  milliners,  monkeys,  and  sights — 
This  d«-Ar  busy  plac<',  when*  tliere's  notliing  transacting. 
But  drrssin^'  and  «linnerinjr,  <lancing  and  acting? 

Im|»riniH,  the  Op<*ra — meny,  my  ears  I 

Brotlier  Bobby's  remark  t'  other  night  was  a  true  one ; 
"This  mttft  be  the  mu-ie,''  *iid  ho,  **  of  the  spearSy 

For  I  *m  curst  if  each  note  of  it  does  n't  run  through  00 
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Pa  says  (ani  yoti  kn<jw^  !ove^  liLa  book  *8  to  Tii4lce  (wt), 
'T  was  tlie  Jacobins  brought  pvety  mbchiRf  aboqt; 
That  thji^  pftssion  for  roai  iDg  La?  come  in  of  lftt«^ 
Since  the  rfihbl^  &ll  tri^^d  for  &  ifoice  in  the  Bta^U?. 
What  a  frightful  idea,  one's  miud  to  o'onvhelm  T 

What  a  chorus,  dear  Dolly ^  would  soon  be  let  loose  of  itl 
Iff  when  of  age,  (*vcry  man  in  tlie  realm 

Had  a  voice  lik-.  .  chose  to  make  use  of  it  1 

No— never  was  kn^'"  lotoua  sphere 

Such  a  bre^h  of  t  eir  ringing,  my  dear  -  J 

So  bad,  too^  yw*  *''  le  god  of  bolh  arU^  - 

Of  Music  L'n  a  frolic 

For  setting  t  n  parta. 

And  couiposj  \g  bade  U*  a  dioHc ! 


4 


But,  the  dancing — ahparlez  vnoi,  Dolly,  de  ga — 
There,  indeed,  is  a  treat  that  charms  all  but  Papa. 
Such  beauty — such  grace — oh  ye  sylphs  of  romance  I 

Fly,  fly  to  Titania,  and  ask  her  if  she  has 
One  light-footed  nymph  in  her  train,  that  can  dance 

Like  divine  Bigottini  and  sweet  Fanny  Bias  I 
Fanny  Bias  in  Flora — dear  creature ! — you  'd  swear, 
When  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle  round, 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air, 

And  she  orrfy  par  complaisance  touches  the  ground. 
And  when  Bigottini  in  Psyche  dishevels 

Her  black  flowing  hair,  and  by  demons  is  driven, 
Oh  1  who  does  not  envy  those  rude  Httle  devils, 

That  hold  her,  and  hug  her,  and  keep  her  from  heaven  ? 
Then,  the  music — so  softly  its  cadences  die, 
So  divinely — oh,  Dolly  I  between  you  and  I, 
It  *s  as  well  for  my  peace  tliat  there 's  nobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then — you've  a  soul,  and  can  judge 
What  a  crisis  't  would  be  for  your  friend  Biddy  Fudge  I 

The  next  place  (which  Bobby  has  near  lost  his  heart  in). 
They  call  it  the  Play-house — I  think — of  Saint  Martin: 
Quite  charming — and  very  religious — what  folly 
To  say  that  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolly, 
When  here  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly, 
The  Testament  turn'd  into  melo-drames  nightly : 
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^  doobdeai^  so  fond  thej  're  of  scriptural  facts, 

"^  win  soon  get  tho  Pentateuch  up  in  five  acts. 

Here  Duiiel,  Iq  pantomime,  bids  bold  defiance 

To  Nebuchadnezzar  and  all  his  stuff 'd  lions, 

^^  pfetQr  young  Israelites  dance  round  the  Prophet^ 

lo  Teiy  thin  clothing,  and  but  little  of  it ; — 

Here  B^grand,  who  sliines  in  this  scriptural  path, 

^  the  lofely  Susanna,  without  even  a  relic 
^<Jiip«7  round  her,  comes  out  of  the  Bath 

In  a  manner,  that,  Bob  says,  is  quite  Eve^ngelie  I 

fiot,  in  shorty  dear,  't  would  take  me  a  month  to  recite 
All  the  exquisite  places  we  're  at,  day  and  night ; 
^  besides,  ere  I  finish,  I  think  you  'U  be  glad 
•utt  to  hear  one  delightfbl  adventure  I  've  had 

^  night,  at  the  Beaujon,  a  place  whore — I  doubt 
« 1  well  can  describe — there  are  cars  that  set  out 
Ppwn  a  lighted  paviUon,  high  up  in  the  air, 
And  rattle  you  down,  Doll— you  liardly  kuow  where. 
These  vehicle!*,  mind  me,  in  which  yon  go  through 
This  delightfully  dangerous*  journey,  hoM  taH>. 
Some  cavalier  ask:S  with  humility,  whether 

You  11  venture  down  with  hiui — you  smile — 'tis  a  match; 
In  an  instant  you  Ve  seated,  and  down  both  together 
Go  thundering,  a«  if  you  went  post  to  old  Scratch; 
WelL  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  i\*markM 
On  the  looks  ami  <xld  ways  of  tho  giris  who  embark'd, 
The  impatience  uf  some  for  the  |H?rilous  flight. 
The  fon-'d  giggle  of  others,  'twixt  pleasure  and  fright. 
That  there  came  up— imagine,  dear  Doll,  if  you  can — 
A  fine  sallow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-faoM  man, 
With  mustaches  that  gave  (what  we  rea  I  of  so  ofl), 
The  dear  Corsair  expn'ssion,  half  savag«»,  half  soft, 
As  Hyaenas  in  love  may  lu'  faneitnl  to  look,  or 
A  .something  between  AlK'lard  and  old  Blucherl 
Up  he  came,  Doll,  to  me.  and  un<Mn*ering  his  head 
(EUther  bald,  but  ?o  warliki'!)  in  bad  English  said, 
"Ah!  my  «iear — if  Ma'insidle  vil  b«*  so  very  gootl — 
Just  for  von  little  ei»urs«»" — though  I  srarct*  understood 
What  he  wiahM  me  to  do,  I  saidi,  thank  liim,  I  wtnild. 
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Off  we  set~«ml,  tlioii{^h  Taith,  dear,  I  hardly  knew  wbeiber 

My  head  or  my  hci'ls  were  the  uppermost  then, 
For  't  was  liko  hoaven  and  eartli,  Dolly,  eoniing  together— 

Yet,  ^])ito  of  the  danger,  we  dared  it  again. 
And  oh  I  as  I  gazed  on  tlie  features  and  air 

Of  die  man,  who  for  me  all  this  peril  deGed, 
I  could  famry  almost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 

Of  unhappy  young  lovers,  who  Uius^  side  by  side, 
Were  taking,  instead  of  rojK>,  pistol,  or  dagger,  a 
Dcsprrate  dash  down  the  falls  of  Niagara  I 


This  achiovM,  tlirougli  the  gardens  we  sauntered  aboat^ 

Saw  the  fire-works,  exdaim'd  "  magnifique  I"  at  each  aacker, 
And,  wlR*n  't  was  all  o*er,  the  dear  man  saw  us  out 

With  tlio  air,  I  will  say,  of  a  prince,  to  our  fiacre. 
Now,  lu'ar  ine — this  Ptrniip:or — it  may  be  mere  folly — 
But  who  do  you  think  we  all  think  it  is,  Dolly? 
Why,  lil<'.s.s  yon,  no  less  tlian  the  grt>at  King  of  Prussia, 
Who's  lirrc  now  incog. — ^lie,  who  mode  such  a  fuss, you 
Rornonilx.T,  in  li<.»U(lon,  with  Bluohcr  and  Platoff, 
Whon  Sal  was  noar  kissin<x  old  Blueher's  cravat  off  I 
Pa  sjiys  ho '»  conu'  hen*  to  look  after  his  mouey 
(Not  taking  tliin«TS  now  as  h«  usod  under  Boney), 
Wlii(;h  siiitii  with  our  frit^nd,  for  Bub  saw  him,  he  swore, 
Lookinjr  sliaip  to  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 
Bosid<\«»,  too,  tlioy  siiy  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 
(Wliich  wa-?  plain  in  this  sweet  fellow  s  face  to  be  seen) 
Requires  such  a  stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is, 
Us<.m1  tlin.'e  times  a  day  with  young  ladies  in  Paris. 
8ome  Doetor.  indeeil,  h;ks  deelarcd  tliat  such  g^rief 

Should — unless  't  would  to  utter  despairing  its  folly  push — 
Fly  to  the  Beaujon,  and  there  seek  relief 

By  rattlinjr,  as  Bob  says,  **  hke  shot  thnnigh  a  holly-bush." 


I  must  now  bid  adieu — only  think,  Dolly,  think 

If  this  should  be  tlie  Kin^' — I  have  scarce  slept  a  wink 

With  imagining  liow  it  will  sound  in  the  papers, 

And  how  all  the  Mi-ses  my  good  luck  will  grudge. 
When  they  read  that  Cuunr  Buppin,  to  drive  away  vapors, 

Has  gone  down  the  Beaujon  wiUi  Miss  Biddy  Fudge. 
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^•to  Aat--Pipa'8  almost  certain  'tis  he— 
Fwhe  knows  the  L*git**ate  cut,  and  eouKi  ace, 
^  we  wij  be  went  poising,  and  mana^red  to  tower 
^  "Hlin  the  car,  the  true  Balance  of  Power, 


SECOND   LETTER. 

^^  Jt  if  n't  the  King,  after  all,  my  dear  creature  I 
^t  (fcn'i  you  go  laugh,  now — there  'a  notliing  to  quiz  in 't— 
'w-gnndeur  of  air  and  for  grinmess  of  fj-atiire, 

^'^  tught  be  a  King,  Doll,  though,  hiing  liim,  he  is  n't, 
•^tfii^  I  jjjij  ijurt^  for  I  wisli'd  it,  I  own, 
"  fur  no  other  cause  than  to  v<*x  Miss  ^Ialone — 
^  grett  heiress,  you  know,  of  Shandangan,  who 's  here, 
^wing  off  with  ttuch  airs  and  a  real  Cashmere, 
**iiilif  mine's  but  a  paltry  oKl  rabbit-skin,  dear!) 
^^  says  Pa,  after  dt-eply  c-onsid»Ting  tin?  thing, 
"'amjii>t  as  wt'U  pU'astMl  it  should  not  be  the  King; 
'^■'«  1  iliink  for  my  Binnv,  so  genWie  joliej 

U'hose  charms  may  tlifir  priiv  in  an  honest  way  fetch ; 
5^'iat  a  Brandi-nburg — (^what  if  a  Brandenburg,  Dolly?) — 

U'uuld  b*',  after  all,  no  surh  v^ry  groat  catt-li. 
If  iho  R — G — ^T,  indeed — ''  add«*d  ho,  looking  sly — 
(You  rvmember  tliat  comical  squint  of  hi-^  oyo) 
But  I  stopp'd  him — **  La,  Pa,  how  can  you  c*iiy  so, 
^VlnTi  the  R — G — T  lovos  nuut^  but  oM  wunien,  you  know!" 
Wljii.li  i^  fact,  my  dear  Dolly — wo,  girls  of  oightoen. 
And  sii  slim — Lord,  hoM  think  us  not  fit  to  bt?  seen  ; 
And  wuuM  like  us  much  brttrr  as  uM — ay,  as  old 
A-s  that  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  1  've  been  told 
Tliaf  ^ho  livwi  to  much  nion*  than  a  hundred  an<l  ten. 
An  1  wa-*  kill'd  by  a  fall  li-om  a  cluTry-troe  then  ! 
What  a  frisky  old  girl!  but — to  voiw  to  my  lover. 

Who,  tliough  not  a  king,  is  a  h^n  I  '11  swoar — 
You  fliall  hear  all  that's  hap|>«^nM  just  briotly  run  over, 
Since  that  happy  night,  whrn  w«'  whiskM  thn»ugh  the  air! 

Let  mo  so«» — 't  wa**  on  Saturday — yo^.  l)»>lly,  yo-* — 
Fmni  tliat  ovoniug  I  dato  the  lir>t  dawn  of  my  bliss; 
Whrn  we  both  rattlod  off  in  that  doar  little  carriage, 
Who0e  journey,  Bob  says,  is  so  like  love  and  marriage, 
12* 
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"  Bcgianing  gij,  deapente,  dMJhiqg  dowii-]iill|]r; 

And  ending  M  dull  m  a  ax-inade  DiUyr 

WcU,  sctroeiy  »  wink  did  I  slMp  the  ni^  throagfa, 

And,  next  daj,  having  soribbled  mj  lettor  to  you. 

With  a  heart  full  of  hope  this  sweet  ftDow  to  meet| 

Set  out  with  Tvptif  to  see  Loun  Diz-hnit 

Make  his  bow  to  eome  hilMoaen  woBMn  and  bo^ 

Who  get  up  a  small  concert  of  ahriU  VimkEsk 

And  how  Tutiy  genteeler,  m j  dear»  even  thk  % 

nian  Tulgar  PaU-MaU*8  oratorio  of  hanil 

The  gardens  seem'd  full— so,  of  oonrse,  we  walked  o'er'ao^ 

'Mong  orange-trees,  dipp'd  into  town4Mred  deoonin, 

And  Daphnes,  and  vases,  and  many  a  atatoe 

There  staring,  with  not  even  a  stitch  on  them,  at  yoat 

The  ponds,  too,  we  view'd — stood  awhile  on  the  brink 

To  contemplate  the  play  of  those  pretty  gold  fisbea— 
*'  Live  BuHion"  says  merciless  Bob,  "  which  I  think, 

Would,  if  coin'd,  with  a  little  mint  sauce,  be  delicioast" 

But  whcU^  Dolly,  what  is  the  gay  orange-grove, 

Or  gold  fishest,  to  her  that^s  in  search  of  her  love? 

In  vain  did  I  wildly  explore  every  chair 

Where  a  thing  Wee  a  man  was — ^no  lover  sat  there ! 

In  vain  my  fond  eyes  did  I  eagerly  cast 

At  the  whiskers,  mustaches,  and  wigs  that  went  past. 

To  obtain,  if  I  could,  but  a  glance  at  that  curl, 

But  a  glimpse  of  those  whiskers,  as  sacred,  my  girl. 

As  the  lock  tliat,  Pa  says,  is  to  Mussulmen  given, 

For  the  angel  to  hold  by  tliat  "lugs  them  to  heaven!" 

Alas,  there  went  by  me  full  m^ny  a  quia, 

And  mustaches  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his  I 

Disappointed,  I  found  my«?lf  sighing  out  "  well-a-day," 

Thought  of  the  words  of  T — m  M — rb's  Irish  melody, 

Something  about  the  "  groeu  spot  of  delight," 

(Which  you  know,  Captain  Macintosh  sung  to  us  one  day:) 
Ah,  Dolly  I  my  "  spot"  was  that  Saturday  ni^t, 

And  its  verdure,  how  fleeting,  had  withered  by  Sunday  I 

We  dined  at  a  tavern — ^La,  what  do  I  say  ? 

If  Bob  was  to  know  I — a  Restaurateur  8^  dear; 
Where  yo\a  properett  ladies  go  dine  every  day, 

And  drink  Boignndy  out  of  Urge  tumblers,  Uke  beer. 
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^^^ob  (fcrhe  's  mUj  grown  tvper-fine) 
{^^"^^^^^490611116(1,  for  ODoe,  to  make  one  of  the  party ; 
^^''>w«e,  though  but  three,  we  had  dinner  for  nine, 
>^^iD  ^te  of  mygriei;  love,  I  own  I  ate  hearty; 
j^*ed, Doll, I  know  not  how  *tia,  but  in  grie^ 
.  ^^  ihrays  found  eating  a  wondrous  relief; 
^^  Bob,  who's  in  lore,  said  he  felt  the  same  quite — 
y*^J  i^"  said  he  '^  ceased  with  the  first  glass  I  drank  you ; 
^  ^tmh  msde  me  tranquil,  the  p^  made  me  lig^t^ 
^  now  that  *8  all  o'er— why,  I  'm— pretty  well,  thank  you  I" 

^  "y  great  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late ; 

^<^  Bobby  and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 

AboQt  singing  and  cookery — ^Bobby,  of  course, 

^^VMlittg  up  for  the  latter  Fine  Art  in  full  force ; 

^  Pi  Bsying,  "  God  only  knows  which  is  worst, 
The  French  singers  or  cooks,  but  I  wish  us  well  over  it-» 

•^t  with  old  Lais  and  Very,  I  'in  curst 
II'  my  hfad  or  my  stomach  will  ever  recover  it  I" 

^wm  dark  when  we  got  to  the  Boulevards  to  stroll, 
And  in  vain  did  I  look  'rnong  the  street  Macaronis^ 
^en  sudden  it  stnick  me — last  hoi)e  of  my  soul — 

That  some  angel  mi^lit  take  the  dear  man  to  Tortoni's ! 
We  enter'd — and  scarcely  had  Bob,  with  an  air. 

For  mgrappea  la  jardiniere  call'd  to  tlie  waiters, 
When,  oh  I  Doll,  I  saw  him — my  hero  was  there 

(For  I  knew  his  white  small-clothes  and  brown   leather 
gaiters), 
A  group  of  fair  statues  from  Gn^ece  smiling  o'er  him, 
And  lots  of  reil  currant-juice  sparkling  before  him  I 
Oh  Dolly,  these  heroes — what  creatures  they  an»  I 

In  the  boudoir  the  same  as  in  fields  full  of  slaughter ; 
As  cool  in  tlie  Beaujon  s  precipitous  cur 

As  when  safe  at  Tortoni's,  o'er  iced  currant- water  I 
He  joined  us — imagine,  dear  creature  my  e<ratary — 
Ji>inM  by  the  man  I'd  have  broken  ten  necks  to  see! 
Bob  wish'd  to  treat  him  with  punch  A  la  glace, 
But  tlie  sweet  fellow  swore  that  my  hf<tuir,  my  grace. 
And  my  je-nesaitt-qitoi  (tlien  hi.^  whiskers  he  twirl'd) 
Were,  to  Aim,  "  ou  iW  top  of  all  i)onch  in  de  vorld." — 
How  pretty !— tliou^'h  oil  (as,  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  English  are  Greek,  DoU,  to  nM. 
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But,  in  shorty  I  felt  happy  as  erer  fond  heart  did: 
And,  happier  still,  when  't  was  fiz'd,  ere  we  parted, 
Tliut,  if  the  next  day  should  be  pastoral  weather, 
Wc  all  would  set  off  in  French  buggies,  together, 
To  sec  Montmortncy — ^that  place  which,  yoa  know. 
Is  so  famous  for  chcrrii'S  and  Jean  Jacques  RousKaiL 
J  lis  card  then  ho  gave  ua — the  namtj  rather  cteaaed — 
But  *t  was  Calicot — something — a  colonel,  at  least  1 
After  which — sure  there  never  was  hero  so  dvil^^kB 
Saw  us  safe  home  to  our  door  in  Rme  RMH^ 
Where  his  laid  words,  as  at  parting,  he  threw 
A  £<ofl  look  o'er  liis  shoulders,  were — "  how  do  you  do?" 

But,  Lord — ^there  's  Papa  for  the  post— I  *m  so  vex^d — 
Montmorency  must  now,  love,  be  kept  for  my  next 
That  dear  Sunday  night  1 — I  was  charmingly  dreas'd. 
And — 90  providential — was  looking  my  best; 
Such  a  sweet  muslin  gown,  with  a  flounce — and  my  frills, 

You  've  no  notion  how  rich— (though  Pa  has  by  the  bills) 

And  you  'd  smile  had  you  seen,  when  wc  sat  rather  near, 
Colonel  Calicot  eyeing  the  cambric,  my  dear. 
Then  the  flowers  in  my  bonnet — ^but,  la,  it's  in  vain — 
So,  good  by,  my  sweet  Doll — I  shall  soon  write  again. 

B.  F. 

Xoia  bena — our  love  to  all  neighbors  about — 
Your  papa  in  particular — ^how  is  his  gout  ? 

P.  S. — ^I  've  just  opcn'd  my  letter  to  say, 
In  your  next  you  must  tell  me  (now  do,  Dolly,  pray 
For  I  hate  to  ask  Bob,  he 's  so  ready  to  quiz) 
What  sort  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  Brandenburg  is. 


THIRD   LETTER. 

At  last,  Dolly — tlianks  to  a  potent  emetic 
Which  BoBBT  and  Pa,  with  grimace  sympathetic, 
Have  swallowed  this  morning  to  balance  tlie  bliss 
Of  an  eel  maielote,  and  a  hisqiue  cCecrevissea — 
I  've  a  morning  at  home  to  myself,  and  sit  down 
To  describe  you  Our  heavenly  trip  out  of  town. 
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L^-^  agog  yoa  must  be  for  this  letter,  my  dear ! 
][^^^y*  Jakb  in  the  novel  less  languish'd  to  hear 
"^^^^t  elegant  comet  she  met  at  Lord  Neville*8 
^^  ^^  actually  dying  with  love  or — blue  devils. 
^^^^^  love,  DoLLT,  love  is  the  theme  /pursue ; 
-^^  ^^  blue  devils,  thank  heaven,  I  've  nothing  to  do— 

^^^^t,  indeed,  dear  Colonel  Calicot  spies 

^^y  imps  of  that  color  in  certain  blue  eyes. 


«^^^**<H;a  he  stares  at  till  ^  Doll,  at  hia  do  the  same ; 
^^^^n  be  simpers — I  blush — and  would  oflen  exclaim, 
"^  I  knew  but  the  French  for  it>  "  Lord,  sir,  for  shame !" 

y^^  the  morning  was  lovely — the  trees  in  full  dress 
^  ^  the  happy  occasion — the  sunshine  expreu — 
^I^  we  ofder'd  it  dear,  of  the  best  poet  going, 
^t  scarce  could  be  fumish*d  more  golden  and  glowing. 
^iKMgh  late  when  we  started,  the  scent  of  the  air 
^19  like  Gattie^s  rose-water,  and  bright  liere  and  there 
^hi  the  jfrrass  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet, 
take  my  aunt*s  diamond  pin  on  Iier  green  tabinet ! 
And  tlie  birds  seemed  to  warble,  as  blest  on  the  boughs. 
As  if  eocA  a  plumed  Caucot  ha<l  for  her  spouse, 
And  the  grapes  were  all  blushing  and  kissing  in  rows, 
And — in  sliort,  need  I  tell  you,  wherever  one  goes 
With  the  creature  one  loves,  'tis  all  couleur  de  rose ; 
And  ah,  I  shall  ne*er,  lived  I  ever  so  long,  see 
A  day  such  as  that  at  divine  Montmorency ! 

Tlk*re  was  but  one  drawback — at  first  when  we  started. 

The  Colonel  and  I  were  -inhumanly  parted ; 

How  cruel — ^young  hearts  of  such  moments  to  rob  I 

He  went  in  Pa's  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bob  : 

And,  I  own,  I  felt  spitefully  liappy  to  know 

Tlufct  Papa  and  his  comrade  agreed  but  to-^o. 

For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Bonby's — 

Served  with  him,  of  course— nay,  I  'm  sure  they  were  cronies; 

So  martial  his  features,  dear  Doll,  you  can  trace 

Ulm,  Austerlitz,  Lodi,  as  plain  in  his  face 

Ap  you  do  on  tliat  pillar  of  glory  and  brass 

Wiich  the  poor  Due  tie  B**M  must  hate  so  to  pass. 

It  appears,  too,  he  made — as  most  foreigners  do— 

Aboot  English  aflfairs  an  odd  blunder  or  twa 
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For  exAi      le — misled  by  tho  noittea,  I  d*re  i 
11  (?  coQfoiJD<Je<1  Jack  Castles  with  Lord  Castle fLiACH; 
And — FUL^h  a  custiikc  as  no  niort;*!  hit  ever  on— 
FaneieU  t\v? prrse^it  Lonl  Cauden  iht*  c&tvr  oti^l 


But  pol       .  DcW  were  tlie  aweet  fellow  >  trwle; 
*T  was  t      «rar  and  the  lA<liefl  ujy  Colonel  was  made. 
Andj  oh-     id  you  heani,  an  toj^^ether  we  walk'd 
Throagt      ttt  beautiful  forest,  how  sweetJy  he  tAlk*d; 
And  ho,      jeifectly  well  he  appca-rM,  Doll,  trt  know 
All  tlie        and  advtintuiiua  of  Jkj^^  Jacquks  Hot?9stAt?  !— 
^^  T  was  Lut  his  u^^^tf^^  1  c^u  stAt<^ 

'T  was  i  lone  could  translate ; —  ^ 

But  "  It  where^  ^iiiall  and  remotCj 

The  de  ere  his  Julie  he  wrote, 

Upon  p.  blot  or  erasure. 

Then  sa  and  ature, 

And — 0  fancy  not  do  ? — 

Tiftd  the  h  tiontpareHk  blue  !" 

What  a  1  it  a  crowd  of  emotions 

From  sane  we  conjured  up  here  J 

Alas!  thai  a  man  oi  sucn  exquiaiCe  notiDn.q^ 

Should  send  hh  poor  brata  to  the  Foundlings  my  deart 


1 


"  'T  was  here,  too,  perhaps,"  Colonel  Calicot  said — 
As  down  the  small  garden  he  pensively  led — 
(Though  once  I  could  see  his  sublime  forehead  wrinkle 
With  rage  not  to  find  Uiere  the  loved  periwinkle) — 
*'  'T  w^as  here  he  received  from  the  fair  D'Epinat, 
(Who  call'd  him  so  sweetly  her  Bear^  every  day), 
That  dear  flannel  petticoat,  puU'd  off  to  form 
A  waistcoat  to  keep  the  enthusiast  warm!" 


Sucli,  Doll,  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  ponder'd, 
As,  full  of  romance,  through  that  valley  we  wander'd, 
The  flann(?l  (one's  train  of  ideas,  how  odd  it  is  I) 
Led  us  to  talk  about  other  commodities, 
Cambric,  and  silk,  and  I  iio'er  shall  forget, 
For  the  sun  was  then  hastening  in  pomp  to  its  set, 
And  full  on  the  Colonel's  dark  whiskers  shone  down, 
When  he  ask'd  me,  with  eagerness — ^who  made  my  gown 
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n^ 

Ax^*  ^^^^stkm  oonfiised  ine — for,  Doll,  you  miwt  know, 

Xlw^  ^  9ught  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  ago, 

T^^^  *>y  P**8  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ 

jg[7^  Enchanting  eovturiere,  MadamQ  Lb  Roi, 

J^  ^  *«n  forc'd,  dear,  to  have  Victorinb,  who— deuce  take  her — 

^    ^E^ms  is,  at  present,  the  king*8  mantua-maker — 

>^^^%n  of  hi$  partis — and,  though  much  the  smartest^ 

^^  ftoi  is  condemned  as  a  rank  B*n*pa*t*Bt 

,|^Uxk,  DoLL^  how  confounded  I  k>ok'd — so  well  knowing 
i^  Colooel'B  opmioos — my  cheeks  were  quite  glowing  ; 
i^Ummei^d  out  something — nay,  even  half  named 
r^  kgitimaiB  aemptress,  when,  loud,  he  exclaimed, 
^es,  yes,  by  the  stidiing  'tis  plain  to  be  seen 

*Wm  made  by  that  B**rb*n*n  b ^h,  Victorwb  I'' 

^^t  a  word  for  a  hero,  but  heroes  will  err, 
t^lkd  I  thought,  dear,  I  'd  tell  you  things  just  as  they  were, 
"^ides,  though  the  word  on  good  manners  intrench, 
^  &»ure  you,  *tis  not  half  ao  shocking  in  French. 

^ut  this  cloud,  though  embarrassing,  soon  pass'd  away, 

•And  the  bliss  altogetlier,  the  dreams  of  Uiat  day, 

Tbe  thoughts  that  arise  when  such  dear  fellows  woo  us — 

TV  nothingt  that  then,  love,  are  every  thing  to  us — 

Tlut  quick  correspondence  of  glances  and  sighs, 

And  what  Bob  calls  the  "  Twopenny-Post  of  the  Eyes" — 

Ah  Doll,  though  I  know  you  've  a  heart,  'tis  in  vain 

To  a  heart  so  nnpracticcd  these  tilings  to  explain. 

They  can  only  be  felt  in  th(>ir  fulhiess  divine 

By  her  who  has  wander' d,  at  evening's  decline. 

Through  a  valley  like  that,  with  a  Colonel  like  mine  1 

But  here  I  must  finish — for  Bob,  my  dear  Dolly, 
Whom  physic,  I  find,  always  makes  mebincholy, 
L^  seized  with  a  fancy  for  church-yard  reflection;* ; 
And  full  of  all  yesterday's  rich  recoUectionrs 
Is  just  setting  off  for  Montmartrc — *'  for  there  is,'* 
•^id  he,  looking  solemn,  "  the  tomb  of  tlie  Vrrys  I 
Long,  long  liavi*  I  wi:<h*d,  as  a  votiiry  true. 

O'er  tlie  grave  of  such  talents  to  utter  my  moans; 
And  to-day,  as  my  stomach  is  not  in  good  cue 

For  theyfeiA  of  the  Verts— I  'U  visit  their  bonrnT 
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He  insists  upon  mjf  going  with  him — how  tessingi 

This  letter,  however,  dear  Dollt,  shall  lie 
Unseal'd  in  my  drawer,  that  if  any  thing  {deasing 

Occurs  while  I  *m  out,  I  may  tell  yoo — Qood-by. 

B.  r. 
Ibur  o*dodL 
Oil,  DoLLT,  dear  Dollt,  I  *m  ruin'd  forever — 
I  ne'er  shall  be  happy  again,  Dollt,  never; 
To  think  of  the  wretch  I — ^what  a  victim  was  1 1 
'Tis  too  much  to  endure — ^I  shall  die,  I  shall  die  1 
My  brain 's  in  a  fever — my  pulses  beat  qoick — 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  least,  be  exceedingly  sickl 
Oh  what  do  you  think  ?  after  all  my  romancing. 
My  visions  of  gloiy,  my  sighing,  my  glancing, 
This  Colonel — ^I  scarce  can  commit  it  to  paper— 
Tills  Ck)lonel  's  no  more  than  a  vile  linen-draper  1 1 
'Tis  true  as  I  live — ^I  had  coax*d  brother  Bob  so 
(You  'il  hardly  make  out  what  I  'm  writing,  I  sob  so), 
For  some  little  gill  on  my  birth-day — September 
The  thirtieth,  dear,  I  'm  ei^tccn,  you  remember — 
That  Bob  to  a  shop  kindly  order'd  the  coach 

(Ah,  little  thought  I  who  the  shopman  would  prove), 
To  bespeak  me  a  few  of  those  mouchoirs  de  poche^ 

Which,  in  liappier  hours,  I  have  sighed  for,  my  love — 
(The  most  beautiful  things — two  Napoleons  the  price — 
And  one 's  name  in  the  comer  embroidered  so  nice  I) 
Well,  with  heart  full  of  pleasure,  I  enter'd  the  shop, 
But — ^ye  gods,  what  a  phantom  I — ^I  thought  I  should  drop— 
Tliere  he  stood,  my  dear  Dolly — ^no  room  for  a  doubt — 

There,  behind  the  vile  counter,  these  eyes  saw  him  stand. 
With  a  piece  of  French  cambric  before  him  roU'd  out, 

And  that  horrid  yard-measure  upraisetl  in  his  hand  I 
Oh — Papa  all  along  knew  the  secret,  'tis  dear — 
'T  was  a  a  shopman  he  meant  by  a  '*  Brandenburg,"  dear! 
The  man,  whom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 

And  when  that  too  delightful  illusion  was  past, 
As  a  hero  had  worship'd — vile  treacherous  thing — 

To  turn  out  but  a  low  Unen-<lraper  at  last  1 
My  head  swam  round — the  wretch  smifd,  I  believe^ 
But  his  smiling,  alas  I  could  no  longer  deceive. — 
I  fell  back  on  Bob — ^my  -wXioYe  Wmx.  wi^vcv  (i  \ft  ^«SJ(3msc^ 
And,  pale  as  a  g^oet,  1  waa  caTT\<id\M*3it\i!kJic«x\ 
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^  ^y '^''aeinber  that  Bob,  as  I  caught  him, 
With  Cruel  facetiousnesa  said—**  Curse  the  Kiddy, 
J*"^  Rerolationist  always  I  've  thought  him, 
*^  «>ow  I  find  out  he  '8  a  Counter  one,  Biddy  I" 

JJ™y  winlc^  my  dear  creature,  if  this  should  be  known 
J?  "^awqr  satirical  thing.  Miss  Maloke  I 
*JJJ»«toiy  'twin  be  at  Shandangen  forever! 

What  laogfag  and  what  quizzing  she  'U  have  with  the  men  I 
"  wiD  spread  through  the  country — and  never,  oh  never 

^  BiDDT  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again  I 

'•"tWeD-^i  shall  do  something  desperate,  I  fear —  ^ 

*^«hl  if  my  fiite  ever  readies  your  ear, 

JJ**  ^  of  compassion  my  Doll  will  not  grudge 

^  ^  poor — broken-hearted — ^young  friend, 

BiDDT  FUDOB. 

jj^  Btne. — I  *m  sure  you  will  hoar  with  delight, 
"^  We  're  going,  all  three,  to  see  Brunet  to-uight 
4|*<^  will  revive  me — and  kind  Mr.  Cox 
(l>o  you  know  him  ?)  has  got  us  tlie  Grovemor's  box. 


THE    LITERARY    LADY. 

RICHARD   BRINSLET   SHSKmAH. 

What  motley  cares  Corilla'i*  mind  perplex, 

Whom  maids  and  metaphors  conspire  to  vex  I 

In  studious  dL*habilIe  behold  her  sit, 

A  lettered  gossip  and  a  household  wit ; 

At  once  invoking,  tliough  for  different  views, 

Her  gods,  her  cook,  her  milUner  and  muse. 

Round  her  strewed  room  a  frippery  chaos  lies, 

A  checkered  wreck  of  notable  and  wise, 

Bills,  books,  caps,  couplets,  combs,  a  varied  mass, 

Oppress  the  toilet  and  obscure  the  glass ; 

Unfinished  here  an  epigram  is  laid. 

And  there  a  mantua-maker's  bill  unpaid. 

There  new-born  plays  forotaste  the  town's  applause, 

There  dormant  patterns  pine  for  future  gauxe. 
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An  pJ  e^saj  tiCtw  m  all  her  carc^ 

A  a  ^  noxt,  and  tLen  a  bill  of  fare. 

A  8C  e  she  now  projectSy  ftod  now  a  dish  ; 

Hera  ^t  \he  First,  uid  here,  Remove  with  Fu 

Now,  iJiile  this  eye  in  a  fine  frcujty  rolb, 

That  Sberly  costs  up  a  bill  for  coals- 

Blac  pbs  and  daggt're  iu  one  loaf  slw  sticks, 

And  I  bowh,  and  thunbl^*!  mix 


i 


I 


B.    aAJtRIS   BAJIMJ 

I  SAW  thee^  New  th«  sun 

Across  the  western  wave 

Was  sinking  slow, 

And  a  golden  glow 
To  thy  roofless  towers  he  gave ; 

And  the  ivy  sheen 

With  its  mantle  of  green 
That  wrapt  thy  walls  around, 

Shone  lovelily  bright 

In  that  glorious  light, 
And  I  felt 't  was  holy  ground. 

Then  I  thought  of  the  ancient  time — 
The  days  of  thy  monks  of  old, — 
When  to  matin,  and  vesper,  and  compline  chime, 
The  loud  Hosanna  roll'd. 
And,  thy  courts  and  "  long-drawn  aisles"  among, 
Swell'd  the  full  tide  of  sacred  song. 

And  then  a  vision  pass'd 

Across  my  mental  eye ; 
And  silver  shrines,  and  shaven  crowns. 
And  delicate  ladies,  in  bombazeen  gowns, 

And  long  white  vails,  went  by ; 
Stiff,  and  staid,  and  solemn,  and  sad, — 
— ^But  one,  metliought,  wink'd  at  tlie  Gardener-lad  I 

*  A  noted  rain,  much  freqaented  bj  pleasnre-pAiiiec 
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.  -^a^^^  ^^  Abbotj  with  miter  and  ring, 
V^^"^^^  stoff,  and  aU  th»t  sort  of  thing, 
A«»  * ''^Oult  ^rtth  a  book,  and  a  monk  with  a  beU, 
And  ^dear  Knen  souls," 
g      Ilk  dean  linen  stoles, 
.  ^J'^ging  their  oensen,  and  making  a  smelL — 
^^  ^  ^here  the  Omp-master  walks  in  the  rear 

Witili  iront  aorero 
^  And  brow  austere, 

^^T^^  then  pindiing  a  little  bo/s  ear 
^t5^  ^  chants  the  re^xmses  too  kte  or  too  soon, 
^^X^i^il^  A,  iSb^Xa'f  not  quite  in  tune. 
(Then  you  know 
They  'da"  moTable  Do," 
^  ^  fix'd  one  as  now— «nd  of  course  neTer  knew 
1^^  to  set  up  a  musical  Hullah-baloa) 
^  ^  in  sooth,  a  comely  sight, 
^^  I  wdcom'd  the  yision  with  pure  delight 


But  then  "  a  change  came  o'er" 
My  spirit— a  change  of  fear — 
That  gorgeous  scene  I  beheld  no  more, 
But  deep  beneatli  the  basement  floor 
A  dungeon  dark  and  drear  I 
•And  there  was  an  ugly  hole  in  the  wall — 
For  an  OTcn  too  big,— for  a  cellar  too  small  I 
And  mortar  and  bricks 
All  ready  to  fix, 
And  I  said,  ^  Here  *8  a  Nun  has  been  playing  some  tricks  I — 
That  horrible  hole! — ^it  seems  to  say, 
*  I  'm  a  grave  that  gapes  for  a  living  prey  I* " 
And  my  heart  grew  sick,  and  my  brow  grew  sad — 
And  I  thought  of  that  wink  at  the  Oardener-lad. 
Ah  me!  ah  me ! — ^'tis  sad  to  think 
That  maiden's  eye,  which  was  made  to  wink, 
Should  here  be  compelled  to  grow  blear  and  blink, 
Or  be  dosed  for  aye 
In  tlus  kind  of  way, 
Shut  out  forvver  from  wholei*ome  day, 
WalTd  up  in  a  hole  with  never  a  chink, 
No  lights — no  air, — no  victuals, — no  drink  i— - 
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I     And  that  m&iden'a  Upj 
(    1    Which  waa  nia^k'  to  sip, 

^ouid  hert^  ^raw  withered  dud  dfy  fts  a'cfe^f  ^ 
— That  wflindcriag  glnnoe  and  fiirtivo  kiaa^ 
^     oeedingly  nmi^ty,  and  wrgng,  I  wi^ 
i     ^dd  yet  1)0  coa9tdeT>ed  so  nxuch  Amis 
J)     jO  mill  fur  tt  sentence  aevere  ab  this  I — 
A      I  said  to  nvw^*'      I  heawi  with  a  si^ 
Tk      ,  iiiod  cry, 

^  -ataud 

Con  i  a  Ghristifin  knd  [ 

urk 

\%  '  Tvork, 

And  tUoii^       r        uii  1  aflor  the  fdlow^  he 

Standi^  not  ^^  t„.*t:^f^  h  .iji_^^__  J  by  jealousy, 
Ita  objects,  I*m  sure,  would  declare,  could  they  speak, 
In  their  Georgian,  Circassian,  or  Turkish,  or  Greek, 
*  When  all 's  said  and  done,  far  better  it  was  for  us, 

Tied  back  to  back 

And  sewn  up  in  a  sack. 
To  be  pitch'd  neck-and-heels  from  a  boat  in  the  Bosphorusl* 

— Oh !  a  saint 't  would  vex 

To  think  that  the  sex 
Should  be  no  better  treated  than  Combe's  double  X  I 
Sure  some  one  might  run  to  the  Abbess,  and  tell  her 
A  much  better  method  of  stocking  her  cellar." 

If  ever  on  polluted  walls 
Heaven's  right  arm  in  vengeance  falls, — 
If  e'er  its  justice  wraps  in  flame 
The  black  abodes  of  sin  and  shame. 
That  justice,  in  its  own  good  time, 
Shall  visit,  for  so  foul  a  crime. 
Ope  desolation's  floodgate  wide. 
And  blast  thee,  Netlcy,  in  thy  pride  I 

Lo  where  it  comes ! — the  tempest  lowers, — 
It  bursts  on  thy  devoted  towers; 
Ruthless  Tudor's  bloated  Vovm 
Rides  on  tlie  blast,  and  guvdea  Xiv^  aX^ttn.-, 
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^^^  with  the  nestB,  and  the  rooks  wOl  fly  I" 

j^^^^l  down  thej  come— •  fearful  fidl— 
^/^^  and  pfllar,  and  roof-tree,  and  all, 
^l^^i«d  panc^  and  acnl^ptured  atone, 
x5^«  they  lie  on  the  greensward  strown — 
^^^dering  walb  remain  alone  1 

ShaTen  crown 
..      Bombaaeen  gown, 
^Cter,  >nd  crosier,  and  all  are  flownl 

Aadye^ftir  NeOey, as  I  gaie 
Upon  that  gray  and  moldering  wall, 

Ik  ^oiiea  of  thy  palmy  days 
Iti  Teiy  stones  recall  I — 

Aey  ''come  like  shadows,  so  depart" — 

Isee  thee  as  thou  wert— and  art — 

Sublime  in  ruin ! — grond  in  woe  1 
Lone  refuge  of  the  owl  and  bat ; 
No  Toioe  awakes  thine  echoes  now  I 
No  sound — good  gracious  1 — what  was  that  ? 
Was  it  the  moan, 
The  parting  groan 
Of  her  who  died  forlorn  and  alone, 
Embedded  in  mortar,  and  brickR,  and  stone  ? — 
Full  and  clear 
On  my  listening  ear 
It  comes-— again — near  and  more  near — 
Why  cooks!  it's  the  popping  of  Ginger  Beer! 
— I  rush  to  the  door — 
I  tread  the  floor, 
By  abbots  and  abbesses  trodden  before, 
In  the  good  old  chivolric  days  of  yore, 
And  what  see  I  there  ? — 
In  a  rush-bottom*d  chair 
A  hag  surrounded  by  crockery-ware, 
Vending,  in  cups,  to  the  credulous  tluong 
A  nasty  decoction  mis<»ll*d  Souchong, — 
^^  »  agneakin^  fl JciJe  and  '*  wry-necked  fife** 
^'oeechiagMway,  for  the  life! — for  the  life\ 
fiobjr  "AU  the  Woriil  and  his  Wife" 
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Tag  bnd  Bobtail,  &re  ;:aporiog  there,  m 

Wore  ne,  I  wtou,  tkan  Bartkmy  Fwr  1 —        9 

Two  «  rec  chimney-sweeps,  two  or  three  cXowtiBf 

Playj  L  "■  pitch  aud  toaa,''  sport  their  "  Browns^" 

Two  reo  dams^la^  frank  and  free^ 

Are  I,  and  suiling^  wid  dipping  BohcA. 

Part.«  low,  &nd  parties  above, 

Some .  ~ —  ^ * making  love. 

I  -tOi^t— toot" 

in 

riolin^ 
And  ad  tobacco,  and  ginl 

" — ^Lca  *  what  a  place  to  be  in  I' 

And  I  BUG  Lo  U*,.  j/^*c  o  drove  my  "  flhay** 

(A  very  intelligent  mau,  uy  ilie  way), 
"  This,  all  tiling  con  side  rori,  is  rather  too  gay  t 
It  don't  suit  my  humor, — so  take  me  away  I 
Dancing  I  and  drinking ! — cigar  and  song  I 
If  not  profanation,  it 's  '  coming  it  strong,' 
And  I  really  consider  it  all  very  wrong. — 
— Pray,  to  whom  does  this  property  now  belong  ?"- 
He  paus'd,  and  Siiid, 
Scratching  his  head, 
"  Why  I  really  do  think  he 's  a  little  to  blame, 
But  I  can't  say  I  knows  the  gentleman's  name  T* 

"  Well— well !"  quoth  I, 

As  I  heaved  a  sigh. 
And  a  tear-drop  fell  from  my  twinkling  eye, 
"  My  vastly  good  man,  as  I  scarcely  doubt 
That  some  day  or  otlier  you  'U  find  it  out, 

Should  he  come  in  your  way. 

Or  ride  in  your  *  shay* 

(As  perhaps  he  may), 

Be  so  good  as  to  say 
That  a  Visitor  whom  you  drove  over  one  day. 
Was  exceedingly  angrj',  and  very  much  scandalized, 
Finding  these  beautiful  ruins  so  Vandalized, 
And  thus  of  their  owner  to  speak  began, 
As  be  ordered  yon  home  in  haste, 

'iVb   DOUBT  HE  'S  A  VERY    RESPECT\B1.1£  >AKS, 

But— '/can't  say  much  for  ?i«  *''^^-  ^  " 
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FAMILY  POETRY. 

R.  HABRIS  BAREAlf. 

ZooKB !  I  must  WOO  the  Muae  to-daj, 
Though  line  before  I  never  wrote  I 
"  On  what  occasion  ?"  do  you  say  ? 

OXTR  DiOK  HAS  GOT  A  LONG-TAIL*D  COAT  1   I 

Not  a  coatee,  which  soldiers  wear 

Batton*d  up  high  about  the  throaty 
But  easy,  flowing,  debonair, 

In  short  a  ehU  long^tail'd  coat 

A  smarter  you  11  not  find  in  town, 

Out  by  Nugee,  that  snip  of  note ; 
A  Teiy  quiet  olive  brown 

's  the  color  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat 

Gay  jackets  clothe  the  stately  Pole, 

The  proud  Hungarian,  and  the  Croat^ 
Yet  Esterhazy,  on  the  whole 

Looks  best  when  in  a  long-tail*d  coat 

Lord  Byron  most  admired,  we  know. 

The  Albanian  dress,  or  Suliote, 
But  then  he  died  some  years  ago, 

And  never  saw  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat ; 

Or  past  all  doubt  the  poet's  theme 

Had  never  been  the  "  White  Capote," 
Had  he  once  view'd  in  Fancy's  dream, 

The  glories  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat  I 

We  also  know  on  Highland  kilt 

Poor  dear  Glengarry  used  to  dote, 
And  had  esteem'd  it  actual  guilt 

r  "  the  Gael"  to  wear  a  long-tail'd  coat  I 

No  wonder  'twould  his  eyes  annoy, 

Monkbams  himself  would  never  quote 
"  Sir  Robert  Sibbald,"  «  Gordon,"  "  Ray," 

Or  "  Stukely"  for  a  long-tail'd  coat 


JackKa  may  do  to  ride  or  TmQe> 
Or  i\)W  in,  wht^n  one '«  in  a  bwrt^ 

But  in  tlic  bondoir^  sure^  lor  grace 
There  a  noUimg  like  Dick*a  long-t*il'd 

Of  couwt-  in  climUm^  up  a  ltw\ 

On  UJiT!i*finnaj  or  afloat, 
To  aiouni  tlie  i^JJv  topmast,  lie 

'w^-  *^  le  his  long-toU'd 


\ 


iper^  thea^  nnd  anecrT 
II  (*ye  pxUl  tlio  motel 
u  U>  jo^T — 
pt  :i  long-Uird  coat?     ^ 

'  H  enough,'*  you  meotk, 

^ ,     .-fl /oung  to  give  a  note, 

Or  make  a  will,  yet,  sure  Fifteen 
's  a  ripe  age  for  a  long-tail'd  coat 

Wliat !  would  yon  have  him  sport  a  chin 
Like  Colonel  Stanhope,  or  that  goat 

C  Gorman  ^lahon,  ere  begin 
To  figure  in  a  long-tiil'd  coat  ? 

Suppose  he  goes  to  France — can  he 

Sit  down  at  any  table  (f '  hotCj 
Witli  any  sort  of  decency, 

Unless  he  's  got  a  long-tail'd  coat  ? 

Why  Louis  Philippe,  Royal  Cit, 
There  soon  may  be  a  sans  cuhitf, 

And  Nugent's  self  may  then  admit 
The  advantage  of  a  long-tail'd  coat 

Things  are  not  now  as  when,  of  yore, 

In  tower  encircled  by  a  moat, 
The  hon-hearted  chieftain  wore 

A  corselet  for  a  long-tail'd  coat ; 

Then  ample  mail  his  form  embraced, 

Not  hke  a  weasel  or  a  stoat, 
'^  CribhW  and  confmed"  abovvX*  \3ti^  "s«?«i\al, 
And  pinch'd  in  \ike  I>Vck*a\oi[is-x«^^  co;iX. 
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With  beunj  spear  or  biting  ax,  « 

To  right  and  left  he  thrust  and  smote — 

Ah  I  what  a  change  I  no  sinewy  thwacks 
FaO  from  a  modem  long-tail'd  coatl 

More  diangea  still  I  now,  weU-a-day  I 

A  few  cant  phrases  learned  by  rote, 
i2ich  beardless  booby  spouts  away, 

A  Solon,  in  a  Icmg-tidl^d  coat  I 

Prates  of  the  **  March  of  Intellect"— 

''  The  Schoohnaster."    A  PcUriaU 
So  noble,  who  could  e'er  suspect 

Had  just  put  on  a  long-tail'd  coat  ? 

Alack  I  alack  I  that  every  thick- 

Skull*d  lad  must  find  an  antidote 
For  England's  woes,  because,  like  Dick, 

He  has  put  on  a  long-tail'd  coat ! 

But  lo !  my  rhyme 's  begun  to  fail, 

Nor  can  I  longer  time  devote  ; 
Thus  rhyme  and  time  cut  short  the  fa7«. 

The  long  tale  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat 


THE    SUNDAY    QUESTION. 

THOMAS   HOOD. 
**|^*>  tht  king's  higfawmy  Uut  we  are  in,  and  in  thii  way  it  is  that  thoa  haat 

What  I  shut  tlie  Garden8 !  lock  Uie  Littit-ed  gate  1 
Refuse  the  shilling  and  the  fellow's  ticket  I 

And  hong  a  wooden  notice  up  to  state, 
On  Sundays  no  admittance  at  this  wicket  I 

The  Birds,  the  Beasts,  and  all  the  Reptile  race. 
Denied  to  friends  and  visitors  till  Monday  I 

Now,  reaUy,  this  appears  the  common  case 
Ofpatting  too  much  Sthbath  into  Sunday — 

But  what  uyour  opinion,  Mrs.  Qnmdy^ 
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The  Q«deD»— so  unlike  the  ones  we  dnb 
Of  Tee,  wherem  the  ertinn  oerouM 

Mere  shnibbeties  withoot  one  drop  of  ihnib — 
Wherefore  should  they  be  doaed  like 

No  ale  is  Tended  at  the  wild  Deer'a  Head — 
No  rum — nor  gin— not  eren  of  a  Monday^ 

The  Lion  is  not  carved— or  gilt— or  red, 
And  does  not  send  out  porter  of  a  Sunday— 
But  what  is  your  opinimi,  MiSw  Qmndy  ? 

The  Bear  denied  I  the  Leopard  under  kxSdi! 

As  if  his  q>ots  would  give  contagioaa  feversl 
The  Beaver  dose  as  hat  within  its  box ; 

So  different  from  other  Sunday  beavefsl 
The  Birds  invisible — the  Gnaw-way  Rats — 

The  Seal  hermetically  sealed  till  Monday— 
The  Monkey  tribe — tlie  Family  of  Gats — 

Wo  visit  oUier  families  on  Sunday — 

But  wliat  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Onmdy  ? 

Wliat  is  the  brute  profanity  that  shodcs 
The  super-sensitively  serious  feeling? 

The  Kangaroo — is  he  not  orthodox 
To  bend  bis  legs,  the  way  he  does,  in  kneeling? 

Was  strict  Sir  Andrew,  in  his  Sabbath  coat, 
Struck  all  a-licap  to  see  a  CoaH  mundif 

Or  did  the  Kentish  Plumtrec  faint  to  note 
The  I\"Iicaii3  presenting  bills  on  Sunday  ? — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

Wliat  feature  has  repulsed  tlie  serious  set  ? 

"VVliat  error  in  the  bestial  birtli  or  breeding, 
To  put  their  t«'nder  fancies  on  the  fret  ? 

One  tiling  is  plain — it  is  not  in  the  feeding! 
Some  stifi&sh  people  think  that  smoking  joints 

Are  carnal  sins  'twixt  Saturday  and  Monday — 
But  then  the  beasts  are  pious  on  tliese  points. 

For  they  all  eat  cold  dinners  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  change  comes  o'er  the  spirit  of  the  place, 
As  if  transmuted  by  eom<&  «^M  oT%^\\ifi  ? 
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•Jw    ^^11  Hyena  of  the  Ghoulish  race  ? 
Po  '^^  ^nike,  pro  lempore,  the  trae  Satanic? 


fy*7^^  minds — (whose  theory  allows 
D^  ir^  ^^^  ^'^^  ^^^  €kx)d  Friday  fidls  on  Monday) — 
^^^^  minds  suppose  that  Indian  Oows 
^^  wicked  Bulls  of  Bashan  on  a  Sunday  ?— 
^t  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

^JJ  ire  some  moody  Fellows,  not  a  few, 
jfc/^lw^  turned  by  nature  with  a  gloomy  bias, 

^^^^Doe  black  derils  to  adopt  the  blue, 

I    And  think  when  they  are  dismal  they  are  pious : 

^  *t  possible  that  Pug^s  untimely  fun 

His  sent  the  brutes  to  Coventry  tiU  Monday  ? — 

^  perhaps  some  animal,  no  serious  one, 
Was  overheard  in  laughter  on  a  Sunday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

^Huit  dire  offense  have  serious  Fellows  found 
To  raise  their  spleen  against  the  Regent's  spiimey  ? 

Were  charitable  boxes  handed  rounds 
And  would  not  Guinea  Pigs  subscribe  their  guinea? 

Perchance,  the  Demoiselle  refused  to  molt 
The  foatliors  in  her  head — at  least  till  Monday ; 

Or  did  the  Elephant,  unseemly,  bolt 
A  tract  presented  to  be  read  on  Sunday  ? — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Gnmdy  ? 

At  whom  did  Leo  struggle  to  get  loose  ? 

Who  mourns  through  Monkey-tricks  his  damaged  dotli- 
ing? 
^V^lo  has  been  hissed  by  tlie  Canadian  Goose  ? 

On  whom  did  Llama  spit  in  utter  loiithing  ? 
Some  Suiithfield  Saint  did  jealous  feelings  tcU 

T.)  kiH»p  the  Puma  out  of  sight  till  Monday, 
Bocaase  he  preyed  extempore  as  well 

As  certAiu  wild  Itinerants  on  Sunday — 

But  wliat  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

To  mo  it  seoms  that  in  tho  oddest  way 
(Br^jiD'T  the  pardon  of  each  rigid  Socius) 
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Our  would-be  Keepers  of  the  Sabbath-day 
Are  like  the  Keepers  of  the  brutes  ferocious— 

As  soon  Uie  Tiger  might  expect  to  stalk 

About  tlie  grounds  from  Saturday  till  Monday, 

As  any  liarmless  man  to  take  a  waUc, 

If  Saints  could  clap  him  in  a  cage  on  Sunday — " 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrsi  Gkundy  ? 

In  spite  of  all  hypocrisy  can  spin, 

As  surely  as  I  am  a  Christian  scion, 
I  cannot  think  it  is  a  mortal  sin — 

(Unless  he 's  loose)— to  look  upon  a  lioD. 
I  really  think  that  one  may  go,  perchance^ 

To  see  a  bear,  as  guiltless  as  on  Monday— 
(That  Lh,  provided  that  he  did  not  dance)--— 

Bruiu  's  no  won^e  tlian  bakin'  on  a  Sunday-^ 

iiut  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Qrundy  ? 

In  spite  of  all  the  fanatic  coiiipiles, 

I  can  not  think  the  day  a  bit  diviner, 
Because  no  diildren,  with  forestalling  smiles, 

Tlironj:,  happy,  to  the  gjites  of  Eden  Minor- 
It  is  not  plain,  to  my  poor  faith  at  least, 

That  wliat  we  christen  "  Natural"  on  Monday, 
The  wondrous  history  of  Bird  and  Beast, 

Can  be  unnatural  because  it's  Sunday — 

But  wliat  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

Whereon  is  sinful  fantasy  to  work  ? 

The  Dove,  the  winjred  Columbus  of  man's  liavcn  ? 
The  tender  Love-Binl— or  the  fiUal  Stork  ? 

The  punctual  Crane — the  providential  Raven? 
The  Pelican  whose  bosom  ftN»ds  her  young? 

Nay,  must  we  cut  from  Saturday  till  Monday 
Thai  feathered  niurvcrl  with  a  human  tongue, 

BtKyiusc  she  do<.\s  not  preach  upon  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Gnmdy  ? 

Tlie  busy  Beaver—that  sanracious  lx*a.<t  I 

Tlie  Sheep  that  own.-.l  .m  Oriental  Shephei-d— 

That  Desert-ship,  tlu?  Camel  o(  tiie  East^ 
The  horned  Rhiuoccros— U\e  ?\vDtt4?d  Leopard- 
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The  Creatures  of  the  Great  Creator's  hand 
Are  Burelj  sights  for  better  days  than  Monday — 

The  Elephant,  although  he  wears  no  band, 
Has  he  no  sermon  in  his  trunk  for  Sunday  ? — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  harm  if  men  who  bum  the  midnight-oil, 

Weary  of  frame,  and  worn  and  wan  of  feature, 
Seek  once  a  week  their  spirits  to  assoil, 

And  snatch  a  glimpse  of  "  Animated  Nature  ?" 
Better  it  were  i^  in  his  best  of  suits, 

The  artisan,  who  goes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  leisure-hour  among  the  brutes, 

Than  make  a  beast  of  his  own  self  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

Why,  zounds !  what  raised  so  Protestant  a  fuss 

(Omit  the  zounds  I  for  which  I  make  apology) 
But  that  the  Papists,  like  some  Fellows,  thus 

Had  somehow  mixed  up  Dens  with  their  Theology  ? 
Is  Brahma's  Bull — a  Hindoo  god  at  home — 

A  Papal  Bull  to  be  tied  up  till  Monday  ? — 
Or  Leo,  like  his  namesake,  Pope  of  Rome, 

That  there  is  such  a  dread  of  them  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

Spirit  of  Kant  I  have  we  not  had  enough 

To  make  Religion  sad,  and  sour,  and  snubbish, 
But  Saints  Zoological  must  cant  their  stuff. 

As  vessels  cant  their  ballast — ^rattling  rubbish  I 
Once  let  the  sect,  triumphant  to  their  text, 

Shut  Nero  up  from  Saturday  till  Monday, 
And  sure  as  fate  they  will  deny  us  next 

To  see  the  Dandelions  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 
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ODE   TO    RAE   WILSON,   ESQUIRE* 

TBOMIB  HOOD. 
^CloM,  doM  your  mjm  with  holy  dread. 
And  wMTe  a  drda  nnind  Mm  thriot; 
For  ho  oa  honey-dov  hath  fed. 
And  drmk  the  Bilk  of  PwadlMP— CouHDQK 

**  It*i  very  hard  them  kind  of  man 
Woo*t  Irit  a  body  be.**--OiJ>  BAi.i.aifc 

A  WANDERKR,  Wilsoxi,  from  my  native  land, 
Remote,  0  Rae,  fh>m  godliness  and  thee, 
Wliere  rolls  between  us  tlie  eternal  sea, 
Besides  some  furlongs  of  a  foreign  sand — 
Beyond  the  broadest  Scoteb  of  London  Wall ; 
Beyond  the  loudest  Saint  tliat  has  a  call ; 
Across  the  wavy  waste  between  us  stretched, 
A  friendly  missive  warns  me  of  a  stricture, 
^V  herein  my  likeness  you  have  darkly  etched, 
And  tliough  I  have  not  .sei*n  the  shadow  sketched, 
Thus  I  remark  prophetic  on  the  picture. 

I  jruess  the  features : — ^in  a  line  to  paint 

Tlu'ir  moral  uglines.^,  I  *m  not  a  saint. 

Not  one  of  those  self-constituted  saints, 

Quacks — not  physicians — in  the  cure  of  souls, 

Censors  who  snift*  out  moral  taints, 

And  call  the  devil  over  his  own  coals — 

Those  pseudo  Privy  Councillors  of  God, 

^Vho  write  down  judgments  with  a  pen  hard-nibbed: 

Ushers  of  Bei'lzebub's  Black  Rod, 
Commending  sinners  not  to  ice  thick-ribbed, 
But  endless  flames,  to  scorch  them  like  flax — 
Yet  sure  of  heaven  thenhselves,  as  if  they  *d  cribbed 
The  impression  of  St  Peter's  keys  in  wax  I 

Of  such  a  character  no  single  trace 
Exists,  I  know,  in  my  fictitious  face  j 
There  wants  a  certain  ciist  about  the  eye; 

*  Who  had.  In  one  of  hU  books,  charactcrUed  aome  of  Hood*a  reraaa  aa  "p 
ikaeoeaa  mod  ribaldry.'* 
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^'^'fUiji  lifting  of  the  nose's  tip ; 

>  ^*n*i|i  cmiing  of  the  nether  lip, 

>  *^  Gf  aD  that  is,  beneath  the  sky ; 
A  /^i  it  is  an  aspect  deleteriousi, 

.  7^  decidedly  not  serious, 

m  ^  pro&ne,  that  would  not  do  at  all 

^^  a  face  at  Exeter  Hall— 
^  Bill  where  bigots  rant,  and  cant  and  pray, 
«^  W  each  other  face  to  face, 
f^^eiyfarthing-KAndle  ray 
^^crires  itself  a  great  gas-light  of  grace  I 

J'^fll— be  the  graceless  lineaments  confest  I 
<io  enjoy  this  bounteous  beauteous  earth ; 

And  dote  upon  a  jest 
Within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth ;" — 
^0  sok'ron  sanctimonious  face  I  pull 
^'or  think  I  'm  pious  when  I  *m  only  bilious — 
^*or  study  in  my  sanctum  supercilious 
To  frame  a  Sabbath  Bill  or  forge  a  Bull. 
I  pray  for  grace — repent  each  sinful  art — 
Peruse,  but  underneath  the  ros^e,  my  Bible; 
And  love  my  neighbor,  f:ir  too  wt-ll,  in  fact, 
To  call  and  twit  him  with  a  ^yd\y  tract 
That  *s  tumi.'d  by  applicatiiai  to  a  lilx-l. 
ily  heart  ferment^  not  with  the  bijjot'.**  leaven, 
All  creetU  I  view  with  toleration  thorouj^h, 
And  have  a  horror  of  reganlinp^  heavru 
Ai>  any  bo.ly*8  rotten  borough. 

What  else  ?     No  juirt  I  taki*  in  parly  fray. 

With  tropes  fn)m  Billinjjspitf's  slanjr- whanging  Tartars, 

I  fear  no  Pope — and  li-t  preat  Erne.^t  j)lay 

At  Fox  and  Go<»^«'  with  Fox'a  Martyrs  I 

I  own  I  laugh  at  over-rijjrhteous  men, 

I  own  I  sliake  my  sitU'S  at  ranter?, 

And  treat  sham  Abr'am  saints  with  wicked  banters, 

I  even  own,  that  there  an»  times — but  then 

It*8  when  I  've  got  my  wine — I  say  d cantors! 

J  're  DO  Mmbitioa  to  enact  the  spy 
On  /bUoW'&ouIa,  a  BpiritOMl  Pry^- 
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'Tis  said  that  people  ouglit  to  guard  their 
Who  tlirust  them  into  mattera  none  of  theirs: 
And,  though  no  delicacy  discomposes 
Your  sainty  yet  I  consider  faith  and  prayers 
Among  tlic  privatest  of  men's  afiairs. 

I  do  not  hash  the  Grospcl  in  my  books. 
And  thus  upon  the  pubtic  mind  intrude  it^ 
As  if  I  thoug}it,  like  Otaheitan  cooks, 
No  food  was  fit  to  out  till  I  had  chewed  it 

On  Biblu  stilts  I  don't  afioct  to  stalk ; 
Nor  lard  with  Scripture  my  familiar  talk — 

For  man  may  pious  texts  repeat, 
And  yet  religion  have  no  inward  scat ; 
Tis  not  so  plain  as  the  old  Hill  of  Howih, 
A  man  hm^  got  his  belly  full  of  meat 
Btx?auso  he  talks  with  victuals  in  his  moutli  I 

M<Te  vcrbi.ij:^' — it  ii«  not  worth  a  carrot  I 
Why,  S<Hrat4.'s  or  Plato — where  's  the  odds? — 
Oner  tau^'^ht  a  Jay  to  siijjplicatc  the  gods, 
Ami  made  a  Polly-theist  of  a  Parrot! 

A  more  professor,  spito  of  all  his  cant,  is 
Not  a  whit  better  than  a  Mantis — 
An  insiM't,  of  what  elinic  I  can't  determine, 
That  \'ii\s  its  paws  most  pai"son-like,  and  thence. 
By  s»imjile  savages — throu'^li  sheer  pretense — 
Is  rerkuned  quite  a  saint  among  the  vermin. 
But  where 's  the  reverence,  or  where  the  nouSy 
To  ride  on  one's  religion  tlirough  the  lobby, 

Wlietlior  as  stalking-horse  or  hobby, 
To  show  its  pious  paces  to  "  the  house." 

I  honestly  confess  that  I  would  hinder 
The  Scottish  m(?nilxM-'s  legislative  rigi», 

That  spiritual  Pindar, 
"V^Tio  looks  on  crrin<r  s^^uU  as  straying  pigs, 
That  must  be  las\uM\  V>y  \o.yf ,  wYv^t^ncx  ^wvtA^ 
And  driven  to  church  aa  U>  \Xie  "^wfi^^xisA. 
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I  Tr^Onftfl^  without  merre  or  wheedle, 
^1^^^^  that  grordmg  idea  M  one 
A.  ^o?^  ^^"""^  penh  cleric's  ambitious  son, 
(^^^^^lily-tej  iHw  bngB  to  be  a  beadle. 
^^^Mi  a  vital  topic  sure  'tis  odd 
^~^  mndi  a  man  can  differ  from  his  neig^ibor ; 
^^^  ^rUk-^  wonhip  freelf  giTen  to  Qod, 


i^j^^tlier  wantB  to  make  it  •tatate4abor^— 
A^  Ivoad  diBtinclMm  in  a  line  to  draw, 
Y    UMau  to  lead  QB  to  the  skies  abore, 
.^  mj—Sbr  Andrew  and  his  kyre  of  law, 
^^^-the  SaTiour  with  his  law  of  love. 

rlKjotaneoasl  J  to  Qod  should  teud  the  soul, 
^^  the  magnetic  needle  to  the  Pole; 
^^  what  were  that  intrinsic  yirtoe  worth, 
^Oppose  some  ^low  with  more  zeal  than  knowledge, 

Freah  from  St  Andrew's  college, 
Bbould  nafl  the  conscious  needle  to  the  north  ? 
I  do  confess  that  I  abhor  and  shrink 
From  schemes,  with  a  religious  wiUy-nilly, 
That  frown  upon  St  Giles'  sins,  but  blink 
The  peccadilloes  of  all  Piccadilly — 
My  soul  revolts  at  such  bare  hypocrisy, 
And  win  not,  dare  not,  fiuicy  in  accord 
The  Lord  of  hosts  with  an  ezdunye  lord 
Of  this  world's  aristocracy. 
It  win  not  own  a  nation  so  unholy, 
As  thinking  that  the  rich  by  easy  trips 
Ifay  go  to  heaven,  whereas  the  poor  and  lowly 
Must  work  their  passage  as  they  do  in  ships. 

One  place  there  is — beneath  the  burial-sod. 
Where  aU  mankind  are  equalized  by  death ; 
Another  place  there  is — the  Fane  of  God, 
Where  aU  are  equal  who  draw  living  breath  ;^- 
Juggle  who  win  ebewhere  with  his  own  soul, 
Playing  the  Judas  with  a  temporal  dole — 
He  who  can  come  beneath  that  awful  cope, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  a  Maker  just, 
Who  metes  to  every  patch  of  human  diMit 
Oae  erea  moamm  ofioimortal  hope— 
13* 
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He  who  can  stand  within  that  holy  door, 
With  soul  unbowed  by  that  pure  spiritrleTel, 
And  frame  unequal  laws  for  rich  and  poor, — 
Might  sit  for  Hell,  and  represent  the  Devil! 

Such  are  the  scdemn  sentiments,  0  Rae, 
In  your  last  journey-work,  perchanoey  yon  ravige^ 
Seeming,  but  in  more  courtly  terms,  to  say 
I  'm  but  a  heedless,  creedless,  godless^  savage ; 
A  very  Ghiy,  deserving  fire  and  fiiggotB^ — 

A  scoffer,  always  on  the  grin, 
And  sadly  given  to  the  mortal  sin 
Of  liking  Maw  worms  less  tlian  merry  maggots  1 

The  humble  records  of  my  life  to  search, 

I  have  not  lierdcd  witli  mere  pagan  beasts : 

But  sometimes  I  have  "  sat  at  good  men's  feasts,** 

Ami  I  have  b(?en  '*  where  bells  have  knolled  to  church." 

Dear  bolLs !  how  swwt  the  sound  of  village  bells 

When  on  the  undulating  air  they  swim  I 

Now  loud  as  welcomes  1  faint,  now,  as  farewells  I 

And  trciubling  all  about  the  breezy  dells, 

As  lluttcred  by  the  wings  of  Cherubim. 

Moan  while  the  bees  are  chanting  a  low  hymn; 

And  lost  to  sight  the  ecstatic  lark  above 

Sings,  like  a  soul  beatified,  of  love, 

With,  now  and  then,  the  coo  of  tlie  wild  pigeon : — 

0  pagans,  heathens,  infidels,  and  doubters  I 

If  such  sweet  sountls  can't  woo  you  to  religion, 

W^ill  the  harsh  voices  of  church  cads  and  touters  ? 

A  man  may  cry  Church !  Church  I  at  every  word, 
With  no  morc  piety  than  other  people — 
A  daw's  not  reckoned  a  religious  bird 
Because  it  keeps  a-cawing  from  a  steeple ; 
The  Temple  is  a  good,  a  holy  place, 
But  quacking  only  gives  it  an  ill  savor; 
W^hile  saintly  mountebanks  the  porch  disgrace, 
And  bring  religion's  self  into  disfavor  I 

Behold  yon  servitor  of  God  and  Mammon, 
Who,  binding  up  his  Bible  with  his  ledger, 
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Blends  Gospel  texts  with  trading  gammon, 
A  black-leg  saint^  a  spiritual  hcdger,  , 

Who  backs  his  rigid  Sabbath,  so  to  speak, 
Against  the  wicked  remnant  of  the  week, 
A  saying  bet  against  his  sinful  bias — 
"  Bogoe  that  I  am,"  he  whispers  to  himself 
"I  lie— I  cheat— do  any  thing  for  pelf. 
Bat  who  on  earth  can  say  I  am  not  pious  I" 

In  proof  how  oyer-righteousness  re-acts, 

Accept  an  anecdote  well  based  on  facts ; 

On  Sunday  morning — (at  the  day  don't  fret) — 

In  riding  with  a  friend  to  Ponder's  End 

Outside  the  stage,  we  happened  to  commend 

A  certain  mansion  that  we  saw  To  Let 

"  Ay,"  cried  our  coachman,  with  our  talk  to  grapple, 

"  You  're  right  I  no  house  along  the  road  comes  nigh  it  I 

'T  was  built  by  the  same  man  as  built  yon  chapel, 

And  master  wanted  once  to  buy  it, — 
But  t'  other  driv*  the  bargain  much  too  hard, — 

He  axed  sure-ly  a  sum  prodigious  I 
But  being  so  particular  religious, 
Why,  thcU  you  see,  put  master  on  his  guard  I" 

Church  is  "  a  little  heaven  below, 

I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go," — 
Yet  I  am  none  of  those  who  think  it  odd 

A  man  can  pray  unbidden  from  the  cassock, 

Aud,  passing  by  the  customary  hassock 
Kneel  down  remote  upon  the  simple  sod, 
And  sue  in  formd  pauperis  to  Qod. 

As  for  the  rest, — ^intolerant  to  none. 
Whatever  shi^  the  pious  rite  may  bear. 
Even  the  poor  Pagan's  homage  to  the  sun 
I  would  not  harshly  scorn,  lest  even  there 
I  spumed  some  elements  of  Christian  prayer — 
An  aim,  though  erring,  at  a  "  world  ayont" — 
Acknowledgment  of  good — of  man's  futility, 
A  sense  of  need,  and  weakness,  and  indeed 
That  very  thing  so  many  Christians  want— 

HnmUity. 
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Such,  unto  Papists,  Jews  or  Torbancd  Tork^ 
Such  Ls  my  spiritr— (I  don*t  mean  my  wimithl) 
Such,  may  it  plc&sc  you,  is  my  humble  faith; 
I  know,  full  well,  you  do  not  like  my  worhtl 

I  have  not  souglit,  'tis  trae,  the  Holy  Land, 
As  full  of  texts  as  Cuddle  Headrigg^s  mother, 

The  Bible  in  one  hand, 
And  my  own  common-place-book  in  the  other— 
But  you  haye  been  to  Palestine — aUu  I 
Some  minds  improve  by  travel-H>then,  rather, 

Resemble  copper  wire  or  brass, 
Which  gets  the  narrower  by  going  further  1 

Worthier  are  all  such  pilgrimages — ^very ! 
If  Palmers  at  the  Holy  Tomb  contrive 
The  humans  heats  and  rancor  to  revive 
That  at  the  Sepuloher  they  ought  to  bury. 
A  sorry  sifijht  it  is  to  rest  the  eye  on, 
To  see  a  Christian  creature  graze  at  Sion, 
Then  hoinewanl,  uf  the  saintly  pasture  full, 
Rush  bellowing,  and  breatliing  fire  and  smoke. 
At  crippled  Papistry  to  butt  and  poke. 
Exactly  as  a  sskitti.^li  Scottish  bull 
Haunts  an  old  woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak. 

Why  leave  a  serious,  moral,  pious  home, 
Scotland,  renowni^d  for  ^?anctity  of  old. 
Far  distant  Catholics  to  rate  and  scold 
For — iloing  as  the  Romans  do  at  Rome  ? 
With  such  a  bristling  spirit  wherefore  quit 
The  Land  of  Cakes  for  any  laud  of  wafers, 
About  the  graceless  images  to  flit, 
And  buzz  and  chafe  importunate  as  chafers. 
Longing  to  carve  the  carvers  to  Scotch  coUops  ? — 
People  who  hold  such  absolute  opinions 
Should  stay  at  home  in  Protestant  dominions, 
Not  travel  like  male  Mrs.  Trollopes. 

Giflcd  witli  noble  tendency  to  climb, 
Yet  weak  at  the  same  time, 
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Taith  IB  A  kmd  of  parasttic  plAnt^ 

That  gni^»  the  nearest  stem  with  tendril  rings; 

And  as  the  climate  and  the  soil  may  grant. 

So  is  the  sort  of  tree  to  which  it  dings. 

Consider,  then,  before,  like  Huriothrumbo, 

Ton  aim  your  dub  at  any  creed  on  earth, 

That^  by  the  simple  acddent  of  birth, 

Tou  might  have  been  Hig^  Priest  to  Mungo  Jumba 

For  me — throng^  heathen  igmnrance  perchance, 

Not  having  kndt  in  Palestine, — ^I  feel 

None  of  that  grifBniah  excess  of  seal. 

Some  trayders  would  blase  with  here  in  France. 

Dofls  I  can  see  in  Virgin-like  array, 

Kor  lor  a  scuflfle  with  the  idols  hanker 

like  crazy  Quizotte  at  the  puppet's  play, 

If  thdr  "  offense  be  rank,"  should  mine  be  raneor  f 

Mnd  light,  and  by  degrees,  should  bo  the  plan 
To  cure  the  dark  and  erring  mind ; 
Bat  who  would  rush  at  a  benighted  man, 
And  give  him  two  black  eyes  for  being  blind  ? 

Suppose  the  tender  but  luxuriant  hop 
Around  a  cankered  stem  should  twine, 
What  Kentish  boor  would  tear  away  the  prop 
So  roughly  as  to  wound,  nay,  kill  the  bine  ? 

The  images,  'tis  true,  are  strangely  dressed, 
With  gauds  and  toys  extremely  out  of  season ; 
The  carving  nothing  of  the  very  best. 
The  whole  repugnant  to  the  eye  of  Reason, 
Shocking  to  Taste,  and  to  Fine  Arts  a  treason — 
Yet  ne'er  overlook  in  bigotry  of  sect 
One  truly  CaiAoftc,  one  common  form, 

At  which  unchecked 
An  Christian  hearts  may  kindle  or  keep  warm. 

Say,  was  it  to  my  spirit's  gain  or  loss 
One  bright  and  balmy  morning,  as  I  went 
ytom  Liegv'a  lovely  environs  to  Qhent, 
IfhMrd  by  the  wayside  I  found  a  ctom^ 
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That  made  mft  breathe  ftpf^yyqpopflieipofc   i 
While  Katun  of  benelf,  M  if  to  tnuae 
The  emblem's  uao^  had  trailed  aroond  its  ban 
The  blue  Rgnificant  Forg^U-Me-NotT 
Methought)  thv  ckLms  of  Cbaiitj  to  ur^ 
More  forcibly  along  with  FaiUi  and  Hcype^ 
The  piooa  choice  h»d  pt(di«Ml  upoo  the  vecge 

Of  a  delicious  slope, 
GKring  the  eye  much  vamgated  aoope  1-^ 
''Look  round,"  it  whimpered,  " on  that  proepeot  itn^ 
Those  Tales  so  verdautf  and  those  hiUa  so  bine; 
Eqjoy  the  simny  wortd,  aa  &c«fa,  and  iSur, 
Bor — (how  the  rimpJe  legend  fueroed  me  through!) 

''Pun  rouB  us  Malbipbbui." 

With  sweet  Idnd  natares^  as  in  honeyed  odA^ 

Beligion  liyes  and  feeb  horaelf  at  home; 

But  only  on  a  ft^ntial  visit  dweUa 

Where  waspe  instead  of  bcea  havie  formed  the  oomb* 

Shun  pride,  O  Rae  1 — whatever  sort  beodde 
You  take  in  lieu,  shun  epiritnaJ  pride  I 
A  pride  there  is  of  rank — a  pnde  of  biilh, 
A  pride  of  learning^  and  a  prido  of  purse, 
A  London  pride — in  shorty  th^tie  bo  on  earth 
A  host  of  prides,  eotne  better  and  some  worse ; 
But  of  all  prideSf  since  Lucifer's  attain  t^ 
The  proudest  swells  a  self^lected  Saint 

To  picture  that  co}d  pride  so  harah  and  hajd, 
Fancy  a  peacock  in  a  poultry-yard, 
Behold  him  in  conceited  drcles  aail^ 
Strutting  and  dancing,  and  now  planted  stiflj 
In  all  his  pomp  of  pa^ontry,  as  if 
He  felt  "  the  eyes  of  Europe"  on  bis  tail ! 
Ab  for  the  humble  breed  retained  by  man, 
He  scorns  the  whole  domestic  clan^— 
He  bows,  he  bridles. 
He  wheels,  ho  aidles, 
As  last^  with  stately  dodgings  in  a  comerf 
He  pens  a  simpli^  tusem^  ^(^yv^u>  sci^i^^ux 
Full  in  the  blaze  oC  hia  r«B|Aj»hdef[)ii&ii\ 


*W^V  hera^"  he  cries  (to  give  him  words), 
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.^, 

ftethered  day— thou  scum  of  birds !" 

L  ^  ^  the  rmdiDg  phmiage  in  her  eyes — 

W|^^^  here,  tfaoD  vile  predestined  sinner, 
j^^^Qpied  to  be  nested  for  e  dinner, 
«^^  these  lorely  veriegated  dyesi 
J^^  are  the  nunbow  colon  of  the  sldee^ 


.    —  liesvcn  hM  shed  upon  me  eon  amore — 
^  ^  of  Ftesdise  ?—«  pret^  story ! 
^^  thai  Saiiilljr  Fowl,  Ihon  peltry  chixdE  I 

Xiookst  my  crown  isif^kxry  I 
Ttioa  dmgy,  dirty,  dabUed,  dnggled  p  r 
And  off  goes  Ftetlett^  wriggling  from  a  kick, 
^th  M^*^»g  scalp  laid  open  by  his  biU  I 

Ihat  little  simile  exactly  paints 
How  sinnen  are  deqiised  by  saintsi 
Bj  saints ! — the  Hypocrites  that  ope  heaven's  door 
Obsequious  to  the  sinful  man  of  riches — 
But  put  the  wicked,  naked,  bare-legged  poor, 
In  parish  stocks,  instead  of  breeches. 

The  Saints? — the  Bigots  that  in  public  spout. 
Spread  phosphorus  of  zeal  on  scraps  of  fustian, 
And  go  like  walking  "  Lucifers"  about — 
Mere  fiying  bundles  of  combustion. 

The  Saintsi — the  aping  Fanatics  that  talk 
An  cant  and  rant  and  rhapsodies  high  flown — 

That  bid  you  balk 

A  Sunday  walk, 
And  shun  God's  work  as  you  should  shun  your  own. 

The  Saintsi — the  Fonnalists,  the  extra  pious, 
Who  think  the  mortal  husk  can  ssto  the  soul. 
By  trundling,  with  a  mere  mechanic  bias, 
To  churchy  just  like  a  lignum-Tit»  bowl  1 

The  Saints  I — the  Pharisees,  whose  beadle  stands 

Beside  a  stem  coerciTe  kirk, 

A  piece  of  human  mason-work, 
Obffing  all  sermons  contrabands, 
III  that  great  Temple  that 's  not  made  with  hands  I 
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Thrice  blessed,  nther,  is  the  man  with  whom 
The  gracious  prodigality  of  nature, 
The  bahn,  the  bliss,  the  beauty,  and  the  bloom, 
The  bounteous  providence  in  every  feature, 
Recall  the  good  Creator  to  his  creature, 
Making  all  earth  a  fane,  all  heaven  its  dome  1 
To  his  tuned  spirit  the  wild  heather-beDs 

Ring  Sabbath  knells; 
The  jubilate  of  the  soaring  lark 

Ischantof  derk; 
For  Choir,  the  thrush  and  the  gregarious  linnet; 
The  sod 's  a  cushion  for  his  pious  want; 
And,  consecrated  by  the  heaven  within  it, 
Tho  sky-blue  pool,  a  font 
Each  doud-cappcd  mountain  is  a  holy  altar ; 

An  organ  breathes  in  every  grove ; 

And  the  full  heart  *s  a  Psalter, 
Rich  in  deep  hymns  of  gratitude  and  love  I 

Sufficiently  by  stem  necessitarians 

Poor  Nature,  with  her  face  begrimmed  by  dust^ 

Is  stoked,  coked,  smoked,  and  almost  choked :  but  must 

Relip^ion  have  its  own  Utilitarians, 

Labeled  witli  evangelical  phylacteries. 

To  make  the  road  to  heaven  a  railway  trust, 

And  churches — that 's  the  naked  fact — ^mere  factories? 

0 1  simply  open  wide  tlie  temple  door, 
And  let  the  solemn,  swelling  organ  greet, 

With  Voluntaries  meet, 
The  wiUing  advent  of  tlie  rich  and  poor  I 
And  while  to  God  the  loud  Uosannas  soar, 
With  rich  vibrations  from  the  vocal  throng — 
From  quiet  shades  tliat  to  tlie  woods  belong, 

And  brooks  witlx  music  of  tlieir  own, 
Voices  may  come  to  swell  the  choral  song 
Witli  notes  of  praise  they  learned  in  musings  lone. 

How  strange  it  is,  while  on  all  vital  questions, 
Tliat  occupy  the  House  and  public  mind. 
We  always  meet  witii  some  \\\iTuw\e  ^\i^<^^M\KyQ& 
Of  gentle  measures  of  a  VieaUn^  Vrnd, 
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T^^^  ^hKik  wewetitj  tad  Tigor, 
^0^  2SI^  *W  his  pnferanoe  retains 
,^^  of  peBalties  «nd  {Wilis, 
^l?' ''■■b  In  osntm*  code  with  legal  rig^ 
w^jAiii^  as  worthless  of  affiliftlion, 


^  *^i&ai  of  al  politioal  pennasbn 
^fmiify  the  man  who  make  and)  Ibas 


Rjij7|**"''"iiia  e?^       upon  < 
^^QriHiiii  primqple,  oonraliation ? 


w   r^^HM/  iup  urau  wuu  nrarw  bocu  luas 

j^  &Bidaj  pq>|Hii8  and  old  Trots  infin^ 
^^  KMDe  other  nwanittg  to  the  term, 
Asthus: 

^iDiriDet  nx>ming,  in  my  usual  ramUee^ 
^l^nig  along  Whitechapers  ancient  shambles, 
T^W  meat  was  hung  in  man j  a  j<»nt  and  quarteri 
^  ^  to  halt  a  while,  like  other  folks, 

To  let  a  killing  butcher  coax 
'^  tooie  of  lambs  and  fatted  sheep  to  slaughter. 
'^  Btoidy  man  he  looked  to  fell  an  ox, 
^QO-fronted,  ruddy,  with  a  formal  streak 
Of  wdl-grcascd  hair  down  either  cheek, 
As  if  he  dcc-dashed-dee*d  some  other  flocks 
Bendes  those  woolly-headed  stubborn  blocks 
That  stood  before  him,  in  vexatious  huddle — 
Boor  little  lambs,  with  bleating  wethers  grouped, 
While,  now  and  then,  a  thirsty  creature  stooped 
And  meekly  snuffed,  but  did  not  taste  the  puddle. 

IWoe  barked  the  do^,  and  many  a  blow  was  dealt, 
Ihat  kxn,  and  diump,  and  scrag  and  saddle  felt, 
TetstOl,  that  fatal  step  they  all  declined  it^ 
And  shunned  the  tainted  door  as  if  they  smelt 
Oniona,  mint-eanoe,  and  lemon-juice  behind  it 
At  last  there  came  a  pause  of  brutal  force ; 

The  cur  was  silent,  for  hb  jaws  were  full 

Of  tangled  locks  of  tarry  wool ; 
The  man  had  whooped  and  bellowed  till  dead  hoars^ 
The  time  was  ripe  for  mild  expostulation. 
And  thus  it  stammered  from  a  stander-by — 
"Zomidsl — my  good  fellow — it  quite  makes  me — ^iHij 
A  ivd^-HDf  diear  i^ttfow — do  just  try 
Goncflktio&r 


too 


^   Strir  fing  his  aervcs  like  flinty 
The  eUxtc  r  butcher  setEetl  upon  the  hint — 
At  least  L  5  seiaed  upon  the  fcir^njost  Mrether — 
And  llu^c^d  and  lug|>«d  and  tuggetl  tiini  neck  and  crop 
Just  ftoUriJt  vokM  ihro\i^]\  Ihi*  t>p(tn  isliop — 
If  tails  oouiQ  off  he  liid  a*t  care  a  ftralJier — 
Then  wal  itig  to  the  door,  »uid  atiiiUng  grim^ 
He  rubbe    "  "    "  ^bevo  together 

**Th(  Ihiml" 

Again — gc  I  our  quarrel— 

IUfi 

Once  on  1  lb  lasfl 

Was  s<*izeu  wmi  uj-m|iiUH*        sm?h  deep  decline^ 

CJough.  hectic  fliisbesj  evoiy  evti  si^, 

That,  as  their  wont  is  at  such  desperate  pass, 

The  doctors  gave  her  over — to  an  ass. 

Accordingly,  the  grisly  Shade  to  bilk, 

Each  morn  tlie  patient  quaffed  a  frothy  bowl 

Of  assinine  new  niilk. 
Robbing  a  shaggy  suckling  of  a  foal 
Which  got  proportionably  spare  and  skinny — 
Meanwhile  the  neighbors  cried  *'  Poor  ^iary  Ann  I 
She  can't  get  over  it !  she  never  can  !" 
When  lo  I  to  prove  each  prophet  was  a  ninny, 
The  one  that  died  was  the  poor  wet-nurse  Jenny. 

To  aggravate  the  case, 
Tliere  were  but  two  grown  donkeys  in  the  place  ; 
And,  most  unluckily  for  Eve's  sick  daughter, 
The  other  long-eared  creature  was  a  male, 
Who  never  in  his  life  had  given  a  pail 

Of  milk,  or  even  chalk  and  water. 
No  matter:  at  tlie  usual  hour  of  eight 
Down  trots  a  donkey  to  the  wicket-gate. 
With  Mister  Simon  Gubbina  on  his  back — 
"  Your  sarvant,  Miss — a  werry  spring-Hke  day — 
Bad  time  for  basses,  thought  good  lack  1  good  lack  I 
Jenny  be  dead,  Miss — ^but  I'ze  brou^^.  ^e  ^w^ — 
Be  doesn  't  give  no  milk— but  Vie  caxi\>Ta.^:' 
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So  runs  the  story, 

And,  in  vain  self-glory, 
Some  Saints  would  sneer  at  Gubbins  for  his  blindness; 

But  what  the  bdttcr  are  tlieir  pious  saws 

To  ailing  souls,  than  dry  hee-haws. 
Without  the  milk  of  human  kindness? 


DEATH'S    RAMBLE. 

THOMAS  HOOD. 

Que  day  the  dreary  old  King  of  Death 

Inclined  for  some  sport  with  the  carnal, 
So  he  tied  a  pack  of  darts  on  his  back, 

And  quietly  stole  from  his  chameL 

His  head  was  bald  of  flesh  and  of  hair, 

His  body  was  lean  and  lank ; 
His  joints  at  each  stir  made  a  crack,  and  the  cur 

Took  a  gnaw,  by  the  way,  at  his  shank. 

And  what  did  he  do  with  his  deadly  darts, 

This  goblin  of  grisly  bone  ? 
He  dabbled  and  spilled  man*s  blood,  and  he  killed 

Like  a  butcher  that  kills  his  own. 

The  first  he  slaughtered  it  made  him  laugh 

(For  the  man  was  a  cotBn-maker), 
To  think  how  the  mutes,  and  men  in  black  suits. 

Would  mourn  for  an  undertaker. 

Death  saw  two  Quakers  sitting  at  church ; 

Quoth  he,  "  We  sliall  not  differ." 
And  he  let  them  alone,  like  figures  of  stone. 

For  he  could  not  make  them  stiffer. 

He  saw  two  duellists  going  to  fight^ 

In  fear  they  could  not  smother ; 
And  be  ahot  one  through  at  once — for  Yie  Vxiew 
Tbej^  never  would  shoot  each  other. 


SOS 


^^^B^H 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B 
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Hettt^ 

And 

SaidD. 

GaQu 

wiilchiuan  fAst  in  his  box^ 

gave  a  enorc  infcpnfll; 

,  "  He  may  keep  his  breath,  fo*r  hia  deep 

„^r  b*  more  etornaL" 

He  met 
So  8k 

joaohman  driving  o  cow^ 
thfit  hid  tare  trmw  bIcIs  j 

But  he 
Fori 

limw  way, 

Deaths! 

luthc 
But  he  1 

Thougn 

Brould  extort^ 
rtflity. 

He  found  an  author  writing  his  life, 

But  he  let  liim  write  no  further ; 
For  Death,  who  strikes  whenever  he  hkes, 
Is  jealous  of  all  self-murther  I 

Death  saw  a  patient  that  pulled  out  his  purse, 

And  a  doctor  that  took  the  sum ; 
But  he  let  tliem  be — for  he  knew  that  the  "  fee" 

Was  a  prelude  to  "  faw"  and  "  fum." 

He  met  a  dustman  ringing  a  bell, 
And  he  gave  him  a  mortal  thrust ; 

For  himself,  by  law,  since  Adam's  flaw. 
Is  contractor  for  all  our  dust 

He  saw  a  sailor  mixing  his  grog, 

And  he  marked  him  out  for  slaughter ; 

For  on  water  he  scarcely  had  cared  for  death, 
And  never  on  rum-and-water. 


Death  saw  two  players  playing  at  cards. 
But  the  game  was  n't  worth  a  dump, 
For  be  quickly  laid  them  flat  wilYi  a  a^^^e, 
To  wait  for  the  final  trump  \ 
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THE  BACHELOR'S  DREAM. 

THOMAS  HOOD. 

Mr  pipe  is  lit,  my  grog  is  mixed, 
My  curtains  drawn  and  all  is  snug ; 
Old  Puss  is  in  her  elbow  chair, 
And  Tray  is  sitting  on  the  rug. 
Last  night  I  had  a  curious  dream, 
Miss  Susan  Bates  was  Mistress  Mogg— 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog? 

She  look'd  so  fiur,  she  sang  so  well, 
I  coold  but  woo  and  she  was  won ; 
Myself  in  blue,  the  bride  in  white, 
The  ring  was  placed,  the  deed  was  done  I 
Away  we  went  in  chaise-and-four. 
As  fast  as  grinning  boys  could  flog — 
What  d*  ye  think  of  that  my  cat  ? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that  my  dog  ? 

What  loving  Ute-a-Ute$  to  come  I 
What  trte-d'trtes  must  still  defer  I 
When  Susan  came  to  live  with  me, 
Her  mother  came  to  live  with  her ! 
With  sister  Belle  she  could  n't  part, 
But  all  my  ties  had  leave  to  jog — 
'WTiat  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  ? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog  ? 

The  mother  brought  a  pretty  Poll — 
A  monkey,  too,  what  work  he  made  1 
The  sister  introduced  a  beau — 
My  Susan  brought  a  favorite  maid. 
She  had  a  tabby  of  her  own, — 
A  sni^pish  mongrel  christened  Qog, — 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  ? 
What  d*  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog? 

Tbe  monkoy  hit — |he  parrot  screamed, 
AH  day  the  sister  strummed  and  8aug\ 
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petted  matd  wna  audi  n  scold  I 
Suflati  leirned  to  use  her  totigue; 
mother-  hid  s«di  vrrttoheii  health, 
Mt  and  croaked  like  any  frog- — 
t  d*  ya  tUmk  of  that,  my  wit  ? 
1       t  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog  ? 

|L        «^~  iWkMoir  1^«*U  jjjtl  LrOve^ 

]  nple^^Mr 

^  id  my  wieh, 

]  to  them. 

1  d  my  own, 

I  !?n  a  log — 

1  ,  my  cat  ? 

Vr  uav  ;,  my  dog  ? 

My  dothes  they  were  the  queerest  abape  I 
Such  coats  and  hats  she  never  met! 
My  ways  they  were  the  oddest  ways  I 
My  friends  were  such  a  vulgar  set  I 
Poor  Tompkinson  was  snubbed  and  huffed, 
She  could  not  bear  that  MisU^r  Blogg — 
What  d'ye  think  of*  tliat,  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog  ? 

At  times  we  had  a  spar,  and  then 
Mamma  nmst  mingle  in  the  song — 
The  sister  took  a  sister's  part — 
The  maid  declared  her  master  wrong — 
The  paiTot  learned  to  call  me  "  Fool  I" 
My  life  was  like  a  London  fog — 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  ? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog? 

My  Susan's  taste  was  superfine, 
As  proved  by  bills  that  had  no  end ; 
/never  had  a  decent  coat — 
/  never  had  a  coin  to  spend  1 
She  forced  me  to  resign  ray  club, 
Lay  down  my  pipe,  retrench  my  grog — 
What  d'  yfi  tliink  of  thai,  n\y  caX.^ 
What  d'  ye  tliink  of  tliat,  my  do^'t 
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^Udi  Sunday  night  we  gave  a  rout 
'^o  fops  and  flirts,  a  pretty  list ; 
And  when  I  tried  to  steal  away 
X  found  my  study  full  of  whist  I 
Then,  first  to  come,  and  last  to  go, 

There  always  was  a  Captain  Hogg — 

What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat? 

What  d'  ye  thmk  of  that,  my  dog? 

Now  was  not  that  an  awful  dream 
For  one  who  single  is  and  snug — 
With  Pussy  in  the  elbow-chair, 
And  Tray  reposing  on  the  rug  ? — 
If  I  must  totter  down  the  hill 
Tis  safest  done  without  a  clog — 
What  d*  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  thaty  my  dog? 


ON  SAMUEL  ROGERS. 

LORD  BYBOy. 

Question, 

Noes  and  chin  would  shame  a  knocker. 
Wrinkles  that  would  puzzle  Cocker : 
Mouth  which  marks  the  envious  scomer, 
With  a  scorpion  in  each  comer, 
Turning  its  quick  tail  to  sting  you 
In  the  place  that  most  may  wring  you : 
Eyes  of  lead-like  hue,  and  gummy ; 
Carcass  picked  out  from  some  mummy ; 
Bowels  (but  they  were  forgotten, 
Save  the  liver,  and  that 's  rotten) ; 
Skin  all  sallow,  flesh  all  sodden — 
Form  the  Devil  would  frighten  Gkxl  in. 
Is 't  a  corpse  stuck  up  for  show, 
Galvanized  at  times  to  go 
With  the  Scripture  in  connection, 
New  proof  of  the  resurrection  ? 
^^mpxre,  ghost,  or  ghoul,  what  is  it? 
/  wouJd  walk  tea  miles  to  miss  it 
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ny  pASseni^ra  arrest  oae, 
denmnti  Uie  »amo  fn-*  qm^stton. 
jrter  *8  my  rtply^  ^^^  frimkor — 
kt'a  the  Bard,  tlie  Beau,  tlio  Banker* 
tit  70U  could  bnng-  sbout, 
J    '^-  '       *  *     "    "'    out, 
&  I  less  iioot/j 

A  ^Beauty. 

\  the  bilioua 

U  »ck  hmnility, 

Aki  triUty ; 

Hear  .  1  to  talking 

That  wjiicJ)  cjTnjpiii^  43  to  wdking— 

Now  on  all-fours,  now  on  tiptoe), 

Hear  the  tales  he  lends  his  hp  to ; 

Little  hints  of  heavy  scandals, 

Every  friend  in  turn  he  handles  ; 

All  v^'hich  women  or  which  men  do, 

Glides  forth  in  an  innuendo, 

Clothed  in  odds  and  ends  of  humor — 

Herald  of  each  paltry  rumor. 

From  divorces  down  to  dresses, 

Women's  frailties,  men's  excesses, 

All  which  life  presents  of  evil 

Make  for  him  a  constant  revel 

You  're  liis  foe — for  that  he  fears  you. 

And  in  absence  blasts  and  sears  you  : 

You  're  his  friend — for  that  he  hates  you, 

First  caresses,  and  then  baits  you, 

Darting  on  the  opportunity 

When  to  do  it  with  impunity  : 

You  are  neither — then  he  '11  flatter 

Till  he  finds  some  trait  for  satire  ; 

Hunts  your  weak  point  out,  tlien  shows  it 

Where  it  injures  to  disclose  it, 

In  the  mode  that 's  most  invidious. 

Adding  every  trait  that 's  hideous, 

From  the  bile,  wliose  YAa-ckernxv^  rvNox 

-Rushes  through  hia^ly^mVivOT. 
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Then  he  thinks  himself  a  lover : 
VTiy  I  really  can't  discover 
In  his  mind,  age,  &ce,  or  figure : 
Yiper-broth  might  give  b*m  vigor : 
Let  him  keep  the  caldron  steady, 
He  the  venom  has  already. 
For  his  fiudta,  he  has  but  one — 
*I^  but  envy,  when  all  *8  done. 
He  but  pays  the  pain  he  sufifers ; 
Gtif^iogy  lUce  a  pair  of  snufifers, 
Lights  which  ought  to  bum  the  brighter 
For  this  temporary  blighter. 
He's  the  cancer  of  his  species. 
And  will  eat  himself  to  pieces ; 
Plague  personified,  and  famine ; 
Devil,  whose  sole  delight  is  damning  I 

For  his  merits,  wouM  you  know  V*m  ? 
Once  he  wrote  a  pretty  Poem. 


MY    PARTNER. 

W.  MACKWORTH   PRAED. 

At  Cheltouhani,  where  one  drinks  one's  fill 

Of  folly  an«l  eold  water, 
I  danced,  la.-»t  year,  my  tin<t  quadnlle 

With  old  Sir  Geotlrey's  daughter. 
Her  ehcrt»k  with  summer's  rosi*  might  vie, 

When  summer's  rose  is  newest ; 
Hit  eye^  were  blue  as  autumn's  sky. 

When  autumn's  sky  is  bluest : 
And  well  my  heart  might  deem  her  nin» 

Of  life's  most  precious  flowers. 
For  half  her  thoughts  were  of  its  sun. 

And  half  were  of  its  showers. 


I  spoke  of  nov(?ls : — "  Vivian  Gray" 
Was  po:*itm'ly  eharming, 
AotJ  '-.-l/ajafk s"  infinitely  gay, 
And  "  Fr.r»nt.-DU.o:n"  olarmm?  . 
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r  wid  ''  De  Vere"  vras  dmstely  told, 

Tbou^lit  well  of  "  Herbert  Lacy/* 
Culled  Mr.  Bmhn'^  sketcb.^s  ''  bold," 

And  Lady  Morgaa*si  '*  racy  ;" 
I  vcwed  Uie  kst  new  thing  of  Hook's 

Was  vastly  eritertainia^; 
Aad  Laura  said — '*  I  dote  on  books, 

fi«oau9e  it's  always  raining  I'' 

I  talked  or  muaie's  gorgeous  fane, 

I  raved  about  Rossini, 
Hoped  RLmjto  wei^ld  come  back  Ag^ii, 

And  criticized  Paccini ; 
1  wisbed  ibe  cliorus  siagers  tlumb^ 

The  Iruinpcts  more  pacific, 
And  eulogiaed  Brocard's  Qphmb, 

Aad  votf^d  Paul  *' terrific" 
What  cared  she  for  Medea's  pride 

Or  Desdemona's  sorrow  ? 
"  Alas !"  my  beauteous  listener  sighed, 

"  We  miist  have  storms  to-morrow  1" 

I  told  her  tales  of  other  lands ; 

Of  ever-boiling  fountains, 
Of  poisonous  lakes,  and  barren  sands, 

Vast  forests,  trackless  mountains ; 
I  painted  bright  Itahan  skies, 

I  lauded  Persian  roses, 
Coined  similes  for  Spanish  eyes, 

And  jests  for  Indian  noses  ; 
I  laughed  at  Lisbon's  love  of  mass, 

And  A^ienna's  dread  of  treason  ; 
And  Laura  asked  me  where  the  glass 

Stood  at  ^ladrid  last  season. 

I  broached  whate'er  had  gone  its  rounds, 
The  week  before,  of  scandal ; 

What  made  Sir  Luke  lay  down  his  hounds, 
And  Jane  take  up  her  Handel ; 

Why  Julia  walked  upon  the  heath. 
With  the  pale  moon  above  \\eT  \ 

Where  Flora  lost  her  false  frotvl  \fce\h, 
And  Anne  her  false  lover-, 
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^5ow  Loril  de  B.  and  Mrs.  L. 

flftd  crossed  the  sea  together; 
3f  J  shuddering  partner  cried — "  Oh,  Ciel  I 
How  could  they  in  such  weather  ?" 

Was  she  a  blue  ? — I  put  mj  trust 

In  strata,  petals^  gases  ; 
A  boudoir  pedant  ? — I  discussed 

The  toga  and  the  fiisces; 
A  cockney-muse  ? — I  mouthed  a  deal 

Of  folly  from  Endymion : 
A  saint? — I  praised  the  pious  seal 

Of  Messrs.  Way  and  Simeon ; 
A  politician  ? — It  was  vain 

To  quote  tlie  morning  paper ; 
The  horrid  phantoms  come  again, 

Rain,  hail,  and  snow,  and  vapor. 

Flat  flattery  yran  my  only  chance, 

I  acted  deep  devotion, 
Found  magic  in  her  every  glance, 

Grace  in  her  every  motion ; 
I  wastfMl  all  a  stripling's  lore, 

Prayer,  passion,  folly,  feeling; 
And  wildly  looked  upon  the  floor. 

And  wildly  on  the  ceiling ; 
I  envied  glovi*»  upon  her  ami. 

And  shawls  u[)on  her  shoulder ; 
AnrI  when  my  worship  was  most  wanii, 

She  **  n».'V»T  found  it  colder." 

I  don't  object  to  wealth  or  land : 

And  she  will  have  the  giving 
Of  an  extremely  pretty  hand, 

8onie  thousand.^  and  a  hving. 
8he  makes  silk  pun*ea,  broidors  stooL«, 

Sinpi  .sweetly,  dances  finely, 
PainU  screens,  subscribes  to  Sunday-schools^ 

And  sit."?  a  horse  divinely. 
But  to  be  linked  for  life  to  her  I — 

Tlie  desperate  man  who  tritnl  it, 
Afqfht  marry  a  barometer, 
Ant!  hang  hiaaeW  beside  it  \ 
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TEE   BELLE    OF    THE    BALL. 

W.  VAGKWonTH  PRAE]>, 

Tkabs^ — yiara  ago — ere  yet  my  dreams 

Had  beuti  of  beiiig  wise  and  witty; 
Ere  I  had  done  with  writing  tiiemea^ 

Or  y a wn'd  o*er  this  infernftl  Chitty  j 
Yearpj  yow 

Were  id  ft^Uj; 

In  short,  ? 

I  foU  b  I 

I  saw  her  li 

Tht  T^  wh„  ie  find  fiddlo 

Gave  iiij^Tjul  a  all. 

Of  hands  acrwaa  lO  middlfij 

Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  lar 

Of  all  that  sets  young  hearts  romancing : 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star ; 

And  when  she  danced — oh,  heaven,  her  dancing  I 

Dark  was  her  hair,  her  hand  was  white ; 

Her  voice  was  exquisitely  tender, 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  hquid  light ; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  so  slender  ; 
Her  every  look,  her  every  sniile, 

Shot  riglit  and  left  a  score  of  arrows ; 
I  thought  't  was  Venus  from  her  isle, 

I  wondered  where  she  'd  left  her  sparrows. 

She  talk'd  of  politics  or  prayers ; 

Of  Sou  they 's  prose,  or  Wordsworth's  sonnets ; 
Of  daggers  or  of  dancing  bears. 

Of  battles,  or  the  last  new  bonnets ; 
By  candle-liglit,  at  twelve  o'clock, 

To  me  it  matt<?r'd  not  a  tittle. 
If  those  bright  hps  had  quoted  Locke, 

I  might  have  thought  they  murmured  Little. 

Through  sunny  May,  tluough  sultry  June, 

I  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal; 
I  spoke  iicr  praises  to  Uie  moon, 
I  wrote  thePAibx  the  Suiic\ay  JowmA. 
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«fb%\  ^^  laughed ;  I  soon  found  out 
tf  y  ^'^^Q^^^^t  ladies  have  no  feeling ; 
F^^Jl^^^  frown'd;  but  how  should  gout 
^y  hj^pinesB  in  kneeling  ? 


gbe^^  tat^  and  rather  apoplectic ; 
fc»?M  one  brother  just  thirteen, 


RjJL^  the  daughter  of  a  dean, 

|[^  ^^Qse  color  was  esctremelj  hectic; 
Vv  S^mdmolher,  for  numy  a  year, 
^^  fed  the  paiiih  with  her  bounty ; 

lecond  cousin  was  a  peer, 
'^Jid  lord-lieutenant  of  the  county. 

^t  titles  and  the  three  per  cents, 

Aad  mortgages,  and  great  relations, 
'^^  India  bonds,  and  tithes  and  rents, 

Oh  I  what  are  they  to  love's  sensations? 
^lack  eyes,  fair  forehead,  clustering  locks, 

Such  wealth,  such  honors,  Cupid  chooso3 ; 
Be  cares  as  little  for  the  stocks, 

As  Baron  Rothschild  for  the  muses. 

She  sketched ;  the  vale,  tlie  wood,  the  beach, 

Grew  lovelier  from  her  pencil's  shading; 
She  botanized ;  I  envied  eacli 

Young  blossom  in  her  boudoir  fading ; 
She  warbled  Handel ;  it  was  grand —  • 

She  made  the  Catalina  jealous ; 
She  touchM  the  organ ;  I  could  stand 

For  hours  and  hours  and  blow  the  bellows. 

She  kept  an  album,  too,  at  home, 

Well  fiU'd  with  all  an  album's  glories ; 
Paintings  of  butterflies  and  Rome, 

Patterns  for  trimming,  Persian  stories ; 
Soft  songs  to  Julia's  cockatoo, 

Fierce  od<*s  to  famine  and  to  slaughter; 
And  autographs  of  Prince  Laboo, 

And  recipes  of  elder  water. 

-Aikiabe  was  Qutter'd,  worsJiip'd,  bored, 
Bergtepg  were  watch'd,  her  dress  wia  uot«A, 
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Her  poodle  dog  waa  quite  adored, 
Her  say  logs  ivero  extf^nely  quotML 

She  laugl/d,  MJ^l  yvcry-hi>Artw*s  g)Ml, 
A*  if  tiie  tnxes  were  aboliah'dj 

Sbti  frowTi'dj  Slid  everf  look  was  muI, 
Aa  if  the  opera  were  demoliahd* 


She  snul^d ' 

tt — 

I  knew  1 

ngiatt; 

I  was  the  f 

Uer  heai 

Dioutc; 

I  knew  it^  \ 

In  phrase 

y  molded; 

She  wrote  t 

id  M 

How  swecM^ 

rnro  folded  1 

i 


Our  love  was  like  most  other  loves — 

A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver; 
A  rosebud  and  a  pair  of  gloves, 

And  "  Fly  Not  Yet,"  upon  the  river ; 
Some  jealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair. 

The  usual  vows — and  then  we  parted. 

We  part<?d — months  and  years  roll'd  by  ; 

We  met  again  for  summers  after  ; 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh — 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laughter ; 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell, 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgers ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room  belle, 

But  only  Mrs. — Sometliing — Rogers. 


SORROWS    OF    WERTHER. 

W.  MAKEPEACE   THACKERAY. 

Wertuer  had  a  love  for  Charlotte 

Such  as  words  couVd  ucN-et  w.\Xfex  *, 
Would  you  know  \\ow  (\rs\,\ve  r[\fe\.\v«t1 
She  was  cutting  bread  aivcV  bxx^Xftr. 
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Chariotte  was  a  married  lady,  ^ 

And  a  moral  man  was  Werther, 
And  for  all  the  wealth  of  Indies, 

Would  do  nothing  for  to  hurt  her. 

So  he  sig^ied  and  pined  and  ogled, 

And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled, 
TiD  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out, 

And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Chaiiotte,  having  seen  his  body 

Bonie  before  her  on  a  shutter, 
like  a  weD-oonducted  person, 

Went  on  cutting  bread  and  butter. 


THE    YANKEE    VOLUNTEERS. 

W.  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

[^  A  nrfcon  of  the  United  States  arm j  gajt,  that  on  Inqnirinsr  of  the  CapUta 
•f  kifS  eonpasy,  he  found  that  nine  tentha  of  the  men  had  enlisted  on  account  of 
B  diAeoltj."] — Morning  Paprr. 

Yk  Yankee  volunteers  I 
It  makes  my  bosom  bleed 
When  I  your  story  read, 

Tliough  oft  'tis  told  one. 
So — in  both  hemispheres 
The  woman  are  untrue. 
And  cruel  in  the  New, 

As  in  the  Old  one  I 

What — in  this  company 

Of  sixty  sons  of  Mars, 

Who  march  *neath  Stripes  and  Stars^ 

With  fife  and  horn. 
Nine  tenthi*  of  all  we  see 
Along  the  warlike  line 
Had  but  one  cause  to  join 
This  Hope  Folom  ? 
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Deserters  from  tb«  re«lm 
Vriieris  tjraut  Veim^  reigns^ 
You  slipped  Jier  wickeil  chjun^ 

Fie  J  ftiiil  out-WMl  her. 
Anfi  now,  with  sword  and  lidm, 
Together  bundeU  wo 
BcDCQth  the  Strips  ftnd  Star* 

— ^^— ^^Miiwrl 

I 

d  in  Ime, 

i\  tine 

rrhilled — 
_  ,__  __  3  ^pf5 

The  flag  of  Stars  And  Stripes — 
Haa  each  been  jilted  ? 

Come,  each  man  of  this  line, 
The  privates  strong  and  tall, 
"  The  pioneers  and  all," 

The  fifer  nimble — 
Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
Captain  with  epaulets, 
And  Blacky  there,  who  beats 

The  clanging  cymbal — 

0  cymbal-beating  black, 
Tell  us,  as  thou  canst  feel. 
Was  it  some  Lucy  Neal 

Who  caused  thy  ruin  ? 
O  nimble  fifing  Jack, 
And  drummer  making  din 
So  deftly  on  the  skin, 

With  thy  rat-tattooing. 

Confess,  yo  volunteers, 
Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
And  Captain  of  t\ie  Wne, 
As  bold  as  RomtJi — 
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Confess,  ye  grenadiers. 
However  strong  and  tall, 
The  Conqueror  of  you  aU 
Is  Woman,  Woman  I 

No  corselet  is  so  proof, 

But  through  it  from  her  bow. 

The  shafts  that  she  can  throw 

Win  pierce  and  rankle. 
No  champion  e'er  so  tough, 
But 's  in  the  struggle  thrown, 
And  tripped  and  trodden  down 

By  her  slim  ankle. 

Thus,  always  it  has  ruled, 
And  when  a  woman  smiled, 
The  strong  man  was  a  child, 

The  sage  a  noodle. 
Alcides  was  befooled, 
And  silly  Samson  shorn, 
Long,  long  ere  you  were  born. 

Poor  Yankee  Doodle  I 


COURTSHIP   AND    MATRIMONY. 
A  POEM,  IN  TWO  CANTOa 


PUKOH. 


CANTO   THE    FIRST. 


COURTSmP. 


Fairkt  of  earth  I  if  thou  wilt  hear  my  vow, 
Lo  I  at  thy  feet  I  swear  to  love  thee  ever ; 
And  by  this  kiss  upon  thy  radiant  brow. 

Promise  affection  which  no  time  shall  sever ; 
And  love  which  e*er  shall  bum  as  bright  as  now^ 

To  bo  extinguished — ^ncver,  dearest,  TMSvexV 
Wm  tbou  timt  naughty,  fluttering  Vieart.  tobl^*^ 
OATMMaml  my  own  sweet  Kaitel  -wilt  liboaXjie  xtta»1 
14* 
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Thou  Bhalt  have  poark  to  dKik  thy  raven 
Ttiou  sbdt  have  aI)  UiLb  worlil  of  i>iirs  OMi  bni 

And  we  will  live  in  aoHtudc,  nor  earc 

For  ttughL  save  for  each  oUicr     Wo  will  fling 

Away  ail  st>tTow — Edea  fthall  bo  there] 

And  thou  slukll  tw  my  que^^n,  ftod  I  thy  IdDgl 

Still  coy^  an*]  still  retucUmt?     Sweetheart  say, 

When  idiall  wem'*""  "^         7  und  which  the  d&y? 


Now  Mnfl.  liI**T 

I  will  not-     .  ^  allow t 

Bills  upon  bills,  axia.  larger  trvery  day, 

Enough  to  drive  a  man  to  clrink^  I  vow  I 
Bonnets,  gloves,  frippery  and  trasli — nay,  nay, 

Tears,  Mrs.  Pringle,  will  not  gull  me  now — 
I  say  I  won  t  allow  ten  pounds  a  week  ; 
I  can't  afford  it ;  madam,  do  not  speak ! 

In  wedding  you  I  thought  I  had  a  treasure  ; 

I  find  myself  most  miserably  mistaken  I 
You  rise  at  ton,  tlien  spend  the  day  in  pleasure; — 

In  fact,  my  confidence  is  slightly  shaken. 
Ha  1  what 's  that  uproar  ?     This,  ma'am,  is  my  leisure : 

Sufficient  noise  the  slumbering  dead  to  waken  ! 
I  seek  retirement,  and  I  find — a  riot ; 
Confound  those  children,  but  I  '11  make  them  quiet  I 


CONCERNING    SISTERS-IN-LAW. 

PUNCH. 
I. 

Y  looked  so  alike  as  they  sat  at  their  work, 

at  a  pity  it  is  that  one  is  n  t  a  TuvkX") 

line  glances  and  smiles,  the  same  \ia\AVa  ivyv^  ^tV&, 

ue  tastes,  the  same  frocks,  and  Ctio  doM\>v^VJcve.B«av^Ve^ 
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^  ^  ^^me  irresistible  cut  in  their  jibs, 

^  «ame  little  jokes,  and  the  same  little  fibs — 

,^^^  1  thought  the  best  way  to  get  out  of  my  pain 

^  ^%  by—- AecKb  for  Maria,  and  woman  for  Jane ; 

,^^  buig  fiM  if  it  seemed  it  could  matter  a  straw, 

^^^UA  dear  became  wife,  and  which  sister-in-law. 

n. 
5^t  now,  I  win  own,  I  feel  rather  inclined 
"^  Qo^MCt  I  *ve  some  reason  to  alter  my  mind ; 
*|j^  the  doobt  in  my  breast  daily  grows  a  more  strong  one, 
^*^  they  're  not  qmte  alike,  and  I  Ve  taken  the  wrong  one. 
*^^  is  always  so  gentle,  obliging,  and  cool ; 
^eter  calls  me  a  monster — not  even  a  fool ; 
M  our  little  contentions,  'tis  she  makes  them  up, 
^M  flhe  knows  how  much  sugar  to  put  in  my  cup :— 
*  ea,  I  sometimes  have  wished — ^Heav*n  forgive  me  the  flaw  I — 
*hit  my  very  dear  wife  was  my  sister-in-law. 

ra. 

Oh,  your  sister-in-law,  is  a  dangerous  thing  I 

The  daily  comparisons,  too,  she  will  bring  1 

Wife— curl-pi^red,  slip-shod,  unwashed  ami  undressed  ; 

She — ringleted,  booted,  and  "  fixed  in  her  best ;" 
Wife — sulky,  or  storming,  or  preaching,  or  prating ; 
She — merrily  singing,  or  laughing,  or  chatting : 
Then  the  innocent  freedom  her  friendship  allows 
To  the  happy  half-way  between  mother  and  spouse. 
In  short,  if  the  Devil  e'er  needs  a  cat's-paw. 
He  can't  find  one  more  sure  tlmn  a  sister-in-law. 


That  no  good  upon  earth  can  be  had  undiluted 
Is  a  maxim  experience  has  seldom  refuted ; 
And  preachers  and  poets  have  proved  it  is  so 
With  abundance  of  tropes,  more  or  less  apropos. 
Every  light  has  its  shade,  every  rose  has  its  thorn. 
The  cup  has  its  head-ache,  its  poppy  the  com ; 
There 's  a  fly  in  the  ointment,  a  spot  on  the  sun — 
Id  abort,  thej  We  used  all  il/ustrations — ^but  one  *, 
And  bMve  left  it  to  me  the  most  striking  to  drmw — 
F2t/  thst  DODO,  without  unvea^  can  bftve  M8tcr»-4a4oM« 
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1  .young  Lobster  roau>fni  &l>out^ 

I  f  ftnd  motiiEfr  hextx^  out, 

1.  T  eyee  at  thu  Aniiie  mocnettt  fall 

(  k  boiU  lobfitfir'a  scarlot  shdL 
'  ;r;  '*  is  it  true 

\  origUt  3  Uuc  ? 

G  lliotioe  vie  - 

II  e  contebt 
A  iL" 

"fi^  fc* parent  cried; 

"Blnow      _  ilty^  of  pride? 

The  lawOry  tucij  you  wish^ 

Has  ruined  this  uohflppy  fish. 

The  hue  so  much  by  you  desired 

By  his  destruction  was  acquired — 

So  be  contented  with  your  lot^ 

Nor  seek  to  change  by  going  to  pot»" 


TO    SONG-BIRDS    ON  A  SUNDAY. 

PUXCH 

Silence,  all !  ye  winged  choir ; 
Let  not  yon  right  reverend  sire 
Hear  your  happy  symphony : 
'Tis  too  good  for  such  as  he. 

On  the  day  of  rest  divine, 
He  poor  townsfolk  would  confine 
In  their  crowded  streets  and  lanes, 
Where  they  can  not  hear  your  strains. 

All  the  week  they  drudge  away, 
Having  but  one  hoUday ; 
No  more  time  for  you,  than  that — 
Unlike  bishops,  nd\  anOi  t^AK 

♦  Appemred  «t  the  time  of  the  AaU-popery  «x«A.\«ai€nX,  'bwAu^A  \si  ^a» 
QfCvdioMl  Wlaanuui,  eio. 
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X^tter  not  your  cheeiiiil  sounds, 
therefore,  in  the  bishop's  grounds; 
\(ake  him  melody  no  more, 
AVho  denies  you  to  the  poor. 

linnet,  hist !  and  blackbird,  hush  I 
Throstle,  be  a  songleas  thrush ; 
Nightingale  and  laric,  be  mute ; 
Nerer  sing  to  such  a  brute. 

Bobin,  at  the  twilight  dim, 
Nerer  let  thine  evening  hymn. 
Bird  of  red  and  ruthful  breast, 
Lend  the  bish(^*s  Port  a  zest 

Soothe  not,  birds,  his  lonesome  hours, 
Keeping  us  from  fields  and  flowers. 
Who  to  pen  us  tries,  instead, 
Hong  the  intramural  dead. 

Only  let  the  raven  croak 
At  him  from  the  rotten  oak ; 
Let  the  magpie  and  the  jay 
Chatter  at  him  on  his  way. 

And  when  he  to  rest  has  laid  him, 

Let  his  ears  the  screech-owl  harry ; 
And  the  night-jar  serenade  him 

With  a  proper  charivari. 


^flE  FIRST    SENSIBLE    VALENTINE. 

'***  or  TH«   MOST  ASTONISmyG  FRUITS   OF  THE  EMIGRATION  MAXIA.) 

PUKOB. 

Let  Other  swoin-s  upon  tlie  best  cream-laid 

Or  wire- wore  trnte,  their  amorous  straios  'VQdx\A\ 
Or,  ID  despair,  invoke  the  limners  idd 
Topmint  the  auSeringb  they  ctti  not  ya^\ 
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Upon  thoir  pagi?,  tran^jted  with  nutiitrou*  dwtSj 

Let  slender  yotitha  in  ngtitiy  r^xpirr ; 
Or,  on  oue  spit,  let  two  pftb  piGk  calvca*  h^-Krta 

Roast  at  some  fierce  imagimiry  fire* 

Let  Akoelina  tben?j  eifl  ia  a  bower 

Of  nhrubs,  u  ,  ehf*  ivposcs^ 

See  her  own  h.  urch  townr 

Led  on  by  (  -oaes ; 

Or  let  the  wre  ciige  re^vc-n]^ 

Wherein  tw  lilla  (intwine; 

(A  vile  device,  ea  me  feel 

Mtiriia^  wc  nib  lo  iiun&) 

For  arts  like  these  I've  ndther  skill  nor  time; 
But  if  you  '11  seek  the  Diggings,  dearest  maid, 

And  share  my  fortune  in  that  happier  clime, 
Your  berth  is  taken,  and  your  passage  paid. 

For  reading,  lately,  in  my  list  of  tilings, 

"  Twelve  dozen  shirts !  twelve  dozen  collars,"  too ! 

The  horrid  host  of  buttons  and  of  strings 

Flashed  on  my  spirit,  and  I  thought — of  you. 

*'  Surely,"  I  said,  as  in  my  chest  1  dived — 

That  vast  receptacle  of  all  things  known — 
"To  teach  this  truth  my  outfit  was  contrived, 

It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone  I" 
Then  fly  with  me  I     My  bark  is  on  the  shore 

(Her  mark  A  1,  her  size  eight  hundred  tons), 
And  though  she  's  nearly  full,  can  take  some  more 

Dry  goods,  by  measurement — say  Green  and  Sons. 

Yes,  fly  with  me  I     Had  all  our  friends  been  blind, 
We  might  have  married,  and  been  happy  here  ; 

But  since  young  married  folks  tlie  means  must  find 
The  eyes  of  stern  society  to  cheer. 

And  satisfy  its  numerous  demands, 
J  think  'twill  save  us  many  a  \aaii  ^x^^w'Sfc^ 
If  on  our  wedding  cards  t\\va  ISoXivce  «.\axvd^, 

''At  Home,  at  Ballarat,  JMSt  tJ^ree  moiiXJc.^  V«i^>^^ 


SATIRICAL.  327 


A  SCENE  ON  THE  AUSTRIAN  FRONTIER. 

PUNCH. 

^  Brr  must  not  pass  I"  was  the  warning  cry  of  the  Austrian  sen- 
tinel 
To  one  whose  little  knapsack  bore  the  books  he  loved  so  well 
** They  must  not  pass?    Now,  wherefore  not?"  the  wond'ring 

tourist  cried; 
**  No  English  book  can  pass  mit  me ;"  the  sentinel  replied. 
^^  tourist  laughed  a  soomful  laug^ ;  quoth  he,  "  Indeed,  I  hope 
There  are  few  Engiiah  books  would  please  a  Ejaiser  or  a  Pope ; 
S<>t  these  are  books  in  common  use :  plain  truths  and  facts  they 

tett— " 
**  Der  Teofel !    Den  dey  mast  not  pass  I"  said  the  startled  sentinel 

This  Hindbook  to  North  Germany,  by  worthy  Mr.  Murray, 
^eed  ijcarcely  put  your  government  in  such  a  mighty  flurry ; 
^tourista'  handbooks  be  proscribed,  pray  have  you  ever  triod 
To  find  4  treasonable  page  in  Bradshaws  Railway  Guide  f 
1°^  niAp^  again,  of  Switzerland — ^nay,  man,  you  net^d  n't  start  or 
Aook  black  at  ?uch  a  Uttle  map,  as  if 't  were  Magna  Cliarta ; 
ff^tjw  it  is  the  land  of  Tell,  but,  curb  your  idle  fury — 
'^^  ve  not  the  slightest  hope,  to-dav,  to  find  a  Tell  in  your  eye 
(Uri)." 

^^rinwetter  I"  said  the  sentinel,  "  Come  I  cease  dis  idle  babbles  I 
■"  ist  dis  oder  book  I  see  ?     Das  Haus  mit  sieben  Gabbles? 
nerr^yg  heard  of  him  bifor,  vcr  mosh  I  wish  I  had, 
^  Jioir  Ich  kann  nicht  let  him  pass,  for  fear  he  should  be  bad. 
j^  *Iaus  of  Commons  it  must  be ;  Ja  wohl  I  His  so,  and  den 

Ziehen  Gabbles  are  de  talk  of  your  chief  public  men  ; 
jj**^*^ekchen  I  it  is  dreadful  books.     Ja  I  Ja  I  I  know  him  well ; 
^«  Himmel  1  here  he  most  not  pass :"  said  the  learnod  s<»n- 
tinel 


J^  I^LATo,  too,  I  ver  mosh  fear,  he  will  corrupt  the  land, 
"My 


^    J  *  I.ATO,  TOO,  1  ver  mosn  lear,  ne  wiu  corrupi  me  uuiu, 
w%-^  soch  many  long  big  words,  Ich  kann  nicht  onderstand." 
Q^^  ^oJ,  **  the  tourist  said,  "  I  fear  you  're  reaiiy  m  Oafc  ^%N  Vci 


cbMDge  the  proverb,  and  be  frienda  with  nntiouBt  Tm^XiXtfjit 
Plato. 
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My  booka^  'tis  truej  ar«  little  worthy  but  tbej  hare  served 

long, 
And  I  regard  the  greatness  loss  tljan  the  nature  of  Uie  wrong; 
So,  if  the  books  mtist  stay  behind,  I  sUy  IwhiTid  as  welL'' 
^Es  ist  mir  mcfate^  moin  lieber  Freund,"  said  the  courteous  bc 

tineL 


ODE  TO  THE  GRE.VT 

P  ON  HIS  WON- 

DERFUL  ] 

fCE. 

PPSCH. 

From  what  abysses  of  the 

e» 

Tumest  thou  uj>,  Great  twijn=u^^  ^^^ 

and  then. 

If  we  may  venture  to  believe  in 

thee, 

And  affidavits  of  sea-raring  men? 

What  whirlpool  gulf  to  thee  aGbrds  a  home  I 
Amid  the  unknown  depths  where  dost  tliou  dwell  ? 

If— like  the  mermaid,  with  her  glass  and  comb — 
Thou  art  not  what  the  vulgar  call  a  Sell. 

Art  thou,  indeed,  a  serpent  and  no  sham  ? 

Or,  if  no  serpent,  a  prodigious  eel, 
An  entity,  though  modified  by  flam, 

A  basking  sliark,  or  monstrous  kind  of  seal  ? 

I  '11  think  that  thou  a  tnie  Ophidian  art; 

I  can  not  say  a  reptile  of  the  deep, 
Because  thou  dost  not  play  a  reptile's  part  ; 

Thou  swimmest,  it  appears,  and  dost  not  creep. 

The  Captain  was  not  Walker  but  M'Quh^, 
I  'U  trust,  by  whom  thou  some  time  since  wast  seen ; 

And  him  who  says  he  saw  tliee  t'other  day, 
I  will  not  bid  address  the  corps  marine. 

Sea-Serpent,  art  thou  venomous  or  not  ? 

What  sort  of  snake  may  be  \]L\y  clasa  and  style  ? 
That  of  Mud-Python,  by  Apoijlo  a^ioX., 
And  mentioned— rather  oaeiv— M  Ok^.^i.^'^ 


SATIRICAL.  329 

Or,  art  thou  but  a  serpent  of  the  mind  ? 

Doubts,  though  subdued,  will  oft  recur  again — 
A  serpent  of  the  visionary  kind, 

Proceeding  from  the  grog-oppressed  bram  ? 

Art  thou  a  giant  adder,  or  huge  asp, 

And  hast  thou  got  a  rattle  at  thy  tail  ? 
If  of  the  Boa  species,  couldst  thou  clasp 

Within  thy  fold,  and  su£focate,  a  whale  ? 

How  long  art  thou? — Some  sixty  feet,  they  say, 
And  more — ^but  how  much  more  they  do  not  know : 

I  fimcy  thou  couldst  reach  across  a  bay 
From  head  to  head,  a  dozen  miles  or  so. 

Scales  hast  thou  got,  of  course — but  what 's  thy  weight  V 

On  either  side  'tis  said  thou  hast  a  fin, 
A  crest,  too,  on  thy  neck,  deponents  state, 

A  saw-shaped  ridge  of  flabby^  dabby  skin. 

K  I  could  clutch  thee — in  a  giant's  grip^ 

Could  I  retain  thee  in  that  grasp  sublime  ? 
Wouldst  thou  not  quickly  through  my  fingers  slip, 

Being  all  over  glazed  with  fishy  slime  ? 

Hast  thou  a  forked  tongue — and  dost  thou  hiss 

If  ever  thou  art  bored  with  Ocean's  play? 
And  is  it  the  correct  hypothesis 

That  thou  of  gills  or  lungs  dost  breathe  by  way  ? 

What  spines,  or  spikes,  or  claws,  or  nails,  or  fin,* 

Or  paddle,  Ocean-Serpent,  dost  thou  bear?  , 

What  kind  of  teeth  show'st  thou  when  thou  dost  grin? — 
A  set  that  probably  would  make  one  stare. 

What  is  thy  diet  ?    Canst  thou  gulp  a  shoal 
Of  herrings?    Or  hast  thou  the  gorge  and  room 

To  bolt  fat  porpoises  and  dolphins,  whole, 
By  dozens,  e'en  as  oysters  we  consume  ? 

Art  thou  alone,  thou  serpent,  on  the  brine, 
The  sole  surviving  member  of  thy  race? 
Is  there  no  brother,  sister,  wife,  of  tbine, 
Bat  thou  alone,  afloat  on  Oceania  Cace'i 


MO  S  A  Tl  R  tCAt. 

If  eucb  ft  cftkitlafjon  nuy  be  mado. 

Thine  a^  &t  what  a  figure  may  wo  Ulcit? 

"When  firijt  tlie  granite  tnoua^Uiin-stQicti!:}  wcrtj  laid. 
Wast  tbou  HOI  present  ther*>  iitjd  thm,  drt  Bimkn? 

Y'liAt  fossil  SAuriuD*  in  thy  iima  hAvt;  bcm  T 
How  nmay  Mwamothg  cnimble^l  into  uioMY 

^Tial  geolojt '         -    ^   -     -  ^^        ^^^^^ 

Long  as  ti  c^Mit»t  unfoM  ? 

^  a  dead  ^  LhcnigU  df  Ad, 

Thy  float!  rdld  atrifco; 

And,  &o  faTj  bt  liit?y  ^J, 

ThAt  thou  ?rj  ltk& 

A  dock  or  bmls  a  reoord^  rather  loose, 

Df^at^Ht>c3  as  hovering  o'er  thy  lengtliy  h«ll ; 

Among  them,  doubtless,  there  was  many  a  Goose, 
And  also  several  of  the  genu3  Gull. 


THE  FEAST  OF  VEGETABLES,  AND  THE  FLOW  OF 
WATEli. 


PUNCH. 


New  Year  comes, — ^so  let 's  be  jolly ; 

On  the  board  the  Turnip  smokes, 
While  we  sit  beneath  the  holly, 

Eating  Greens  and  passing  jokes. 

How  the  CauUflower  is  steaming, 
Sweetost  flower  tliat  ever  blows  I 

See,  good  old  Sir  Kidney,  beaming, 
Shows  his  jovial  famed  red  nose. 

Here  behold  the  reign  of  Plenty, — 
Help  the  Carrots,  hand  the  Kail  ; 
Roots  how  nice,  and  betbsYvoNv  CiakvV^, 
Well  washed  dowii  m\ii  Auau'^  KV\ 
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Feed  your  fin, — untasted  only 

Let  the  fragrant  onion  go ; 
Or,  amid  the  revels  lonely, 

Qo  not  nigh  the  mistletoe !" 


KINDRED  QUACKS. 


PUNCH. 

I  ornmntp  two  matrons  grave,  allied  by  close  affinity 
^be  name  of  one  was  Phtsic,  and  the  other's  was  Divhott), 
As  they  pot  their  groans  together,  both  so  doleful  and  lugu- 
brious: 

Smys  Pdtbic,  "  To  unload  the  heart  of  grie^  ma*am,  is  salubri- 
ous: 
Here  am  I,  at  my  time  of  life,  in  this  year  of  our  deliverance ; 
My  age  gives  me  a  right  to  look  for  some  esteem  and  reverence. 
But,  ma'am,  I  feel  it  is  too  true  what  every  body  says  to  me, — 
Too  many  of  my  children  are  a  shame  and  a  disgrace  to  me.*' 

•*  Ah !"  says  DrvixnT,  "  my  heart  can  suffer  with  another,  ma'am : 
I  'm  sure  I  can  well  understand  your  feelings  as  a  mother,  ma'am. 
I  've  some,  as  well, — ^no  doubt  but  what  you  *re  perfectly  aware 

on't,  ma'am, 
Whose    doings  bring  derision  and   discredit  on   their  parent, 

ma'am." 

"  There  are  boys  of  mine,"  says  Pnrsic,  "  ma'am,  such  silly  fancies 

nourishing, 
As  curing  gout  and  stomach-ache  by  pawing  and  by  flourishing." 

**  Wen,"  says  Dn-ismr,  "  I  've  tliose  that  teach  that  Heaven's 

beatitud(^s 
Are  to  be  earned  by  postures,  genuflexions,  bows,  and  attitudes." 

*  My  goo<l-for-nr)thing  sons,"  says  Phybxc,  "  some  have  turned 
bjrdropa  thists, 
Some  taken  up  with  mesmerism^  or  joined  the  Yioin«w^^>a«»i' 
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"  Miue  "  says  Drmnrr,  "  punoe  a  Bystem  of  gizncnckeiy, 
Culled  Puscyism,  a  pack  of  stufi^  and  quite  as  airant  quackeiy.** 

Says  Physic,  "  Mine  have  sleep-walken^  pretending  through  the 

hide  of  you, 
To  look,  although  their  eyes  are  shut,  and  tell  yon  what*s  inside 

of  you." 

"  Ah !"  says  DimciTT,  "  so  nune,  with  quibbling  and  with  cstiK 

Would  have  you,  ma^am,  to  blind  yonrael^  to  see  the  road  to  trard 
in." 

"  Mine,"  Phtsic  says,  "  have  quite  renounced  their  good  oid  piDs 

and  potionsy  ma'am, 
For  doses  of  a  billionth  of  a  grain,  and  such  wild  notions,  ma'am." 

**  So."  says  Divinity,  ''  have  mine  left  wholesome  exhortation, 

ma'am, 
For  cn»d(*iico-tables,  rercdoses,  rood-lofls,  and  maceration,  ma'am.** 

**  But  hospitals,"  says  Pin'sic,  "  my  ixusguided  boys  are  founding, 

ma'am." 

"  Well,"  says  Divinity,  "  of  mine,  the  cliapels  are  abounding^ 

ma'am." 
"Mine  are  trifling  witli  diseases,  ma'am,"  says  Physic,  "not  at-. 

ticking  them." 

"  Mine,"  says  Divinity,  "  instead  of  curing  souls,  are  quacking 
them." 

"  Ah,  ma'am,"  says  Physic,  "  I  'm  to  blame,  I  fear,  (br  these  ab- 
surdities." 

*'  That 's  my  fear  too,"  Divinity  says ;  "  ma'am,  upon  my  word  it 


Says  Pnvsic,  "  Fees,  not  science,  have  been  far  too  much  my 
wishi^s,  ma'am." 

"  TrutJi  "  says  Drvii?iTY,  ^^  lN<i\o\^^  \iL\i<;3ji\8sa  ^^Macci-Vsw^e^^fid. 
fishes,  ma'am." 
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8ajB  each  to  eadi,  ''We  're  ampletons,  or  sad  deceirerSy  some  of 
And  I  am  sure,  ma'am,  I  don*t  know  whatever  will  become  of 


THE  RAILWAY  TRAVELER'S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS 
FAMILY. 

PUHOH. 

*T  wAi  buaneaB  called  a  Father  to  travel  bj  the  Rail ; 
His  eje  was  cafan,  his  band  was  firm,  although  his  cheek  was  pale. 
He  took  his  little  boy  and  girl,  and  set  them  on  his  knee ; 
And  their  mother  hmig  about  his  neck,  and  her  tears  flowed  fast 
andfi«e. 

I  'm  going  by  the  Rail,  my  dears — ^Euza,  love,  don't  cry — 
Xow,  kiss  me  both  before  I  leave,  and  wish  Papa  good-by. 
I  hope  I  shall  be  back  again,  this  afternoon,  to  tea, 
An<l  then,  I  hope,  aUve  and  well,  that  your  Papa  you  '11  see. 

I  'm  f^»i^Jr  by  the  Rail,  my  dears,  where  the  engines  puff"  and  hiss ; 
And  ten  to  one  the  chances  arc  that  something  goes  amiss ; 
And  in  an  instant,  quick  as  thought — before  you  could  cry  **  Ah  I" 
An  accident  occurs,  and — say  good-by  to  poor  Pajm  I 

i^nH^tiines  from  scandalous  neglect,  my  dear?,  the  ^»leepe^s  sink. 
And  then  you  have  the  carriages  upset,  as  you  may  thiuk. 
'^**  progress  of  the  train,  sometimes,  a  truck  or  coal-bf  >x  checks, 
And  tl»ere  's  a  risk  for  poor  Papa's,  and  every  body's  necks. 

^  there  may  be  a  screw  loose,  a  hook,  or  bolt^  or  pin — 
^^kc  an  ill-made  tunnel  may  give  way,  and  tumble  in ; 
'1^  in  the  wreck  the  passengers  and  poor  Papa  remain 
■"Jfinetl,  till  down  ujjon  them  comes  tlio  next  Excursion-train. 

•  *  )>olicenian  's  careless,  dears,  or  if  not  over-bright, 
j%/^  he  should  show  a  rc<J  flag,  it  may  be  ho  showft  ik'vbilA^ 
ifgJT^"  ^^^  trtun.%  in  comfoquencc,  there 's  prcsenOLy  t^  da^ 
«ar  Aps  is  only  hruisod,  he  'e  lucky  m  the  sma?VL 
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Fdnti  may  be  badlj  ouiuiged,  m  tfaey  wm  the  otiHr.day, 
Becsoae  A  Btiiigj  Oomptny  te  hands  flooQ^ 
Over  Mid  over  goes  the  U»in-4hegagine  off  the  HB^ 
And  poor  Pki» 'a  imable^  when  he '■  finmd,  to  toll  the  tde. 

And  flhoold  your  poor  Vvpm  eeo^M^  my  deriiiig^  with  hie  lift^ 
'May  he  return  on  two  lega^  to  his  diildrai.aiui  his  wife — 
With  both  his  anu^  my  little  deen^  return  yoor  Ibnd  emfanoe^ 
And  present  to  yoo,  nnaltei'd,  ereiy  feetme  of  lua  fine. 


I  hope  I  shall  oome  bade,  my  dean— bn^  mind,  I  am  i 
80,  in  ease  the  worst  may  hif^pen,  yoa  sre  so  frr  all  aeoored 
An  action  then  win  alao  lie  for  yon  and  your  Manm^-- 
And  don't  Ibrget  to  bring  it— on  aoooont  of  poor  FI^ml 


A   LETTER    AND    AN   ANSWER. 

PUHOE. 
THE  PRESBTTEBS  TO  PALKER8T0K. 

The  Plague  has  come  among  us, 

Miserable  ainnere  I 
Fear  and  remorse  have  stung  us^ 

Muerable  sinners  1 
We  ask  the  State  to  fix  a  day, 
Whereon  all  men  may  fast  and  pray, 
That  Heaven  will  please  to  turn  away 
The  Plague  that  works  us  sore  dismay, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

PALMERSTOX   to  THE    PRESBTTEBS. 

The  Plague  that  comes  among  you, 

Miserable  sinners  1 
To  effort  hath  it  strung  you  ? 

Miserable  sinners  1 
You  ask  that  all  should  fast  and  pray ; 
Better  all  wake  and  work,  I  say ; 
Sloth  and  svxpmeiwiaia  ^vjX.  vtiv^  ^ 
Thftt  so  t\ic  "PVtt^o  Toary  q^mw^  \ft  ^^  \ 
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for  Flagnes^  like  other  evils^ 

Miserable  mnners  I 
Are  Gbo't  and  not  the  Devil's, 

Miserable  sinners  1 
BoomgeB  they  are,  but  in  a  hand 
Whidi  love  and  pity  do  command ; 
And  when  the  heaviest  stripes  do  £sdl, 
*ris  where  they  *re  wanted  most  of  ail, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

Look  round  about  your  city, 

ICserable  sinners  I 
Aroose  to  shame  and  pity, 

IGserable  sinners ! 
Pray :  but  use  brush  and  limewash  pail ; 
Fast :  but  feed  those  for  want  who  foil ; 
Bow  down,  gude  town,  to  ask  for  grace. 
But  bow  with  cleaner  hands  and  face, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

All  Time  God's  Law  hath  spoken, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
That  Law  may  not  be  broken, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
But  he  that  breaks  it  must  endure 
The  penalty  which  works  the  cure. 
To  us,  for  God's  great  laws  transgressed, 
Is  doomsman  Pestilence  addressed, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

We  can  not  juggle  Heaven, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
With  one  day  out  of  seven, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
Shall  any  force  of  fasts  atone 
For  years  of  duty  left  undone  ? 
How  expiate  with  prayer  or  psalm, 
Deaf  ear,  blind  eye,  and  folded  palm  ? 

Miserable  sinners ! 


J^t  us  btt  up  mnd  stirring, 

Misermbh  sinnen  I 


T     t)g  i^orant  and  erring, 

Miitenkble  8iiin«n! 
SI    h  anrl  st^If-s^eklog^  from  us  oaat^ 
Bt   living  this  the  fittc^^t  fiwL, 
Fc"  of  all  prayeri  pnyed  'noalJi  the  sua 
Tl  re  ia  no  prayer  like  wf^rk  well  done, 

Miserable  aUineral 


PUtfCBL^ 


Mr  son,  a  father*s  warning  heed ; 

I  think  my  end  is  nigh : 
And  til  en,  you  dog,  you  will  succeed 
Unto  my  property. 

But,  seeing  you  arc  not,  just  yet, 

Arrived  at  man's  estate, 
Before  you  full  possession  get, 

You  '11  have  a  while  to  wait. 

A  large  allowance  I  allot 

You  during  that  delay; 
And  I  don't  recommend  you  not 

To  throw  it  all  away. 

To  such  advice  you  'd  ne'er  attend  ; 

You  won't  let  prudence  rule 
Your  courses  ;  but,  I  know,  will  spend 

Your  monev  like  a  fooL 


I  do  not  ask  you  to  eschew 
The  paths  of  vice  axidBm; 

You  '11  do  as  all  young  \ioo^vt^,v?\ic» 
Are  loft,  as  you  say,  \m. 
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Yoallsol^  joaHbet;  and, being  greeo, 

At  an  that's  rig^t  youH  joke; 
Your  life  wiU  be  a  oonstant  scene 

or  biDiaids  and  of  smoke. 


With  bad  oompanions  youll  consort^ 
Wilh  oreatnras  Tile  and  base, 

WhoU  rob  yoa;  yoors  will  be,  in  shorty 
The  puppy's  common  case. 

Bntohymysonl  although  you  most 

Throuj^  this  ordeal  pass, 
You  win  not  be^  I  hope — ^I  trust— 

A  wholly  ienselesB  ass. 

Of  coQfse  at  prudence  you  win  sneer, 
On  that  theme  I  won't  harp ; 

Be  good,  I  won't  say — ^that  's  severe ; 
But  be  a  little  shiurp. 

An  rascaUy  associates  shun 

To  bid  you  were  too  much, 
Bnt^  6ti\  beware,  my  q)ooney  son. 

Beware  one  kind  of  sucL 

It  asks  no  penetrative  mind 
To  know  these  fellows:  when 

You  meet  them,  you,  unless  you  're  blind, 
At  once  discern  the  men. 

The  turgid  lip,  the  piggish  eye, 

The  nose  in  form  of  hook, 
The  rings,  the  pins,  you  tell  them  by, 

Ibe  vulgar  flashy  look. 

Spend  every  sixpence,  if  you  please, 

But  do  nol^  I  implore, 
Ob/  do  not  go,  my  son,  to  tbeae 
Fnfturas  to  borrow  mora. 
15 
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Uve  at  a  Ibolidi  wUttd  ntfl^ 
My  hoiMftil,  if  joa  dbotrnt. 

But  don't  joor  idmiib  ■ntioipito 
IluonglL  bflMnoooiitiQg  Jew& 


SELLING  OFF  AT  THE  OPBBA  HOUSE. 

A  rORICAL  QATALOOinL 


Lot  OneyTfaa  wcilMaiowii  vflbgo^  with  bridge^  aad  dmnbyini 

green, 
Of  half  a  score  divm'Utmmenti  the  irBtt4»nwmbei!cd  to&abf 
Liduding  six  substantial  planks^  fbnning  the  eig^t-incfa  ri4g« 
On  which  the  happj  peasantry  came  dancing  down  the  bddge. 
Lot  Two,  A  Sheet  of  Thunder.    Lot  Three,  A  Box  of  Peas 
Employed  in  sending  storms  of  hail  to  rattle  throu^  the  tree& 
Lot  Four,  A  Canvas  Mossy  Bank  for  Cupids  to  repoee. 
Lot  Five,  The  old  Stage  Watering-pot^  complete— except  the  noee. 
Lot  Six,  The  favorite  Water-mill,  used  for  Aimnds  dream. 
Complete,  witli  practicable  wheel,  and  painted  canvas  stream. 
Lots  Seven  to  Twelve,  Some  sundries — ^A  Pair  of  S^hide's 

Wings; 
Three  dozen  Druid*8  Dresses  (one  of  them  wanting  strings). 
Lots  Thirteen,  Fourteen,  Fifteen — ^Three  Services  of  Plate 
In  real  papier  mdcht — all  in  a  decent  state ; 
One  of  these  services  includes — its  value  to  increase — 
A  full  dessert)  each  plate  of  fruit  forming  a  single  piece. 
Lot  Seventeen,  The  Gilded  Cup,  from  which  Oenarro  quaffed, 
'Mid  loud  applause,  night  after  night,  Lucrezia's  poisoned  draught 
Lots  Eighteen,  Nineteen,  Twenty,  Three  rich  White  Satin  Skirta 
Lot  Twenty-ouo,  A  set  of  six  Swiss  Peasants*  Cotton  Shirts. 
Lot  Twenty-two,  The  sheet  that  backed  Maaanidlo^s  tent 
Lot  Twenty-three,  The  Long  White  Wig— in  wool— of  5lkfo-tt«- 

Bent. 
Lots  Twenty-three  to  Forty,  The  Fish— Soles,  Cod,  and  Dace— 
For  pelting  the  Vice-regal  Guard  in  Naples'  Market-place. 
Lot  Forty-one,  Vesuvius,  rather  the  worse  for  wear. 
Lots  Forty-two  t»  FvCly ,  Pf\es\a'  \jfc^^\Ms^— ^V.\^r  pair. 
Ix>t  Pifty-one,  The  wcVl-ktiO'vivT\!ffOTie,^Viicv<!aaaY3  tisA^«i{^ 
And  plank  in  front,  for  couvt^era  loVne*^  ^^s»n^s^:n^  ^rs^.. 
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Lot  Fifty-two,  A  Royal  Robe  of  Flannel,  neai-ly  white, 
Warranted  equal  to  Cashmere— upon  the  stage  at  night— 
With  handsome  ennine  collar  thrown  elegantly  back ; 
The  tails  of  twisted  worsted — ^pale  yellow,  tipped  with  black. 
Lots  Fift-y-three  to  Sixty,  Some  Jewellery  rare — 
The  Crown  of  Semiramide — complete,  with  false  back  hair ; 
The  Order  worn  by  Ferdinand^  when  he  proceeds  to  fling 
His  sword  and  medals  at  the  feet  of  the  astonished  king. 
Lot  Sixty-one,  The  Bellows  used  in  Cinderella' 8  song. 
Lot  Sixty-two,  A  Document    Lot  Sixty-three,  A  Gk>^. 
Lots  Sixty-four  to  Eighty,  Of  Wigs  a  large  array. 
Beginning  at  the  Druids  down  to  the  present  day. 
Lot  Eighty-one,  The  Bedstead  on  which  Amiiia  falls. 
Lots  Eighty-two  to  Ninety,  Some  sets  of  Outer  Walls. 
Lot  Ninety-one,  The  Furniture  of  a  Grand  Ducal  Room, 
.  Including  Chair  and  Table.    Lot  Ninety-two,  A  Tomb. 
Lot  Ninety-three,  A  set  of  Kilts.    Lot  Ninety-four,  A  RilL 
Lot  Ninety-five,  A  Scroll,  To  form  death-warrant,  deed,  or  wilL 
Lot  Ninety-six,  An  ample  fall  of  best  White  Paper  Snow. 
Lot  Ninety-seven,  A  Drinking-cup,  brimmed  with  stout  extra 

tow. 
Lot  Ninety-eight,  A  Set  of  Clouds,  a  Moon,  to  work  on  flat ; 
Water  with  practicable  boat    Lot  Ninety-nine,  A  Hat 
Lot  Hundred,  Massive  Chandelier.    Hundred  and  one,  A  Bower. 
Hundred  and  two,  A  Canvas  Grove.    Hundred  and  three,  A 

Tower. 
Hundred  and  four,  A  Fountain.    Hundred  and  five,  Some  Rocks. 
Hundred  and  six.  The  Hood  that  hides  the  Prompter  in  his  box. 


WONDERS   OF  THE   VICTORIAN  AGR 

PUNCH. 

Our  gracious  Queen — ^long  may  she  fill  her  throne — 

Has  been  to  see  Louis  Napoleon. 

The  Majesty  of  England— bless  her  heart! — 

Has  cut  her  mutton  with  a  Bonaparte ; 

And  Cousin  Grermans  have  survived  the  view 

Of  Albert  taking  luncheon  at  St  Cloud. 

In  our  young  days  we  little  thought  to  aeft 
8acb  legs  atretcbed  under  such  mahogaay  •, 
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',  lat  British  Hoyftlty  woM  cv^  ebftre 
i^^  &  French  Palace,  French  Impeml  fare : 
Nor  eat — as  we  eliouJd  have  believed  At  flcbool — 
The  crtMildiig^  tenant  of  tho  marshy  pooi  j 

At  the  JVw  ,fVer»  w<*  had  not  feaated  theo, 
As  ira  hare  sinoCf  Ami  hope  to  da  agun. 

This  great  QT^i  of  "'-"rBe  could  uot  take  pUas 
Wit   ^*^*  ""  uohawwej 

The  ^  George  the  Third 

Thriw  ition  9tirr*d, 

Then  1  so  all  day  !oiig^ 

Amid  \nng  throng. 

In  e^^  m  shed 

Ron:  y  drops  of  red. 

Ettch  *d  up  the  point 

Of  its  proDoacis — waa  thai  out  of  joint  ? 
While  Charies  James  Fox's  grinn'd  from  ear  to  ear, 
And  Peel's  emitted  frequent  cries  of  "  Hearl" 


TO   THE  PORTRAIT  OF  "A  GENTLEMAN 

IN   THE   ATHENiEUM   GALLERY. 

OLIVER   WENDELL   HOLMEa 

It  may  be  so — perhaps  thou  hast 

A  warm  and  loving  heart ; 
I  will  not  blame  thee  for  thy  face, 

Poor  devil  as  thou  art 

That  tiling,  thou  fondly  deem'st  a  nose. 

Unsightly  though  it  be, — 
In  spite  of  all  the  cold  world's  scorn. 

It  may  be  much  to  thee. 

Those  eyes, — among  thine  elder  friends 

Perhaps  they  pass  for  blue ; — 
No  matter, — ^if  a  man  cjvti  sfc^, 

What  more  Yiave  eyea  \a  ^o1 
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Thy  moath — that  fisure  in  thy  &oe 

By  something  like  a  chin, — 
Kay  be  a  yery  naefiil  place 

To  put  thy  Tictaal  in. 

I  know  thou  hast  a  wife  at  home, 

I  know  thou  hast  a  child, 
By  that  subdued,  domestic  smile 

Upon  thy  features  mild. 

That  wife  sits  fearless  by  thy  side. 

That  cherub  on  thy  knee ; 
They  do  not  shudder  at  thy  looks, 

They  do  not  shrink  from  thee. 

Above  thy  mantel  is  a  hook, — 

A  portrait  once  was  there ; 
It  was  thine  only  ornament, — 

Alas  I  that  hook  is  bare. 

She  begged  thee  not  to  let  it  go, 

She  begged  thee  all  in  vain : 
She  wept, — and  breathed  a  trembling  prayer 

To  meet  it  safe  again. 

It  was  a  bitter  sight  to  see 

That  picture  torn  away ; 
It  was  a  solemn  thought  to  think 

What  all  her  friends  would  say  I 

And  oflen  in  her  calmer  hours, 

And  in  her  happy  dreams. 
Upon  its  long-deserted  hook 

The  absent  portrait  seems. 

Thy  wretched  infant  turns  his  head 

In  melancholy  wise, 
ADd  looks  to  meat  the  plaidd  sUiQ 
Oftboee  imbeiidiDg  eyea. 
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I  til  ver  aaw  tJiee,  lovely  ouGj — 

It  is  not  oflen  that  wo  crciss 
Such  people  in  our  w^ny ; 

But  if  we  meet  in  diatimt  yeara^ 

Or  on  some  foreign  ahore^ 
Sun  ~"  le  o&th 


IffT- 

My  auntl  my  de&r  unmarried  hudU 
Long  years  have  o'er  her  flown; 

Yet  still  she  strains  the  aching  clasp 
That  binds  her  virgin  zone ; 

I  know  it  hurts  her — though  she  looks 
As  cheerful  as  she  can  ; 

Her  waist  is  ampler  than  her  life, 
For  life  is  but  a  span. 

My  aunt!  my  poor  deluded  aunt! 

Her  hair  is  almost  gray  ; 
\Vliy  will  she  train  that  winter  curl 

In  such  a  spring-like  way  ? 
How  can  she  lay  her  glasses  down, 

And  say  she  reads  as  well, 
Wlicn,  through  a  double  convex  lens, 

She  just  makes  out  to  spell? 

Her  father — grandpapa !  forgive 

This  erring  lip  its  smiles  — 
Vowed  slic  should  make  the  finest  girl 

Within  a  hundred  miles ; 
He  sent  her  to  a  stylish  school ; 

'T  was  in  her  thirteenth  June  ; 
And  with  her,  as  t\\e  Tv\\ea  Tec\\3ATe^, 

"  Two  towels  and  a  spootO' 
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^hey  braced  my  aunt  against  a  board, 

To  make  her  straight  and  tall ; 
They  laced  her  up,  they  starved  her  down, 

To  make  her  light  and  small 
They  pinched  her  feet^  they  singed  her  hair, 

^ley  screwed  it  op  with  pins ; — 
O  nerer  mortal  suffered  more 

In  penance  for  her  sins. 

80,  when  my  precious  aunt  was  done. 

My  grandsire  brought  her  back ; 
(By  daylight^  lest  some  rabid  youth 

Might  fellow  on  the  track ;) 
"Ahr  said  my  grandsire,  as  he  shook 

Some  powder  in  his  pan, 
^  What  could  this  k>yely  creature  do   . 

Against  a  desperate  man  I" 

Alas  I  nor  chariot,  nor  barouche, 

Nor  bandit  cavalcade, 
Tore  from  the  trembling  father's  arms 

His  all-accomplished  maid. 
For  her  how  happy  had  it  been ! 

And  heaven  had  spared  to  me 
To  see  one  sad,  ungathered  rose 

On  my  ancestral  tree. 


COMIC    MISERIES. 

JOHN  O. 

Mt  dear  young  friend,  whose  shining  wit 

Sets  all  the  room  a-blaze, 
Don't  think  yourself  a  "  happy  dog," 

For  all  your  merry  ways ; 
But  learn  to  wear  a  sober  pliiz, 

Be  stupid,  if  you  can, 
It  'b  Buch  a  very  serious  thing 
To  be  a  funny  man  I 


SATZBIOAZi. 

Toa 'ra  ai  an  eramig  pv^,  wilfa 

A  groty  of  plfiiint  JiDny— 
Ton  Tentan  qniedj  to  cnok 

The  lent  of  litlfe  jolni^— 
A  ladj  doesn^t  oOdi  the  poin^ 

And  bq|i  yoa  to  coqAiin— 
AIm  for  oat  thAi  drops  a  j«i 

And  Ukm  it  np  agiiiil 

YottVa  talking  deep  plriloaophy' 

To  ediiy  a  deigyman 

^ith  suitable  disooone,^ 
Yoa  think  joa  \e  got  him  ■^wban,  he  osUs 

A  friend  across  the  waj, 
And.begs  yoa '11  say  that  funnj  thipg 

Tou  said  the  other  day! 

You  drop  a  pretty /nc-de-fnot 

Into  a  neighbor's  ears. 
Who  likes  to  give  you  credit  for 

The  clever  thing  he  hears^ 
And  so  he  hawks  your  jest  about^ 

The  old  authentic  one, 
Just  breaking  off  the  pomt  <^it^ 

And  leaving  out  the  pun ! 

By  sudden  change  in  politics. 

Or  sadder  change  in  Polly, 
You,  lose  your  love,  or  loaves,  and  M 

A  prey  to  melancholy, 
Wliile  every  body  marvels  why 

Your  mirth  is  under  ban, — 
They  think  your  very  grief  "  a  joke," 

You  're  such  aiunny  man ! 

You  follow  up  a  stylish  card 
That  bida  yoxx  couv^  wad  dine^ 

And  bring  aXong  yoxxi  tcediiQ^^^iiX 
(To  pay  lot  inxui^  'irawJ^^ 
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^OQ  're  lookiiig  Tery  dismal,  when 

Mj  lady  boonoes  io, 
And  wonden  what  you  're  thinking  o^ 

And  why  yoa  don't  begin  I 

Yon 're  telling  to  a  knot  of  friends 

A  £ux7-tale  of  woes 
That  doad  your  matrimonial  sky, 

And  bankh  aU  repose — 
A  solemn  lady  orerhears 

The  stoiy  of  your  strife, 
And  tells  the  town  the  pleasant  news: 

Tou  quarrel  with  your  wife  I 

My  dear  young  friend,  whose  shining  wit 

Sets  aU  the  room  a-blaze, 
Don't  think  yourself  "  a  happy  dog," 

For  all  your  merry  ways ; 
But  leam  to  wear  a  sober  phiz, 

Be  stupid,  if  you  can, 
It's  such  a  very  serious  thing 

To  be  a  funny  man  1 


IDfiES    NAPOLfiONIENNES. 

WILUAJf   AYTOCN. 
Tht  lapoMlUiitj  of  trmndatiiig  thla  nov  velt-known  ezpreMion  (imperfecUf 
natead  b  a  eompuiioo-work,  **Ide«a  of  Nftpoleonism**),  will  excuse  the  UUe 
ni  bwdea  of  the  preeent  beUad  being  left  In  the  original  French.— Tbams- 

GoMX,  listen  all  who  wish  to  leam 

How  nations  should  be  ruled, 
From  one  who  from  his  youth  has  been 

In  such-like  matters  school'd  ; 
From  one  who  knows  the  art  to  please, 

Improve  and  govern  men — 
Eh  hien  /  Ecoida,  aux  Idres^ 

NapoUoniennes  / 

To  keep  the  naind  intently  fixed 

On  number  One  alone 

15* 
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To  look  lo  no  ou^  i 

But  |nhIi  iloiig  your  owiiy 
Wilhout  the  riifl^leit  nftnnoo 

To  bow,  or  wfaal^  or  wbmk^ 

To  miko  a  flioiid,  and  on  fafan  w«D, 
By  wUdi,  of  ooone^  I  meoi 

To  use  him  up— antfl  he'a  drained 
Oompletoly  diy  and  deta 

or  ill  tiuit  mikaa  Urn  nNA4  and 
To  Iddc  fafan  o?er  than 

Without  remorse — <^mi  wie  Hie 

To  sneak  into  a  good  man's  house 

With  sliam  credentialB  penn'd — 
To  sneak  into  his  heart  and  trusty 

And  seem  his  children's  friend-- 
To  Icam  his  secrets^  find  out  where 

He  keeps  his  keys — and  then 
To  bone  his  spoons— c'eft  une  Idie 

NapoUonienne. 

To  gain  your  point  in  view — to  wade 

Through  dirt,  and  slime,  and  blood — 
To  stoop  to  pick  up  what  you  want 

Through  any  depth  of  mud. 
But  always  in  the  fire  to  thrust 

Some  helpless  catVpaw,  when 
Tour  chestnuts  bum — f^est  une  Idee 

NapoUonienne, 

To  clutch  and  keep  the  lion's  share — 

To  kill  or  drive  away 
The  wolves,  that  you  upon  the  lambs 

May,  unmolested,  prey — 
To  keep  a  gang  of  jackals  fierce 

To  guild  and  «»\jc^  your  den^ 
While  yoxi  ^  dowii^-^«A  wm  Id«t 

AbpoUonienne. 
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Tobrib*  <»«*ri  to  their  toe*-- 


Vor  they  b»'^^ecto  to  «'«'■•   ,, 

'P*'^  ^**  "loot  bi»  W-        Ao»  bow, 
^  abort  time  •?>• 


Id  Tiiii  yon  pour  nto  hii  cv 
Tour  ofWB  mnftiling  gnef ; 
In  Tiin  joo  dtiin  hii  ijiuiwllijfy 

In  Tain  yoa  tak  nBef ; 
In  Tain  yoa  tiy  to  raose  him  bj 

Joke,  npartee^  or  qnii; 
Hk  0ole  wjfiy  '•  a  bmniag  a^ 
And  "What  a  mind  kkl" 
OLofdl  itistlMgrwteitbQn^ 

or  an  the  bom  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who  *■  k»t  hk  hetit 
A  ihori  time  aga 

I've  heard  her  thoronc^  deacEibed 

A  hmidrad  times,  I  *m  mm; 
And  all  the  while  I've  tried  to  smik^ 

And  patiently  endure; 
He  waxes  strong  upon  his  pangs^ 

And  potters  o*er  his  grog ; 
And  still  I  say,  in  a  playful  way — 
"  Why  you  're  a  lucky  dogP 
But  oh  I  it  is  the  heaviest  bore, 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who  'a  lost  his  heart 
A  short  time  ago. 

I  really  wish  he  *d  do  like  me 

When  I  was  young  and  strong; 
I  formed  a  passion  every  week, 

But  never  kept  it  long. 
But  he  has  not  the  sportive  mood 

That  always  rescued  me. 
And  so  I  would  all  women  oould 
Be  banished  o*er  the  sea. 
For  'tis  the  most  egregious  bore, 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who 's  lost  his  heart 
A  short  time  ago. 


RODIES  AND   BURLESQUES. 


PARODIES  AND  BURLESQUES. 


WINE. 

JOHN  OAT. 
NnllA  plMere  dla,  nee  Thren  euiniiu  poaont, 
<|Mi  ■erftaBtor  aqiuB  potorlbofl.  Ho& 

Or  happinesB  terrestrial,  and  the  source 

Whence  human  pleasures  flow,  sing,  heavenly  Muse ! 

Of  sparkling  juices,  of  the  enlivening  grape, 

Whose  quickening  taste  adds  vigor  to  the  soul, 

Whose  sovereign  power  revives  decaying  nature, 

And  thaws  the  frozen  blood  of  hoary  Age, 

A  kindly  warmth  diflfiising ; — ^youthful  fires 

Oild  his  dim  eyes,  and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 

His  wrinkled  visage,  ghastly  wan  before : 

Cordial  restorative  to  mortal  man, 

With  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  bestow'd  I 

Bacchus  divine  I  aid  my  adventurous  song, 
"  That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  soar :" 
Inspired  sublime,  on  Pegasean  wing, 
By  thee  upborne,  I  draw  Miltonic  air. 
When  fumy  vapors  clog  our  loaded  brows 
With  furrow'd  frowns,  when  stupid  downcast  eyes, 
The  external  symptoms  of  remorse  within. 
Express  our  grief,  or  when  in  sullen  dumps, 
With  head  incumbent  on  expanded  palm. 
Hoping  we  sit,  in  silent  sorrow  drown*d ; 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trepaim*d 
The  unwary  youth,  and  tied  the  gordian  knot 
Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  dissolv'd ; 
Worried  all  day  by  loud  Xantippe*s  din, 
Wbo  Ad3  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  Btan, 
Ajid  Ux  him  there  among  the  braiibbed  craw 


SM  YABODIBt  AVD    BVBI.a8qVJif. 

(Tanra^  and  AxiM^  aiid  Oqiriooni, 
.    Tha  greatest  moosten  of  thsZodlM), 
Or  for  the  loes  of  aDxibiui  wofldl^  peU; 
Or  Celia'e  eoomMaligfatay  and  cold  ^sidttaf 
Which  checked  hb  umnous  flamo  iwith  eoy  npoH 
The  wont  events  that  mortala  oan  beU; 
By  oana  dq>WB*d,  in  penehre  h^piah  nopdi 
With  doweet  pace  the  tedkma  mmntea  lol^ 
Thy  bharmihg  eighty  bat  mnoh  mom  ohanaing  goit^ 
New  life  incitei^  and  wanooa  our  diil^  blood. 
Straij^  with  pert  looks  we  zaiae  our  draopiiig  flraoli^ 
And  poor  in  aryatal  pure  thy  purer  jukB  ^ 
With  dieeifbl  conntenanoe  and  steady  hand 
Raise  it  IqHhifi^  then  fix  the  qiaoioai  lim 
To  the  expecting  month : — ^with  grateftd  taste 
The  ebbing  wine  glides  swifUy  o'er  the  tongas; 
The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies : 
Such  is  thy  poweiful  influence,  thou  straight 
Dispell'st  those  clouds  that^  lowering  dark,  edips'd 
The  whilom  glories  of  the  gladsome  faoe ; — 
While  dimpled  cheeks^  and  spariding  roUbag  ey^B, 
Thy  cheering  virtues,  and  thy  worth  proclaim. 
So  mists  and  exhalations  that  arise 
From  "  hills  or  steamy  lake,  dusky  or  gray,** 
Prevail,  till  Phoebus  sheds  Titanian  rays, 
And  paints  their  fleecy  skirts  with  shining  gold; 
Unable  to  resist^  the  foggy  damps. 
That  vail'd  the  sur&oe  of  the  verdant  fields^ 
At  the  god*s  penetrating  beams  dispersal 
The  earth  again  in  former  beauty  smiles^ 
In  gaudiest  livery  drest^  all  gay  and  dear. 

When  disappointed  Strephon  meets  repulse, 
ScofiTd  at,  despis'd,  in  melancholic  mood 
Joyless  he  wastes  in  sighs  the  lazy  hours^ 
Till  reinforced  by  thy  most  potent  aid 
He  storms  the  breach,  and  v^ins  the  beauteous  fort 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  blessing, 
The  British  seaman  quits  his  native  shore, 
And  ventures  through  the  trackless,  deep  abysi^ 
Plowing  the  ocean,  wYa\fc  \Jaft  \ivhfta.v*d  oak, 
"  With  beaked  prow,  lidea  \a\3Sa%  ^  «c  ^<i  ^vra^-:^ 
8hock*d  by  tempoetoMwaiarani^TRVs^^ 
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"~*  *^  Hirers  imminent,  till  she  arrives 


-1      *-^  o^e  blest  climes  thou  favor'st  with  tliy  presence. 

.    Z*-^  XlidT  at  Lusitania's  sultry  coast, 

j^  ^^^fty  Teneriflfe,  Palma,  Ferro, 

^  ^  "^vDoey  or  at  the  Geltiberian  shores, 

^^^^  gazing  pleasure  and  astonishment, 

%     ^^aradise  (seat  of  our  ancient  sire) 

^w^  trunks  himself  arrived:  the  purple  grapes, 

*-^  ^•~-*  chistera  pendent,  grace  the  vines 


^^^UimeroQS :  in  fields  grotesque  and  wild, 
jTWy  with  implicit  curls  the  oak  entwine, 

^^l¥i  load  with  fiuit  divine  his  spreading  boughs : 
^^jgbt  most  ddidous  I  not  an  irksome  tliought^ 
^^  of  left  native  isle,  or  absent  friends, 
^)r  dearest  wife,  or  tender  sucking  babe, 
^Bb  kindly  treacherous  memory  now  presents ; 
^lie  jovial  god  has  led  no  room  for  carea 

Celestial  liquor  I  thou  that  didst  infiq;>ire 
llaio  and  Flaccos,  and  the  Gk-edan  bard. 
With  lofty  numbers,  and  hercno  strains 
UnparaPerd,  with  eloquence  profound, 
And  arguments  convictive,  didst  enforce 
Fam'd  Tufly,  and  Demosthenes  renown'd; 
KnninH,  first  &m*d  in  Latin  song,  in  vain 
Drew  Heliconian  streams,  imgrateful  whet 
To  jaded  Muse,  and  oft  with  vain  attempt. 
Heroic  acts,  in  flagging  numbers  dull, 
With  pains  cssay'd ;  but,  abject  still  and  low. 
His  unrecruited  Muse  could  never  reach 
The  mighty  theme,  till,  from  the  purple  fount 
Of  bright  Len»an  sire,  her  barren  drought 
He  quench*d,  and  with  inspiring  nectarous  juice 
Her  drooping  spirits  cheer'd : — aloft  she  towers. 
Borne  on  stifi*  pennons,  and  of  war's  alarms. 
And  trophies  won,  in  loftiest  numbers  singsi 
*Ti8  thou  the  hero's  breast  to  martial  acts. 
And  resolution  bold,  and  ardor  brave, 
Szdt'st :  thou  check'st  inglorious  lolling  ease, 
And  sluggish  minds  with  generous  fires  inflam'st 
O  thou  I  that  Brst  my  quickened  soul  d^dat  wum, 
BtiBwitb  thy  aid  assist  me,  that  thy  prtdsd, 
JUr  miv&aal  sway  &er  all  the  worid, 


SM  PABODIBS    AH»    BVBI.a«««at. 


In  flifgriniling  muiibM^  wn  fub  i 

I  nnj  reooid|  and  nng  thj  matrihlw  nvflL 

Had  the  Ozonian  bard  th j  piaiaa  ivheani'^ 
Ka  Muae  had  yet  letain'd  her  wonted  haig^; 
Bach  aa  of  late  o*er  Btenhdm'a  field  abe  aoai^d 
Aoial;  now  in  AriooiuaD  boga 
She  liea  ing^orioofl^  floundering,  fike  her  thenar 
Languid  and  fiinL  and  on  danm  win^  fnnnfln^d 
In  add  juioe^  in  Tain  attompla  to  ifaoL 

With  what  aoblnneet  jogr  ftom  noiaf  tofwi^ 
At  raral  Bea%  Lncretina  vetit^d: 
Flaoooa^  ontidnted  by  perplesingoaami^ 
Where  the  white  pcfOar  and  the  Mj  frine 
Join  neighboring  boogha^  aweet  hoipitaMa  rittde^ 
Creating^  fiom  Phoebean  raya  aeciire^ 
A  oool  retreaty  with  few  wdl-dioaen  fiiendi^ 
On  flowery  mead  recumbent^  spent  the  hours 
In  mirth  umocuous,  and  alternate  verse  1 
With  roses  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths^ 
Their  temples  bind,  dress  of  sylveetrian  gods! 
Choicest  nectarean  juice  crown'd  largest  bowls^ 
And  overlooked  the  brim,  aUuring  sight^ 
Of  fragrant  soent^  attractive,  taate  divine  I 
YHiethcr  from  Formian  grape  depressed,  Fatem, 
Or  Setin,  Massic,  Gauran,  or  Sabine, 
Lesbian,  or  Goecuban,  the  cheering  bowl 
Mov*d  briskly  round,  and  spurr*d  their  hdghten'd  wit 
To  sing  MecsBna*s  praise,  their  patron  kind. 

But  we  not  as  our  pristine  sires  repair 
To  umbrageous  grot  or  vale ;  but  when  the  son 
Faintly  from  western  skies  his  rays  obliqae 
Darts  sloping,  and  to  Thetis'  wat*ry  \sp 
Hastens  in  prone  career,  with  friends  select 
Swiftly  we  hie  to  Devil,*  young  or  old, 
Jocund  and  boon ;  where  at  the  entrance  stands 
A  stripling,  who  with  scrapes  and  humil  cringe 
Greets  us  in  winning  speech,  and  accent  bland : 
With  lightest  bound,  and  safe  unerring  step^ 
He  skips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  staiiSL 
MelampuB  thus,  pantrng  ^^VJKfl\:^\jcKv^<a^ 
And  wagging  UdV,  ga'nD^><>^aMA^r»^sa\i^Q«fe 
•  The  1>«^  T«T«u^  T«B^'««« 
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^X^Iis  sequent  lord,  from  pensive  walk  retum'd, 
"^Vhether  in  shady  wood  or  pasture  green, 
-And  waita  his  coming  at  the  well-known  gate. 
^Kigh  to  the  stairs'  ascent^  in  regal  port, 
Sits  a  majestic  dame,  whose  looks  denounce 
CJommand  and  sovereignty :  with  haughty  air, 

And  studied  mien,  in  semicircular  throne 

lEndoa'd,  sbe  deals  around  her  dread  commands ; 

Behind  her  (dazzling  sight  I)  in  order  rang'd, 

rae  above  {^e,  crystalline  vessels  shine : 

Attendant  slaves  with  eager  strides  advance, 

And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud 

Wonds  oninteUigible,  noise  confbs'd : 

She  knows  the  jargon  sounds,  and  straight  describes, 

In  diaracters  mysterious^  words  obscure : 

More  legible  are  algebraic  signs. 

Or  mystic  figures  by  magicians  drawn. 

When  they  invoice  the  infernal  spirit's  aid. 
Drive  hence  the  rude  and  barbarous  dissonance 

Of  savage  Thracians  and  Croatian  boors; 

The  loud  Gentaurian  broils  with  Lapithse 

Bound  harsh,  and  grating  to  Len»an  god ; 

CSuise  brutal  feuds  of  Belgian  skippers  hence 

(Amid  their  cups  whose  innate  temper 's  shown), 

In  dumsy  fist  wielding  scymetrian  knife, 

Who  slash  each  other's  eyes,  and  blubber'd  face, 

Pro&ning  Bacchanalian  solemn  rites : 

Music's  harmonious  numbers  better  suit 

Wb  festivals,  from  instruments  or  voice. 

Or  Oasperani's  hand  the  trembling  string 

9iould  touch ;  or  fh)m  the  dulcet  Tuscan  dames. 

Or  warbling  Toft's  far  more  melodious  tongue, 

Sweet  symphonies  should  flow :  the  Delian  god 

For  airy  Bacchus  is  associate  meet 
The  stair's  ascent  now  gain'd,  our  guide  unbars 

The  door  of  spacious  room,  and  creaking  chairs 

(To  ear  offensive)  round  the  table  sets. 

We  sit ;  when  tha^  his  florid  speech  begins : 

"  Name,  sirs  I  the  wino  that  most  invites  your  taste; 

Chninpajgn,  or  Burgundy ^  or  Florence  pure, 

Or  Hock  antique,  or  Lisbon  new  or  o\d, 
BoardeMax,  or  neat  French  '^^te,  or  A]^CMiC* 
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For  Boardeflux  we  with  voice  una&imctns 

DecUn?,  (such  8ympatliy*e  m  boon  oompeeis). 
He  quits  the  room  akirt^  bat  soon  returns; 
One  hanU  cnpacignw  glistering  Teasels  beaxs 
EesplendpnV  t-ho  other,  with  a  gra^  eecurcj 
A  bottle  (mighty  chfttgo  I)  upst4W(l,  full  fraught 
With  goodly  wine.    He,  with  extended  haikd 
BALs'd  high,  po       *  --*^  -*  '^  frothy  juice, 

O'er&prewi  will  .  aoQH ; 

We  fltrwght  to  enc*d  chie&: 

Now  glasses  di  arming  sound  1) 

And  frloriotis  A  st^  the  bcst^ 

Crowns  the  ful  ring  name 

The  sprightly  ^tas  to  smile: 

WiUi  heArty  e  lOus, 

Her  health  we  umua,  »»i*  ialth  our  own, 

A  pause  ensues;  and  now  miuu  gnvteful  chat 
Wr  tuiprove  tlie  interval,  fmd  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  souls ;  pat  repartee, 
Or  witty  joke,  our  airy  senses  moves 
To  pleasant  laughter ;  straight  the  echoing  room 
With  universal  peals  and  shouts  resounds. 

The  royal  Dane,  blest  consort  of  the  Queen, 
Next  crowns  the  ruby'd  nectar,  all  whose  bliss 
In  Anna's  plac'd :  with  sympathetic  flame. 
And  mutual  endearments,  all  her  joys, 
Like  to  the  kind  turtle's  pure  untainted  love, 
Center  in  him,  who  shares  the  grateful  hearts 
Of  lo3^al  subjects,  with  his  sovereign  queen ; 
For  by  his  prudent  care  united  shores 
Were  sav'd  from  hostile  fleets'  invasion  dire. 

The  hero  Marlborough  next,  whose  vast  exploits 
Fame's  clarion  sounds ;  fresh  laurels,  triumphs  new 
We  wish,  like  those  he  won  at  Hockstet's  field. 

Next  Devonsliire  illustrious,  who  from  race 
Of  noblest  patriots  sprang,  whose  worthy  soul 
Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adorn' d, 
That  shone  in  his  most  worthy  ancestors ; 
For  then  distinct  in  separate  breasts  were  seen 
Virtues  distinct,  but  all  in  him  unit^. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  oi  l\ie  liaX^oYv?.^^^^ 
Frugal,  but  free  and  generous  o£\iAaoNN^ 


^ 
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'^^  crowns  the  bowl;  with  faithful  Sunderland, 


t>.    ^   Halifax,  the  Muses'  darling  son, 

^v    ^^bom  conspicuous,  with  ftdl  luster,  sliine 

^C^  Burest  judgment  and  the  brightest  wit^ 


^^^)8elf  Mecaenas and  a  Flaocus  too; 
'^be  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  gust 


^^^  all  the  worthies  oiihe  British  reahn, 

L  order  ranged  succeed ;  such  healths  as  tinge 


s 


Kow  each  his  mistress  toasts,  by  whose  bright  eye 
-^e  *8  fired ;  Cosmeha  fair,  or  Dulcibell*, 
%k  Sylria^  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
yindaoigf  or  airy  Celia,  spn^iij  maid  I — 
InnwMBMy  thus  flow  mmmnber'd  hours ; 
Glan  flocoeeds  glassy  till  the  Dircean  god 
Shines  in  our  eyee^  and  with  his  fiilgent  rays 
tkiKghtenw  oar  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye ; 
An  blitfae  and  joify,  that  like  Arthur's  Imights 
Of  BoUmd  Table,  fam'd  in  old  records, 
Now  most  we  seem'd — such  is  the  power  of  Wine  I 

Thus  we  the  winged  hoars  in  harmless  mirth 
And  joys  ansoDied  pass,  till  humid  Night 
Has  half  her  race  performed ;  now  all  abroad 
Is  faush'd  and  silent,  nor  the  rambling  noise 
Of  coach,  or  cart,  or  smoky  link-boy's  call. 
Is  heard — but  universal  silence  reigns ; 
When  we  in  merry  plight,  airy  and  gay, 
8arpris*d  to  find  the  hours  so  swiftly  fly, 
^th  hasty  knock,  or  twang  of  pendant  cord, 
Alarm  the  drowsy  youth  from  slumbering  nod : 
Startled  he  flies,  and  stumbles  o'er  the  stairs 
foroneous,  and  with  busy  knuckles  plies 
His  yet  clung  eyelids,  and  with  staggering  reel 
Snters  confus'd,  and  muttering  asks  our  wills ; 
When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  score  discharge, 
And  homeward  each  his  course  with  steady  step 
Unerring  steers,  of  cares  and  coin  bereft 
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)DE  ON    SCIENCE. 

UK 

O,  HI  iV^sLT  bom !  in  deepest  della 
If  fai   IT  science  ever  dwells 
Bt  eath  Uic  mossy  c*ye  ■ 

Tndri     *  *^*^  vtnrAtrwn  «f  *liti  WOOdflj 

For  « 

Del  nea 

Whilto  » v&le^ 

Seeks ^  —^  tming  galea^ 

Thoagh  wrapt  irom  motrAl  &»gUL 

Yet,  goddess,  yet  the  way  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

Obstructed  and  depress'd ; 
Till  Wisdom  give  the  sacred  Nine, 
Untaught,  not  uninspired,  to  shine, 

By  Reason's  power  redre^'d. 

When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze, 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws, 
Thy  charms,  0  Liberty,  the  cause, 

That  blends  congenial  rays. 

Bid  bright  Astraea  gild  the  morn, 
Or  bid  a  hundred  suns  be  born, 

To  hecatomb  the  year  ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles. 
In  vain  the  zodiac  system  rolls. 

In  vain  the  lunar  sphere. 

Come,  fairest  princess  of  the  tlirong, 
Bring  sweet  phWosopVi-j  a\oi\^, 
In  metaphysic  drearos  •. 


J 
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"VThile  n^tured  bards  no  more  behold 
Ul  veniil  age  of  purer  gold, 
In  Hdiooniaii  streanuL 

Drive  thraldoxn  with  malignant  hand, 
To  corse  some  other  destined  land, 

Bj.FoDy  led  astray: 
Itaie  bear  on  asnre  wing ; 
Ekieigic  let  her  soar,  and  sing 

Tby  oniTenal  sway. 

80  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyre 
To  BMre  mijestic  sound  aqiire, 

Behold  the  mad*ning  4hron^ 
Li  wonder  and  oUiTion  drowned, 
To  sen^yfeare  tamed  by  magic  soimd, 

And  petriQrmg  song* 


A   LOVE    SONG, 

or  TBI  MODKUf  TASTE. 


DKAM  SWDT. 

PiOTRBnrQ  spread  thy  purple  pinions 

Gentle  Cupid,  o*er  my  heart : 
I  a  dave  in  thy  dominions ; 

Nature  must  give  way  to  art 

MM  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks, 
See  my  weary  days  consuming 

AH  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thns  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping 

Mourned  Adonis,  darting  youth ; 
Him  the  boar,  in  silence  creeping, 

Gored  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cjmthia,  time  harmonious  numbers; 

Fair  Dncretion,  string  the  lyre: 
Soothe  mj  over- waking  slumbeia: 
Brifjbt  ApoUo,  lend  thy  cbw. 
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Gloomy  Pluto^  Idag  of  terrora, 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  tnirrQi^ 
Watering  eofl  Elyaian  pkina. 

Mournful  cypress^  Terdant  wiUow, 
Gildiug  my  Aureiiu'a  brOT?^ 

Horphei     *  *  r  [ullow, 

He*r  rows. 


Metancb 

Tt 

Swift 

a, 

On  thy 

^t 

With 

soiowdU 

Thus  wL 

pirig, 

Softly  seeKB  ner  buiuil  ^^dte, 

See  the  bird  of  Juno 

stooping; 

Melody 

resigns  to  fate. 

BAUCIS    AND    PHILEMON. 

ON  THE  EVER-LA^IENTED  LOSS  OF  THE  TWO  YEW-TREES  IN  Tfl^ 
PARISH  OF  CHILTHORNE,  SOMERSET.  DOTATED  FROM  THE  EIGHT^ 
BOOK   OF   OVID. 


DEAN   SWIFT. 


In  ancient  time,  as  story  tells, 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  stroll  about,  but  hide  their  quahty, 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 
It  happen'd  on  a  winter  night, 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother  hermits,  saints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade, 
Disguised  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent; 
Where,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain, 
Tried  every  tone  nughX  pVly  ^ri-, 
But  not  a  soul  would  \el  tiiem  'm. 
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Our  wandering  saints,  in  woeful  state, 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate, 
Having  through  all  the  village  past, 
To  a  NTuJl  cottage  came  at  last 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye*man, 
CallM  in  the  neighborhood  Philemon ; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pass  the  ni^t; 
And  then  the  hospitable  sire 
Bid  Goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook, 
And  freely  from  the  Attest  side 
Cot  out  large  slioes  to  be  fried ; 
TbfBD.  BUepp^d  aside  to  fetch  them  drink, 
IWd  a  krge  jug  op  to  the  brink, 
And  saw  it  fidriy  twice  go  round; 
Yet  (what  was  wonderful)  they  found 
T  was  still  replenished  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touched  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  were  amassed, 
And  often  on  each  other  gazed ; 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart, 
And  just  began  to  cry,  "  What  ar't  I'* 
Then  softly  tum'd  aside,  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrims,  soon  aware  on*t, 
Tdid  them  their  calling  and  their  errand : 
"  Gk>od  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid. 
We  are  but  saints,"  the  hermits  said ; 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors. 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground. 
They  and  their  houses  shall  be  drown'd ; 
While  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise. 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes." 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  fiidr  and  soft, 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rose  every  beam  and  rafter ; 
The  heavy  wall  dimb'd  slowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  Ytti^ber^ 
Beaune  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 
16 
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The  kettle  to  the  tq>  was  hcuBti 
And  there  stood  fasten'd  to  a  jois^ 
But  with  the  vpMe  down,  to  diow 
Its  inclination  for  below: 
In  vain ;  for  a  miperior  foroe 
Applied  at  bottom  stops  its  ooiirae: 
Doom*d  ever  in  subtense  to  dvrdi^ 
*Tia  now  no  kettle,  but  a  befl. 

A  wooden  jack,  whidi  had  slmost 
Lost  by  disuse  the  art  to  roast^ 
A  sudden  alteraUon  feels^ 
Increased  by  new  intestine  wheels; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  mors. 
The  number  made  the  motion  slower. 
The  flier,  though  it  had  leaden  feet^ 
Tum*d  round  so  quick  you  scarce  oouM  see't; 
But,  slacken*d  by  some  secret  power, 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  allied, 
Had  never  left  each  other's  side ; 
The  chimney  to  a  steeple  grown, 
T!ie  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  against  the  steeple  rear*d. 
Became  a  clock,  and  still  adhered; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares, 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  bum 
That  roast  meat,  which  it  can  not  turn. 

The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl. 
Like  a  huge  snail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  public  view, 
And  with  small  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  show. 
To  a  less  noble  substance  changed, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  ranged. 

The  ballads,  pasted  on  the  wall, 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  English  Moll, 
Fair  Bosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  httle  CMdren  m  \i[ift  Wood, 
Now  seem'd  to  look  «^i\iii<QjBiL^>QftXXKt^ 
Improved  in  picture,  «v3«s  saDA^feXXft:t^ 
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^A.nd,  high  in  order  placed,  describe 
TThe  heraldry  d  every  trib^. 

A  bedstead  of  the  antique  modei 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load, 
8uch  as  omr  ancestors  did  use, 
'Wha  metamorphosed  into  pews ; 
Which  stifl  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  disposed  to  sleep. 

The  cottage,  by  such  feats  as  these, 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees^ 
The  hermits  then  dedred  their  host 
To  ask  for  what  he  fimcied  most 
Philemon,  having  paused  a  while, 
Betnm'd  them  thanks  in  homely  style ; 
Then  said,  "  My  house  is  grown  so  fine^ 
Methinks,  I  still  would  call  it  mine. 
I  *m  old,  and  fiun  would  live  at  ease ; 
liake  me  the  parson  if  you  please." 

He  spoke,  and  presently  he  feels 
His  graaer's  coat  fall  down  his  heels : 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  believe. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding  sleeve ; 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassock  grew, 
And  both  assumed  a  sable  hue; 
But,  being  old,  continued  just 
As  threadbare,  and  as  full  of  dust 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues : 
He  smoked  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  pn^ach  old  sermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  his  party 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart ; 
Wish'd  women  might  have  children  fast, 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  farrow'd  last ; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine. 
And  stood  up  firm  for  "  right  divine ;" 
Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  system ; 
But  classic  authors — ^he  ne*er  miss'd  *em. 

Thus  having  furbished  up  a  parson. 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  otu 
Instead  of  homespun  coifs,  were  seen 
Ooodpinaen  edged  with  co&crteeti; 
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Her  pettit^oat  tran^formM  apace, 
Beoftmc  black  saliu^  tJoucu^ed  with  lace. 
'^  Plain  Cloody"  would  no  loug^  down^ 
'T  was  ^"  Madam,"  in  lier  grogram  gown* 
PiJtemoti  was  in  gr^at  surprise, 
And  iiardly  uoul'l  believe  his  ejea. 
Aniaued  to  see  her  Iwjk  ao  prim, 
And  she*  udmirvd  as  much  &t  htm, 

Tbuii  bappy  in  their  change  of  lifc^ 
Were  several  yeftra  this  tuna  and  wife: 
^Mien  on  a  day,  whiolj  proved  their  l&at^ 
Diaooursiiig  o'er  old  storiefl  past, 
They  wtot  by  chance^  amid  their  talk, 
To  the  church-yArd  to  take  a  waUc  ; 
AVlien  BauoJB  hastily  cried  out^ 
"  ily  denr,  I  see  your  forehead  sprout  f* — 
'^  Sproiitj"  quotii  the  man ;  *'  whaf  a  this  you  tell  oa? 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous ! 
But  yet,  methinks  I  feel  it  true, 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too — 
Nay — now  I  can  not  stir  my  foot ; 
It  feels  as  if  't  were  taking  root" 

Description  would  but  tire  my  Muse, 
In  short.,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yews. 
Old  Goodman  Dobson  of  the  green 
Remembers  he  the  trees  has  seen  ; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night, 
And  goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight; 
On  Sundays,  after  evening  prayer, 
He  gathers  all  the  parisli  there ; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew, 
Here  Baucis,  there  Pliilemon,  grew  : 
Till  once  a  parson  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which,  'tis  hard  to  be  believed 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  grieved. 
Grew  scrubbed,  died  a-top,  was  stunted, 
So  the  next  parson  stubb'd  and  burnt  it 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY  SHOWER. 

TS  DOTATIOK  OF  YIBGIL's   OEOROICS. 

DKAN  BWIIT. 

Cabetul  observers  may  foretell  the  hour, 

(By  sure  prognostics),  when  to  dread  a  shower. 

While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 

Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 

Returning  home  at  night,  you  11  find  the  sink 

Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 

If  you  be  vrise,  then,  go  not  far  to  dine: 

You'll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine. 

A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage, 
.  Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage ; 

Sauntering  in  coffee-house  is  Dulman  seen ; 

He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  spleen. 

Meanwhile  the  South,  rising  with  dabbled  wings, 

A  sable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 

That  swill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain, 

And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 

Brisk  Susan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope. 

While  the  first  drizzling  shower  is  borne  aslope ; 

Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  some  careless  quean 

Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean : 

You  fly,  invoke  the  gods;  then,  turning,  stop 

To  rail ;  she  singing,  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 

Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunn'd  the  unequal  strife, 

But,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  still  for  life, 

And  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 

'T  was  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dust 

Ah  I  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid, 

When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 

Sole  coat  I  where  dust,  cemented  by  the  rain, 

Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  stain  I 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 

Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 

To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly. 

Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  uotliing  buy. 

The  Templiw  spruce,  while  every  spout^a  826to«f^ 
StajB  tin  'tis  fair,  yet  seenas  to  caH  a  oowiu 


^^- 
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Tli(*  tijck\i  up  ?cinp3tree5  walks  with  hasty  strid 
WUile  stn^uiixi;  run  down  ber  oii'd  umbrella's  ^d^ 
Here  varIou:i  kinds^  bj  various  ftirtunts  lod, 
Cotjxnient^  ftoquAiiiUnce  uiiJcmeatU  a  shed. 
Triu[Bpliant  Torit:?^  and  dcspomlinj!^  I'^'^^i^ 
Forpet  their  feuda,  ajid  joiu  to  save  tJfieir  wigs, 
BoxM  id  &  chair  ibe  beau  imptttit*ut  site^ 
'WTbile  spouts  run  ci  lof  by  fita^ 

And  ever  and  ADoti 

The  leather  aound'  wiLbm. 

So  wlipn  Troy  cha  den  *teed) 

Prepntmt  witii  Grei  freed, 

(Thosu  bully  Greekj.  tm  do^ 

Tfiriipad  oT  paying  ch  througb), 

IjftODiXMi  struek  the  c^  le&r^ 

And  each  iiiiprisoa'd  b^-  ^«j  fiar. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  sweiimg  kennels  floW; 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go : 
Filth  of  all  hues  and  odor,  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  sail'd  from  by  their  sight  and  smelL 
They,  as  each  ton*ent  drives  with  rapid  force, 
From  Sinithfield  to  St.  Pulchre's  shape  their  course, 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holborne  bridge. 
Sweeping  from  butchers'  sUiIls,  dung,  guts,  and  blood ; 
Drown'd  puppies,  stinking  sprats,  all  drench'd  in  mud. 
Dead  cata,  and  turnip- tops,  come  tumbling  down  the  flood. 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  CURIOSITY; 

OB  A  ROTAL  YISTT  TO   WIUTBREAD's   BREWERY. 

PETER   PINDAR. 
8ic  trangU  gloria  mundi  /—Old  San  Plak. 

From  HooM  of  Bnddiighaiii,  in  grand  parade. 
To  Whitbread*8  BrmehouMy  moved  the  cayaleade. 

Tb«  ABau]aEiiT.~Peter*8  loTalty.— He  ratpeoteth  Mr.  Warton*  of  Joking.— 
Complimenteth  the  poet  Laureate. — Peter  dlffereth  in  opinion  from  Mr.  Warton. — 
Taketh  up  the  cadgds  for  King  Edward,  King  Harry  V.,.and  Queen  Beee.— Feats 
on  Blackbeath  and  Wimbledon  performed  by  our  most  gradoua  sovereign. — King 
Chailee  the  Second  half  damned  by  Peter,  yet  praised  for  Iceeping  company  with 
gentlemen.— Peter  praiseth  himselfl — Peter  reproved  by  Mr.  Warton. — ]>esireth 
Mr.  Warton*  8  prayers. — A  fine  simile. — Peter  stiU  suspecteth  the  Laureate  of 
ironical  dealings — Peter  ezpostnlateth  with  Mr.  Warton.— Mr.  Warton  repli- 
eth.— Peter  adminlstereth  bold  advice.— Wittily  calleth  death  and  physicians 
poadien. — Praiseth  the  king  for  parental  tenderness.— Peter  maketh  a  natural 
simile. — Peter  furthermore  tcUeth  Thomas  Warton  what  to  say. — Peter  giveth  a 
beautiful  example  of  ode-writing. 

Tbb  CoKTxirre  or  tbb  Ode. — His  Majesty*  st  love  for  the  arts  and  sciences, 
even  in  qnadrupeda — His  resolution  to  know  the  history  o(  brewing  beer. — Billy 
Ramus  sent  ambassador  to  Chiswell  street — Interview  between  Messrs.  Ramus 
and  Whitbread. — Mr.  Whitbread*s  bow,  and  coraplinicnts  to  Msjesty. — Mr.  Kh- 
mns's  return  from  his  embassy. — Mr.  Whitbread' s  terron  described  to  Majesty 
by  Mr.  Ramus. — ^The  King's  pleasure  thereat — Description  of  people  of  worship. 
— Aocount  of  the  Whitbread  preparation. — The  royal  cavalcade  to  Chiswell-street 
— ^The  arrival  at  the  brewhouse. — Great  Joy  of  Mr.  Whitbread. — ^His  Majesty's 
nod,  the  Queen's  dip,  and  a  number  of  questions. — A  West  India  simile. — The 
marvelings  of  the  draymen  described. — His  Majesty  peepeth  into  a  pump. — 
Beautifully  compared  to  a  magpie  peeping  into  a  marrow-bone.— The  minuU  cu- 
riosity of  the  King.— Mr.  Whitbread  endeavoreth  to  surprise  Majesty.— His  Mnj- 
taij  puszleth  Mr.  Whitbread.— Mr.  Whitbread' s  horse  expresseth  wonder.— Also 
Mr.  Whitbread's  dog.— His  Mi^esty  maketh  laudable  inquiry  about  Porter.— 
Again  puszleth  Mr.  Whitbread.— King  noteth  notable  things.— Profound  ques- 
tions proposed  by  Msjesty.— As  profoundly  answered  by  Mr.  Whitbread.— Mi^J- 
esty  in  a  mistake. — Corrected  by  the  brewer. — A  nose  simile. — Majesty's  admira- 
tion of  the  belL— Good  manners  of  the  bell.— Fine  appearance  of  Mr.  Whitbread's 
pigs. — Majesty  proposeth  questions,  but  benevolently  waiteth  not  for  answera — 
Peter  telleth  Uie  duty  of  Kings. — ^Discovereth  one  of  his  shrewd  maxima — Sub- 
lime sympathy  of  a  water-spout  and  a  Idng. — The  great  use  of  asking  questions. — 
The  habitation  of  truth. — The  collation. — The  wonders  performed  by  the  Royal 
Visitors.- MiOesty  proposeth  to  take  leave.— OflEiDreth  knighthood  to  Whit- 
bread.—Mr.  Whitbread's  ol^ections.- The  king  runneth  a  rig  on  his  host— Mr. 
Whitbread  thanketh  Majesty.— Miss  Whitbread  curtsieth.— The  queen  dippeth.— 
The  Cavalcade  departeth. 

Peter  triumphcth. — Admonidieth  the  Laureate.— Peter  croweth  over  the  Lau- 
reate.— Dificovercth  deep  knowledge  of  kings,  and  surgeons,  and  men  who  have 
lost  their  legs. — Peter  reasoneth.— Vaanteth.^EveQ  insnlU^tYub  loraxviftA.— ^%> 

'  Tb9  Float  Lmaimf,  AQt«W«klXL 
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tcr  procUliURth  hid  peAc«ftblf  dltpoiitlcicu— <rnlHt)i  M^Atjr,  ud  DandBd^  *)lb 
•  pK^yar  r«r  curloiu  klngM. 

To¥,  eowi  as  eV-r  thou  atrik'st  thy  golilon  lyi-e, 
Thj  brotiurr  P^jU'r's  muse  is  all  on  firtf, 

To  fiing  of  kitigs  and  quoen^  and  eu&h  iram  M\c : 
Yet,  'midst  ihj  heap  of  compliments  so  fine, 
BaJj  ma "  ^  a  line  ? 

You  (  love  n  joke. 

Sou  of  the  Nine^  Ujn«  ell  on  nanght; 

Thy  thundering  sta  pompoua  diougiit^ 

I  think,  muat  put  i  laugh  ; 

EdwaH  uniJ  Harry  iv  braver  men 

Than  this  uow-christer  Df  Uiy  puin, 

Te?,  laurdlod  Odoman,  in«,  r  far  by  half; 

Though  on  Blackheath  and  WimbWon*s  wide  plain, 
George  keeps  his  hat  off  in  a  shower  of  rain; 
Sees  swords  and  bayonets  without  a  dread, 
Nor  at  a  volley  winks,  nor  dncks  his  head : 

Although  at  grand  reviews  he  seems  so  blest^ 
And  leaves  at  six  o'clock  his  downy  nest^ 

Dead  to  the  charms  of  blanlcet^  wife,  and  bolster; 
Unlike  his  officers,  who,  fond  of  cramming, 
And  at  reviews  afraid  of  thirst  and  famine, 

With  bread  and  cheese  and  brandy  fill  their  holsteni 


Sure,  Tom,  we  should  do  justice  to  Queen '. 

His  present  majesty,  whom  Heaven  long  bless 
With  wisdom,  wit,  and  art  of  choicest  quality. 

Will  never  get,  I  fear,  so  fine  a  niche 

As  that  old  queen,  though  often  called  old  b— ch, 
In  fame's  colossal  house  of  immortality. 

As  for  John  Dryden's  Charles — ^that  king 
Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing ; 
He  merited  few  honors  from  the  pen : 
And  yet  he  was  a.  deV\\v^\i^\vit^  fellow, 
Enjoyed  his  bee£,  and  \>o\xX'&,  ?«A  \ga>\.  \Ji^<y«  ^ 
And  mind — ^kept  company  ^V\5cl  gwdteinww; 
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^  or,  like  some  kings,  in  hobby  <jno<^na3, 
^nij^hts  of  the  nianp^er,  curry-<!omb:?,  an<i  brooms, 
^^t  to  all  glory,  Charles  did  not  dt^light — 
^'or  joked  by  day  with  pages,  servant-maids, 
Large,  red-polled,  blowzy,  hard  two-handed  jades : 
^deed  I  know  not  what  Charles  did  by  night. 

Thomas,  I  am  of  candor  a  great  lovec; 

In  short)  I  'm  candor's  self  all  over ; 
^weet  as  acandied  cake  from  top  to  toe ; 

Make  it  a  rule  that  Virtue  shall  be  praised, 

And  humble  Merit  from  the  grouml  be  raised : 
HHiat  thinkeat  thou  of  Peter  now  ? 

Thou  cryest  "  Oh  I  how  false  I  behold  thy  king. 

Of  whom  thou  scarcely  say'st  a  handsome  thing ; 
That  Idi^  has  virtues  that  should  make  thee  stare." 

Is  it  so  ? — Then  the  sin 's  in  me — 

Tb  my  vile  optics  that  can't  see ; 
Then  pray  for  them  when  next  thou  saycst  a  prayer. 

But^  pVhape  aloft  on  his  imperial  throne, 
So  distant)  O  ye  gods !  from  every  one, 
The  royal  virtues  are  Ukc  many  a  star, 
From  this  our  pigmy  system  rather  far : 
Whose  light,  though  flying  ever  since  creation, 
Has  not  yet  pitched  upon  our  nation.* 

Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  soon  explored — 
And  Thomas,  if  thou  'It  swear  thou  art  not  humming, 

1 11  take  my  spying-glass  and  bring  thee  word 
The  instant  I  behold  it  coming. 

But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking. 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  not,  thy  sovereign  smoking  ? 

How  canst  thou  seriously  declare, 

That  George  the  Tliird 
With  Cressy's  Edward  can  compare, 

Or  Harry  ? — 'Tis  too  Imd,  upon  my  word : 
George  w  a  clever  king,  I  ni^eda  must  own, 
And  cuta  a  jolly  Ggure  on  the  throne. 
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Ka\v  Uihui  cKrlaiinX  '^  Ckid  rot  it  I  PoUir,  pmy 
AVhm  to  tl^.-  -Ibvil  shall  I  3iog  or  say  ?" 

I H  tell  theo  vliat  to  «iy,  0  Uanefu!  Tom : 

Sing  how  a  loooareh,  when  his  son  Wfis  dyitig, 
Hii#  gTikcioa-i  eyea  and  cata  \raa  wiifying^ 
By  fthbey  cotiipany  aui  k*tile  dnim : 
Leaving  thut  sol  :iyiaiiQiaj], 

BetwtMin  two  tTv  cudition; 

Two  poiichers,  w.  Iftwno, 

Aad^  special  mai  )  their  aimu 

Say^  though  the  \  liis  agOf 

He  kept  aloof 
Determined  nothm 

To  bring^  on  useless  vcar^  arm  u^ainA]  reoollectioiL 
For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  sighs  ? 
Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  dripping  eyes ; 
And  what  arc  sighs  and  tears  but  wind  and  wat-er, 
That  show  the  leakiness  of  feeble  nature  ? 

Tom,  with  my  simile  thou  wilt  not  quarrel ; 
Like  air  and  any  sort  of  drink, 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  chink, 

That  proves  the  weakness  of  the  barrel. 

Say — for  the  prince,  when  wet  was  every  eye, 
And  thousands  poured  to  heaven  the  pitying  sigh 

Devout  ; 
Say  how  a  King,  unable  to  dissemble, 
Ordered  Dame  Siddons  to  liis  house,  and  Kemble, 

To  spout : 

Gave  them  ice  creams  and  wines,  so  dear  I 

Denied  till  then  a  thimble  full  of  beer; 

For  which  they  've  thanked  the  author  of  this  meter, 

Videliceij  the  moral  mender,  Peter 

Who,  in  his  Ode  on  Ode,  did  dare  exclaim, 

And  call  such  royal  avarice,  a  shame. 

Say — but  I  'II  teach  thee  how  lo  m«Jfte  wi  o^^  \ 
Thus  sh&ll  thy  labors  visit  fame's  abode. 
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"^^  Xi  company  with  my  immortal  lay  ; 
'-'^nd  look,  Tom — thus  I  fire  away — 

BIRTH-DAY    ODE. 

This  day,  this  very  day,  gave  birth, 

ITot  to  the  brightest  monarch  upon  earth, 

Because  there  are  some  brighter  and  as  big; 
Who  loye  the  arts  that  man  exalt  to  heaven, 
(George  loves  them  also,  when  they  're  given 

To  four-legged  Gkntry,  christened  dog  and  pig.* 

Whose  deeds  in  this  our  wonder-hnnting  nation 

Phive  ^i^t  a  diarming  thing  is  edacation. 

Foil  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer, 

The  monardi  heard  of  Mr.  Whitbread's  fame : 
Quoth  be  unto  the  queen  ''  My  dear,  my  dear, 

Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvelous  great  name ; 
Ghaiiy,  we  mnst^  must^  must  see  Whitbread  brew — 
Bidi  as  us,  Charly,  richer  than  a  Jew : 
Shame,  shame,  we  have  not  yet  his  brewhouse  seen  T 
Thus  sweetly  said  the  king  unto  the  queen  I 

Bed-hot  with  novelty's  delightful  rage, 
To  Mr.  Whitbread  forth  he  sent  a  page. 

To  say  that  mi^eety  proposed  to  view. 
With  thirst  of  wondrous  knowledge  deep  inflamed, 
His  vats,  and  tuba,  and  hops,  and  hogsheads  famed. 

And  learn  the  noble  secret  how  to  brew. 

Of  sudi  undreamt-of  honor  proud, 
Most  reverently  the  brewer  bowed ; 
So  humbly  (so  the  humble  story  goes,) 
He  touched  even  terra  firma  with  his  nose ; 

Then  said  unto  the  page,  hight  Billy  Ramos, 

**  Happy  arc  we  that  our  great  king  shouM  name  us, 

As  worthy  unto  majesty  to  show, 

How  we  poor  ChisweU  people  brew." 

TUdmiag dog» mad  via*  pig  hare  fonaed  a oowM«n^kte  V^i^ ^  ^^  '*^'^ 
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Away  sprung  Billy  Ramus  qtjick  as  thought,                  ^^^| 

To  roaje.'^ty  iha  wdcaroe  tidixigs  brought^                          ^^H 

How  VVliitbfL-ad,  EUTing,  stood  like  any  staJte,            ^^^H 

And  trembled — jhan  Xho  civil  things  he  eaid —               ^^^H 

On  whicl*  the  king  did  wnHe  and  nod  liis  hesad ;              ^^™ 
For  mDniLTclifl  likt;  U>  see  tki^  subjects  quake :                   A 

Such  horrore  m      "                    "wit  are,                              ^ 

ProcUuiniog  ]                                 ity :                                   ^ 

High  tljoughts^                                g  fits  deckro                    1 

Of  kingly  grs                                 ability  [                               ■ 

People  ofworah                                jb^ 
Look  on  tlie  huii 

Indeed  in  a  m —  ^_                     od  knows  I 

High  statitms  are  like  Lu^l-i  n  m^w^ring  tlifla^ 
Where  ships  below  appeiir  like  little  skii^ 

While  people  walking  on  the  strand  like  crows. 

Muse,  sing  the  stir  that  Mr.  Whitbread  made ; 
Poor  gentleman  !  most  terribly  afraid 

He  should  not  charm  enough  his  guests  divine  : 
He  gave  his  maids  new  aprons,  gowns  and  smocks ; 
And  lo  I  two  hundred  pounds  were  spent  in  frocks, 

To  make  the  apprentices  and  draymen  fine  : 

Busy  as  horses  in  a  field  of  clover, 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  stools,  were  tumbled  over, 

Amid  the  Whitbread  rout  of  preparation. 

To  treat  the  lofty  ruler  of  the  nation. 

Now  moved  king,  queen,  and  princesses  so  grand, 

To  visit  the  first  brewer  in  the  land; 

Who  sometimes  swills  his  beer  and  grinds  his  meat 

In  a  snug  corner  christened  Chiswell-street ; 

But  oftener  charmed  with  fashionable  air, 

Amid  the  gaudy  great  of  Portman-square. 

Lord  Aylesbury,  and  Denbigh's  Lord  akOj 

His  grace  the  Duke  of  Moutao;ue  likeioise^ 
With  Lady  Harcourt  joined  v\ve  Ta.Yee-^\vo-?T, 
And  Gxed  all  Smithiield's  marv^Viu^  e^^^*- 
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P*or  lo  !  a  greater  show  ne'er  graced  those  quarters, 
S»ince  Mary  roasted,  just  like  crabs,  the  martyrs. 

.^jrrivcil,  the  king  broad  grinned,  and  gave  a  nod 
TFo  smiling  Whitbread,  who,  had  Gkxi 

Ck>me  with  his  angels  to  behold  his  beer, 
"With  more  respect  he  never  could  have  met — 
Xndeed  the  man  was  in  a  sweaty 

80  much  the  brewer  did  the  king  revere. 

Ser  majesty  contrived  to  make  a  dip : 
Xjq^  m  a  feather  then  the  king  did  skip. 

And  adced  a  thousand  questions,  with  a  laugh, 

Before  poor  Whitbread  comprehended  hal£ 

Beader,  my  Ode  should  have  a  simfle — 
Wdl,  in  Jamaica,  on  a  tamarind  tree, 

Five  hundred  parrots,  ^bbling  just  like  Jews, 
I  've  seen— euch  noise  the  feathered  imps  did  make,  • 
As  made  my  very  jparfteromum  ache — 

Addng  and  telling  parrot  news : 

Tbos  was  the  brewhouae  filled  with  gabbling  noise, 
WhOst  draymen  and  the  brewer's  boys, 

Devoured  the  questions  that  the  king  did  ask : 
In  different  parties  were  they  staring  seen, 
Wondering  to  think  they  saw  a  king  and  queen  I 

Behind  a  tub  were  some,  and  some  behind  a  cask. 

Some  draymen  forced  themselves  (a  pretty  luncheon) 

Into  the  mouth  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon ; 

And  through  the  bung>hole  winked  with  curious  eye. 

To  view,  and  be  assured  what  sort  of  things 

Were  princesses,  and  queens,  and  kings, 
For  whose  most  lofty  station  thousands  sigh  1 
And  lo  I  of  all  the  gaping  puncheon  clan, 
Few  were  the  mouths  that  had  not  got  a  man ! 

Now  majesty  into  a  pump  so  deep 
Did  with  an  opera-glass  so  curious  peep; 
Snunining  with  care  each  wondrooB  niittec 
That  brought  up  water  \ 
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Thus  Imvi    I  »*?«i  a  nj^ppie 
A  diaiu^r    g^  bird  we  iiften 

m  the  sttwt^                 4 

A  binl  for  cnriosdiy 
With  hrsA 

well  known ;                               4 

AndcunniDgr^L*,                                          < 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  nmrrow-booe^                     i 

And  now  h 
To  count  tl 

Ifltoop                  J 

And,  lo  1  no 
That,  full  of 
"What's  t*^* 

d  not  say, 

that?  what*s  thia? 

thai 

So  qnkk  tj 
As  if  each  Bjfki 

e  deigued  to  speak, 
hiBneck. 

y. 


Thus,  to  the  world  of  great  whilst  others  crawl, 

Our  sovereign  peeps  into  th^  world  of  smaU ; 
Thus  microscopic  genuises  explore 

Things  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  scorn, 
Yet  swell  of  useful  knowledges  the  store, 

By  finding  systems  in  a  pepper-corn. 

Now  boasting  Whitbread  serious  did  declare. 
To  make  the  majesty  of  England  stare, 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew. 
Placed  side  by  side,  to  reach  along  to  Kew : 
On  which  the  king  with  wonder  swiftly  cried, 
"  What,  if  they  reach  to  Kew  then,  side  by  side, 

What  would  they  do,  what,  what,  placed  end  to  end  ?" 
To  whom  with  knitted,  calculating  brow, 
The  man  of  beer  most  solemnly  did  vow, 

Almost  to  Windsor  that  they  would  extend ; 
On  which  the  king,  with  wondering  mien, 
Repeat<?d  it  unto  the  wondering  queen : 
On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  haltered  head, 
The  brewer's  horse,  with  face  astonished  neighed  ; 
The  brewer's  dog  too  poured  a  note  of  tlmnder, 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagged  his  tail  for  wonder. 

Now  (Jdd  the  king  for  oiher  beers  "mc\v\\re, 
For  Calvert's,  Jordan's,  TbraWa  enVAie*, 
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5^\^  >*.  after  talking  of  these  different  beers, 

^^  Whitbread  if  his  porter  equalled  theire  ? 

t^^..,^]^  was  a  puzzling,  diagreeing  question ; 
^    ^^\ing  like  arsenic  on  his  host's  digestion : 
;»x^^^ind  of  question  to  the  man  of  cask, 
^^t  not  even  Solomon  himself  would  ask. 

!^ 

^  ^^w  majesty,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 

1^1^     Twy  pretty  memorandum-book, 

^^*  ith  gilded  leaves  of  asses*  skin  so  white, 

^^^^  in  it  legibly  began  to  write — 

Memorandum, 

^^.  chanDing  place  beneath  the  grates 
^or  roasting  diestnuts  orpotates. 

Mem, 

*lpA  hops  that  give  a  Intterness  to  beer — 

Hops  grow  in  Kent^  says  Whitbread,  and  elsewhere. 

Quoert, 

Is  there  no  cheaper  stuff?  where  doth  it  dwell  ? 
Woold  not  horse-aloes  bitter  it  as  well  ? 

Mem. 

To  try  it  soon  on  our  small  beer — 
T  win  save  us  several  pound  a  year. 

Mem. 

To  remember  to  forget  to  ask 
Old  Whitbread  to  my  house  one  day. 

Mem. 

Not  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  cask, 
The  brewer  offered  me,  away. 

Now  having  penciled  his  remarks  so  shrewd, 

Sbaip  aa  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pm, 
Hu  majesty  bia  watch  most  sagely  ^ewed, 
Aad  then  put  up  his  asses'  akin. 
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To  WbittvMd  now  dolgnad  uuimtj  to  atj, 
"  WhittyreAd,  an  an  your  hones  fimd  of  Inj  r 
"  Yei^  pleMO  yoor  majesty,**  in  humble  Dotes^' 
The  brewer  answered    "alao^  air,  of  oate: 
Another  thing  my  hones  too  maintaniH^ 
And  that^  aa*t  please  your  migesty,  am  j 


"Qrainsy  grainfl^"  said  mijesty,  ''to  fifl  Ihsir  onps? 
Gnim^  gnins?— that  oomea  from  hops— yes^  hopi^  hopi? 
hopsr 


Here  waa  the  kin^  like  hoonda  sometamei^  at  1 
"  Sire^"  cried  the  hnmbk  brewer,  "  give  me  lean 
Your  sacred  majesty  to  undeoave ; 

QrainS)  sire,  are  never  made  from  hopi^  bat  maSt" 

"  True/*  said  the  cautious  monarchy  with  a  smile: 
"  From  malt^  malt^  malt — ^I  meant  malt  all  the  while." 
"  Yes,"  with  the  sweetest  bow,  rejoined  the  brewer, 
"  An*t  please  your  majesty,  you  did,  I  'm  sure." 
**  Yes,"  answered  majesty,  with  quick  reply, 
"I  did,  I  did,  I  did  1, 1, 1,1." 

Now  this  was  wise  in  Whitbrcad — here  we  find 

A  very  pretty  knowledge  of  mankind ; 

As  monarcba  never  must  be  in  the  wrong, 

'T  was  really  a  bright  thought  in  Whitbread's  tongue, 

To  tell  a  little  fib,  or  some  such  thing, 

To  save  the  sinking  credit  of  a  king. 

Some  brewers,  in  a  rage  of  information. 
Proud  to  instruct  the  ruler  of  a  nation, 

Had  on  the  folly  dwelt,  to  seem  damned  clever  I 
Now,  what  had  been  the  consequence  ?    Too  plain  1 
The  man  had  cut  his  consequence  in  twain ; 

Tlie  king  had  hated  the  wise  fool  forever ! 

Reader,  whene'er  thou  dost  espy  a  noee 

That  bright  'w\t\\  many  a^  xxafcy  ^\ows^ 

That  nose  thou  mayeat  pTOTio\3tx\s^^T^  ^aS:^^  ^s<«^»s^ 

Is  nursed  on  8ometiMng\>^\Xfcx  \Snasi  %\M^-\i»st, 


PARODIES    AND     BURLESQUES.  d11 

^•"^  Avlien  thou  findest  kings  in  brewing  wise, 
^>»  ^t  natural  history  holding  lofly  station, 
^^U  may  est  conclude,  with  marveling  eyes, 
^ch  kings  have  had  a  goodly  education. 

fei^^ow  did  the  king  admire  the  bell  so  fine, 
"^^hat  dafly  asks  the  draymen  all  to  dine: 
^^^  which  the  bell  rung  out  (how  very  proper!) 
^^0  show  it  was  a  bell,  and  had  a  clapper. 

^And  now  before  their  sovereign's  curious  eye,  * 

Parents  and  children,  fine,  fat,  hopeful  sprigs. 

An  snuffling,  sqnintlng,  grunting  in  their  style. 
Appeared  the  brewer  s  tribe  of  handsome  pigs : 

On  which  the  observant  man,  who  fills  a  throne. 

Declared  the  pigs  were  vasdy  like  his  own : 

On  which  the  brewer,  swallowed  up  in  joys, 
Tears  and  astonishment  in  both  his  eyes. 
His  soul  brim  fuU  of  sentiments  so  loyal, 

Ezdaimed,  '*  O  heavens  I  and  can  my  swine 

Be  deemed  by  majesty  so  fine  I 
Heavens!  can  my  pigs  compare,  sire,  with  pigs  royal  1'* 
To  which  the  king  assented  with  a  nod ; 
On  which  the  brewer  bowed,  and  said,  "  Grood  God  1" 
Then  winked  significant  on  Miss ; 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  bliss ; 

Who,  bridling  in  her  chin  divine, 
Crossed  her  fiiir  hands,  a  dear  old  maid. 
And  then  her  lowest  courtesy  made 

For  such  high  honor  done  her  father's  swine. 

Now  did  his  majesty  so  gracious  say 
To  Mr.  Whitbread,  in  his  fiying  way, 

**  Whitbread,  d'ye  nick  the  excisemen  now  and  then? 
Hjb,  Whitbread,  when  d'ye  think  to  leave  off  trade  ? 
HsD  ?  what  ?  Miss  ^Vhitbread's  still  a  maid,  a  maid  ? 

Whaty  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

"  D'ye  hunt! — hse,  hunt?  No,  no,  you  are  too  old — 

Tou  H  be  lord  mayor — lord  mayor  one  day — 
Tet^  yea,  I  've  beard  so— yea,  yea,  so  Ym  UAdl 
Don't,  don*t  the  Gne  for  aheriff  pay  1 


tn  PA    tanitoH     AND    S  Lr  RLESQLf  Eij.^ 

1  Tl  prick  you  ereiy  jeaj-,  xoan,  I  declbt^ : 

Yea,  Wliitikreftd — yes^  ye» — you  shall  be  loiti  mayc^^^^" 

"Whitbread,  d'ye  keep  ft.  oovch,  or  job  one,pny7 
Job^  joti^  that's  cbeApest ;  yes^  that's  beat,  bbst^s 
You  put  your  UnruMl  on  the  drttymen — lue? 
Hffl,  Wiiitbteifld  ?  yon  bnve  feftlbKr'd  well  your  nert. 
WhAt^wha"    ^*     -  ^  '      of  allycwirrtockT 

But,  Whitb  r»y^  whttt'a  o'dock 

Now  Wlijth  t»y  I  be  cursed 

If  IkDOW'  ' 

Then  seai  ruminAting  eyo : 

But  e*er  th«  ^w  foaod, 

Quick  on  hie  aed  rounxl, 

Skipped  on,  ■,  lyasure  of  reply. 

Kings  in  inquisitiyeness  should  be  strong — 

From  curiosity  doth  wisdom  flow : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I  've  adopted  long, 

The  more  a  man  inquires,  the  more  he  '11  know. 

Reader,  didst  ever  see  a  water-spout? 

'Tis  possible  that  thou  wilt  answer,  *'  No." 
Well  then  !  he  makes  a  most  infernal  rout  ; 

Sucks,  like  an  elephant,  the  waves  below, 
WiLli  huge  proboscis  reaching  from  the  sky. 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry : 
At  length  so  full  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more — 
lie  bursts — down  rush  the  waters  with  a  roar 
On  some  poor  boat,  or  sloop,  or  brig,  or  ship. 
And  almost  sinks  the  wand'rer  of  the  deep : 
Thus  have  I  seen  a  monarch  at  reviews, 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  officers  the  news. 
Then  l)ear  in  triumph  off  each  wondrous  matter. 
And  souse  it  on  the  queen  with  such  a  clatter! 

I  always  would  advise  folks  to  ask  questions ; 

For,  truly,  questions  are  the  keys  of  knowledge  : 
Soldiei-s,  who  forage  for  tlie  mind's  digestions. 

Cut  figures  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  at  college ; 
Make  chancellors,  chief  ^ustVces,  axv^  V^^^^ 
Even  of  the  lowest  green-bag  dmd^ea. 
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The  sajjcs  say,  Dame  Truth  delights  to  dwell, 
Strange  mansion  I  in  tlie  bottom  of  a  well, 
Questions  are  then  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up : 

X>amn  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  suggestions, 

^teflecting  upon  kings  for  asking  questions. 

I^ow  having  well  employed  his  royal  lungs 

On  naik,  hoops,  staves,  pumps,  barrels,  and  their  bungs, 

Tbe  king  and  Ga  sat  down  to  a  collation 

Of  flesh  and  fish,  and  fowl  of  every  nation. 

Dire  was  the  dang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork, 

Thai  merciless  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work, 

And  fearless  scalped  the  fowl,  the  fish,  and  cattle, 

Whfle  Whitbread,  in  the  rear,  beheld  the  battle. 

The  oonqoering  monardi,  stopping  to  take  breath 
Amidst  the  regiments  of  death, 

Now  turned  to  Whitbread  with  complacence  round, 
And,  merry,  thus  addressed  the  man  pf  beer : 
**  Whitbread,  is 't  true  ?  I  hear,  I  hear. 

You  *re  of  an  ancient  fiunily — renowned — 
What?  ^i^t  ?  I  'm  told  that  you  're  a  Umb 
Of  Pym,  the  famous  feUow  Pym : 
What  Whitbread,  is  it  true  what  people  say  ? 
Son  of  a  round-head  are  you  ?  hse  ?  hae  ?  hse  ? 
I  *m  UAd  that  you  send  Bibles  to  your  votes — 

A  snuiBing  round-headed  society — 
Prayer4x>oks  instead  of  cash  to  buy  them  coat»— 

Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety : 
Tour  Bedford  votes  would  wish  to  change  their  fare- 
Rather  see  cash — ^yes,  yes — ^than  books  of  prayer. 
Thirtieth  of  January  don't  you  feed  t 
Yes,  yes,  you  eat  calfs  head,  you  eat  calf s  head.'* 

Now  having  wonders  done  on  flesh,  fowl,  fish. 

Whole  hosts  o'ertumed — and  seized  on  all  supplies; 

The  royal  viftitors  expressed  a  wish 

To  turn  to  House  of  Buckingham  their  eyes. 

Sat  dist  the  monarch,  so  poUte| 
AmM  Mr.  Whitbremd  if  he  'd  be  a  MgXi 
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Unwilling^  in  the  list  to  be  enrolled, 
Wbitbrewl  tonten^bted  thi.*  knights  of  Peg; 
Then  to  his  genetoua  sovereign  made  a.  ieg, 

And  soid^  "  He  woa  airud  he  was  too  old. 
He  thanked  bowover  laa  most  graoioas  king; 
For  offering  to  make  him  #i/cAr  a  ihmg.** 

Bat^ahl  adi^— ^ "- ^  f*^*Tl 

It  wtts  not  iLg.  )f  beer 

The  proflfen  trcb  ahnn : 

The  Ule  of  M  yytd  fright^ 

Hod  almost  e  imt  of  knight^ 

A  tale  tiiat  d  of  fuiL 

He  mockefl  the  ting  appointed, 

Evtn  by  himaeii ibd: — 

A  foe  to  fast  loo,  ia  lio^  iet  me  leii  ye ; 

And  though  a  Pr*?sbyterian,  can  not  think 

Heaven  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 
Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly  I 

Now  from  the  table  with  Coesarean  air 

Up  rose  the  monarch  with  his  laureled  brow, 

When  Mr.  Whitbread,  waiting  on  his  clwr, 

Expressed  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  bow. 

Miss  Whitbread  now  so  quick  her  curtsies  drops, 

Thick  as  her  honored  father's  Kentish  hops ; 

Which  hop-like  curtsies  were  returned  by  dips 

That  never  hurt  tlie  royal  knees  and  hips ; 

For  hips  and  knees  of  queens  are  sacred  tilings, 

That  only  bend  on  gala  days 
Before  the  best  of  kings. 

When  odes  of  triumph  sound  his  praise. — 

Now  tlirough  a  thundering  peal  of  kind  huzzas, 
Proceeding  some  from  hired*  and  unhired  jaws, 

Wlien  bis  majesty  goes  to  a  play-house,  or  brew-hoiiso.  or  parliaraent,  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  provides  some  pounds'  worth  of  mob  to  huzxa  their  beloved 
monarch.  At  the  play-house  about  forty  wide-mouthed  fellows  are  hired  on  the 
night  of  tlieir  majesties'  appearance,  at  two  shillings  and  sixpence  per  head,  with 
the  liberty  of  seeing  the  play  draXin.  T\\esft  Stentora  ttx<5  ^VvcAiA.  Va.  dv€fcreut  partA 
of  the  theater,  who,  Immediately  on  t\^e  Toyai  euVx'j  Vva^o  v\v«s  >s\a.v,^\»t.,  ^rx  ^^ 
theirhowl  of  loyalty;  to  whom  tUclr  TOaieaUes,vtVt\i*^^v«BX«.m\\iA,w3toK^\^^^ 
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The  raree-show  thought  proper  to  retire ; 
Whilst  Whitbread  and  his  daughter  fair 
Surveyed  all  Chiswell-street  with  lofty  air  ; 

For,  lo  1  they  felt  themselves  some  six  feet  higher  1 


Such,  Thomas,  is  the  way  to  write  I 
Thus  shooldst  thoa  birth-day  songs  indite ; 
Then  stick  to  earth,  and  leave  the  lofty  eky : 
No  more  of  ti  torn  tum,  and  ti  turn  iL 

Thns  flbonld  an  honest  laureate  write  of  kings — 

Not  praise  them  for  imaginary  things; 

I  own  I  can  not  make  my  stubborn  rhyme 

OiU  eveiy  king  a  diaracter  sublime; 

For  conscience  will  not  suffer  me  to  wander 

So  verj  widdy  from  the  paths  of  candor. 

I  know  fofl  weD  tome  kings  are  to  be  seen, 

To  whom  my  verse  so  bold  would  give  the  spleen, 

Should  that  bold  verse  declare  they  wanted  braina, 
I  won't  say  that  they  never  brains  possessed — 
Tbej  mag  have  been  with  such  a  present  blessed, 

And  therefore  fancy  that  some  stiU  remains ; 

For  every  well-experienced  surgeon  knows, 
That  men  who  with  their  legs  have  parted. 

Swear  that  they  Ve  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  (oes, 
And  often  at  the  twinges  started ; 

They  stared  upon  their  oaken  stumps  in  vain  I 

Fancying  the  toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

If  men,  then,  who  their  absent  toes  have  mourned, 
CSan  fiuicy  those  same  toes  at  times  returned ; 
So  kings,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
May  £uicy  they  have  stumbled  on  their  senses. 

Yes,  Tom — ^mine  is  the  way  of  writing  ode — 
Why  liflest  thou  thy  pious  eyes  to  Gkxi ! 


,     ■     1»7  a  gmled  bcnr,  and  an  elagnt  oortwjr.    This  cotwtaliinry 
tiik^SUtUBn it  looked  oa  by  bimj,  purtteoUrly  wiiA\n  >»<B^  ^■'' 
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Btrvnge  disui  jointrnt^ut  in  ihy  looka  I  ra^d; 

And  now  :  he4r  thee  in  proud  triumph  oiy, 
**  la  this  an  actioTi,  Peter,  tte  &  deed 

To  raise  a  mcmarch  to  the  sky  ? 
Tuba,  porter,  piimpa,  vate^  aU  the  Whithrend  throng, 
Rare  thmgs  tu  figure  in  the  Muse's  songl" 

Thonaaa,  I  here  urotest  I  wttnt  no  qusurela 

Oq  kin^  and  B^  and  barrels — 

For  from  Ih  Itich  atrife, 

But  this  I  t(.*l]  |(W-^ 

Thyi  bl 

If  ore  wise^  i  fe. 

Now  God  presctT*  t&g  kings^ 

Whetbtr  at  Wind  o,  or  E«w-hou3e : 

And  may  they  novor  no  myrt ,        h  things 
Than  visiting  Sam  Whitbreaa  and  his  brewhofose. 


THE    AUTHOR    AND    THE    STATESMAN. 

[addressed    by    fielding   to   sir    ROBERT    WALPOLE.] 

While  at  the  helm  of  state  you  ride. 
Our  nation'vS  envy,  and  its  pride  ; 
While  foreign  courts  with  wonder  gaze, 
And  curse  those  councils  which  they  praise ; 
Would  you  not  wonder,  sir,  to  view 
Your  bard  a  greater  man  than  you  ? 
Which  that  he  is  you  can  not  doubt, 
Wlien  you  have  read  tlie  sequel  out 

You  know,  great  sir,  that  ancient  fellows, 
Philosophers,  and  such  folks,  tell  us, 
No  great  analogy  between 
Q-reatness  and  happiness  is  seen. 
If  then,  as  it  might  follow  straight, 
Wretcfied  to  be,  is  to  bo  great; 
Porbid  it^  gods,  that  yov\  sViouVd  try 
What  'tis  to  be  so  great  aa  1\ 
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The  family  that  dines  the  latest, 
Is  in  our  street  esteem'd  the  greatest; 
But  latest  hours  must  surely  &11 
*Fore  him  who  never  dines  at  alL 

Your  taste  in  architect,  you  know, 
Hath  been  admired  by  friend  and  foe : 
3ut  can  your  earthly  domes  compare 
With  all  my  castles — in  the  air? 

We  're  often  taught  it  doth  behoove  us 
To  thmk  thofle  greater  who  're  above  us : 
Atinihm'  instance  of  my  glory, 
Who  live  above  you,  twice  two  story; 
And  ftom  my  garret  can  look  down 
On  the  whole  street  dArUnifUm. 

Qreatoeas  by  poets  still  is  painted 
"With many  fii^wers  acquainted: 
This  too  doth  in  my  &vor  speak ; 
Tmtr  levee  is  but  twice  a  week; 
From  mine  I  can  exclude  but  one  day, 
My  door  is  quiet  on  a  Sunday. 

Nor  in  the  manner  of  attendance, 
Doth  your  great  bard  claim  less  ascendancMO. 
Familiar  you  to  admiration 
May  be  ^>proached  by  all  the  nation ; 
While  I,  like  the  Mogul  in  Indo, 
Am  never  seen  but  at  my  window. 
]tf  with  my  greatness  you  Ve  offended. 
The  &nlt  is  easily  amended ; 
For  1 11  come  down,  with  wondrous  ease, 
Into  whatever  p2tioe  you  please. 
I  'm  not  ambitious ;  little  matters 
Will  serve  us  great^  but  humble  creatures. 

Suppose  a  secretary  o'  this  isle, 
JiHi  to  be  doing  with  a  while ; 
Admiral,  gen'ral,  judge,  or  bishop : 
Or  I  can  foreign  treaties  dish  up. 
Itthegoodgemua  of  the  nation 
Sboaid  cmU  me  to  negotuUkok^ 


W4  pulsodisa  axd  BOKLKSQrxft, 

ToBOtti  and  FrvCK-li  w  m  my  hend, 
Latm  I  write,  and  Grrtk—l  read. 


Ifyc/a  Bhookl  aslc,  wlial  pleiaei  b«rtT 
Ta  get  the  most^  and  do  the  least 
What  fittest  for?— Toa  know,  F m  sure; 
I  'm  fittest  for— a  MM-ctmL 


THE  FRIEND  OF   HUMANUT   A3SD  THE  KNDB- 
GRINDER.* 


rRiuiD  OF  HnxiinTr.t 

"  Needy  Knife-grinder  I  whither  are  you  going  ? 
Rough  is  the  road,  your  wheel  is  out  of  order- 
Bleak  blows  the  blast ;  your  hat  has  got  a  hole  in  \ 
So  have  your  breeches ! 

*  Some  stanxu  of  the  original  poem,  bj  Sonthey,  are  hen  nltfoiiMd: 
THE  WIDOW. 


Cold  was  the  night  wind :  drifting  fast  the  mowe  ftil ; 
wide  were  the  downs,  and  shtfterieas  and  naked ; 
When  a  poor  wanderer  strngg^ed  on  her  Joo^ney, 
Weary  and  waj-eore. 

Drear  were  the  downs,  more  dreary  her  reflections ; 
Cold  was  the  night  wind,  colder  was  her  boeom : 
She  had  no  home,  the  world  was  all  before  her. 
She  had  no  shelter. 

Fast  o*er  the  heath  a  chariot  rattled  hy  her : 
**  Pity  me  I"  feebly  cried  the  poor  night  wanderer, 
**  Flty  me,  strsngers  I  lest  with  cold  and  hanger 
Here  I  shoold  perish.** 

t  The  *'  Friend  of  Humanity**  was  intended  for  Hx.  TisBifXT,  M.  P.  for  Soofh- 
waA,  who  in  early  ttmce  was  among  the  more  forward  of  the  Reformen.  *•  He 
was,**  says  Lord  Brougham,  **  an  assiduons  member  of  the  SoeUtg  tf  Fritmdt  ^ 
the  PeopUy  and  drew  up  the  much  and  JnsUy  celebrated  Petition  in  which  OmI 
DsefoJ  body  laid  before  the  llouee  ot  Coiox&nrGAvSi  'OcAmore  striking  pMtkahn 

of  iMdefMtltnB  tltte  to  Uxe  othoe  «t  t«yTeam^aA%^QM^^vw!^^^^\&dD^^^aAw^&«■l 

Own,  as  BOW,  but  with  ll«Ve»^ewKm,•^wnnft^. 
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Wmrj  Knife-grinder  I  little  think  the  proud  ones, 
^Hio  in  their  coaches  roll  along  the  turnpike- 
XMd,  idiat  hard  work  'tis  crying  all  day  '  Knives  and 
"  *  Scissors  to  grind  0 1' 

^  Tefl  me,  Knife-grinder,  how  came  you  to  grind  knives  ? 
Did  some  rich  man  tjrrannically  use  you  ? 
Was  it  the  squire  ?  or  parson  of  the  parish  ? 
Or  the  attorney? 

*^  Was  it  the  squire,  for  killing  of  his  game  ?  or 
Goretoos  parson,  for  his  tithes  distraining  ? 
Or  roguish  lawyer,  made  you  lose  your  little 
All  in  a  lawsuit  ? 

"(Have  you  not  read  the  Rights  of  Man,  by  Tom  Paine?) 
IXrops  of  compassion  tremble  on  my  ey^ds, 
Ready  to  fidl,  as  soon  as  you  have  told  your 
Pitifiil  story." 

KNUTE-ORINDEH. 

"  Story  I  God  bless  you  I  I  have  none  to  tell,  sir, 
Only  last  night  a-drinking  at  the  Chequers, 
This  poor  old  hat  and  breeches,  as  you  see,  were 
Tom  in  a  scuffle. 

**  Constables  came  up,  for  to  take  me  into 
Custody ;  they  took  me  before  the  justice ; 
Justice  Oldmixon  put  mc  in  the  parish- 
Si  ■»  ki  for  a  vag^rant 

^  I  should  be  glad  to  drink  your  Honor's  health  in 
A  pot  of  beer,  if  you  will  give  me  sixpence ; 
But  for  my  part,  I  never  love  to  meddle 

With  politics,  sir." 

FRISKD  or  mJMANITT. 

**  /  give  thee  sixpence  I  I  will  see  thee  damned  first — 
Wretch !  whom  no  sense  of  wrongs  can  rouse  to  vcnget 
Sordid,  unfeeling,  reprobate,  degraded, 

SpiritleaB  outcast  I** 

QDeka  lb«  Knife-giindcr,  oreftariM  hi*  vliwl,  Md  tsit  ta  a  teMHpatt  < 
Hetn  enthttrtaiw  »n4  iinSv«csal  phflaathropfO 
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INSCRIPTION 

fOB  TBI  D00»    OP    TUB    CELL    IX    ITEWGATE,    WEEK*    ICfii    HBO    ^ 
BHMI^     TBI    'PK£NTICE-0TI>K    WAS    CONFINED    PKEVliOUS    TO 
KZBOUTXOir.*  ^^  ^ 


Fob  one  lon^  tai 

•ixn% 

Here  Bsow^iua 

fve  tJieae  cella 

Echoed  her  bios 

iQ  voice 

She  screamed  £ 

rt  10  l»cr 

DidthebUth^f 

f  itncet, 

St  Giles,  its  fair  y 

Tin  at  the  kst,  in  B. 

10  went 

To  execution.     Dost  uiuu  i 

me? 

She  whipped  two  FEBAiiE  'pBsiinois  to  dbats, 

And  hid  them  in  the  coal-hole.     For  her  mind 

Shaped  strictest  plans  of  discipline.     Sage  schemes  I 

Such  as  Lycurgus  taught,  when  at  the  shrine 

Of  the  Orthyan  goddess  he  bade  flog 

The  Httle  Spartans ;  such  as  erst  chastised 

Our  Milton,  when  at  college.     For  this  act 

Did  Brownrigg  swing.     Harsh  laws !     But  time  shall  come 

When  France  shall  reign,  and  laws  be  all  repeal'd ! 

•INSCRIPTION    BY  SOUTHEY 

FOB  THE  APABTSIKNT  IN  CIIEP8T0W  CASTLE,  WUKBE  HEXBT  MASTRN,  TUB  SSOICIDB, 
WAS  IMPBI80NED  THIBTY  TEABS. 

Fob  thirty  years,  secluded  from  mankind, 

Here  Mabten  lingered.     Often  have  these  wnlls 

Echoed  his  footsteps,  as  with  even  tread 

He  paced  around  his  prison:  not  to  him 

Did  Nature's  fair  varieties  exist ; 

He  never  saw  the  sun's  delightful  beams. 

Save  when  through  yon  high  bars  he  pour'd  a  sad 

And  broken  splendor.     Dost  thou  ask  his  crime? 

He  had  bkukll'o  aqainst  tub  Klno,  akd  bat 

In  judgmext  on  him  ;  for  his  ardent  mind 

Shaped  goodliest  plans  of  happiness  on  earth. 

And  peace  and  liberty.     Wild  dreams  I  but  such 

As  Plato  loved  ;  such  as  with  holy  teal 

Our  Milton  worahip' d.    B\osrf  d  Yvop<i^\  «^^\\V\«i 

From  man  wlthbo\d,  ovgu  to  \,Ywi\a,UcT  d«.Y% 

When  Christ  Bhall  com.\  n-nd  aW  \.\iiu®i\«  lvii«M.^d\ 


1. 
^^  dungeon  »*^ons  ««• 

^*»^'*?rSiofGotU«sen- 

university  ^  .hi,,  w 

•wilt  y<"*  ^^^ 

:Se5Sofoo«^«^'^ 
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My  yemiT  *re  mtny — they  yrcre  few 
When  fiwt  1  eatcred  at  the  U — 
— niversUy  of  GoitiDgen — 
^niveraity  of  GoUiii^en- 


Therc  firet  for  thee  my  paaaion  grew, 
SwfcrtI  ftweet  M-*-^ '  ^  FottingenJ 

Thou  of  my  tu — 

—I  ihe  U— 

ottingeD — 


Sim,  ti  orld,  adieu, 

Ttml  ^^.^^ ..«_  ^.i^i^TOd  ^tf  pIoUiDg  m ; 
Here  doom'd  to  starve  on  water  gru — 
— el,  never  shall  I  see  the  U — 

— uiversity  of  Gottingen — 
— niversity  of  Gottingen. 

[During  the  Itt^t  stanzA  Rogero  dashes  his  head  repeatedly  against  the  walla  of  his 
prison ;  and.  Anally,  so  hard  as  to  produce  a  visible  contusion ;  he  then  throirt 
himself  on  the  floor  in  an  agony.  The  curtain  drops ;  the  moaic  stiU  continaing 
to  piny  till  ib  is  wholly  fallen. 


THE  AMATORY  SONNETS  OF  ABEL  SHUFFLE- 
BOTTOM. 

ROBERT   80DTHKY. 
L 
DELIA    AT    PLAY. 

She  held  a  Cup  and  Ball  of  ivory  white, 
Less  ivhiie  the  ivory  than  her  snowy  hand  I 
Enrapt,  I  watched  her  from  my  secret  stand, 
As  now,  intent,  in  innocent  delight, 
Her  taper  fingers  twirled  the  giddy  ball, 
Now  tost  it,  following  still  \vith  eagle  sights 

Now  on  tlie  pointed  end  infioced  '\\a  ^«^\. 

Marking  her  sport  I  mused,  and  rau5:\xv?,  ^\^^^. 
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Methoujrht  tJie  ball  she  played  with  was  my  heart  ; 
(Alas  I  that  sport  like  that  should  be  her  pride  I) 
And  the  keen  paint  which  steadfast  still  she  eyed 
Wherewith  to  pierce  it,  that  was  Cupid's  dart; 
ShaU  I  not  then  the  cruel  Fair  condemn 
Who  on  thtU  dart  impales  my  bosom's  gem  ? 

11. 

a  POST  PBOTIS  THE  EXI8T1N0E  OP  A  SOUL  PROM  HIS  LOTI  FOB 
DEUA. 

Some  have  denied  a  soul !    Thet  neveb  loyed. 
Far  from  my  Delia  now  by  fate  removed, 
At  home,  abroad,  I  view  her  everywhere : 
Mar  oxLT  in  the  plood  or  noon  I  see, 
My  CMdett-MM,  my  omnipresent  pair. 
J^  Lots  armihilaiea  the  world  tome/ 
And  when  the  weary  Sol  around  hia  bed 
Clo§eM  the  SABLE  CURTAINS  o/  the  night, 
Sux  OP  MT  SLUMBERS,  on  my  dazzled  sight 
She  ^nes  confest     When  every  90und  i$  dead, 
The  SPiRrr  of  her  voice  comes  then  to  roU 
The  surge  of  music  o*er  my  wavy  brain. 
Far,  &r  from  her  my  Body  drags  its  chain, 
But  sure  with  Delia  /  exist  a  soul  ! 

in. 

TBB  POKT   EXPRESSES   HIS   FEEUXG8  RESPKCTINO   A  PORTRAIT  Df 

DELLA'S   PARLOR. 

I  would  I  were  that  portly  gentleman 
With  gold-laocd  hat  and  golden-headed  cane, 
Who  hangs  in  Delia's  parlor !     For  whene  'er 
From  book  or  needlework  her  looks  arise. 
On  him  converge  the  sun-beams  of  her  eyes. 
And  he  unblamed  may  gaze  upon  mt  fair, 
And  ofl  MT  FAIR  his  favored  form  surveys. 

0  HAPPT  picture!  still  on  her  to  gaze; 

1  envy  him !  and  jealous  fear  ahirms, 

Lest  the  strong  glance  of  those  divinest  cliarms 

Warm  him  to  ufe,  as  in  the  ancient  days, 

When  MARBLE  MELTED  lo  Pygmallon's  anoft. 
/  woaJd  I  were  that  portly  gentleman, 
Wjih  gold-koed  iiat  and  goldcu-beadod  cmftX 


THE  LOVE  E  EGFES  OF  ABEL  SffUFFLEBO' 


.TT^^^ 


THE  FOR  EKLATEV    BOW  ^  OVrAlXBO    DELU's    fiXnUPt^MiM^^^ 


Ble«t  b6  the  ]  jing  roati 

Blest  be  the  tutt  r, 

Thatlpflthoj  B^OQtl 


I  envy  not  the  ; 

After  long  tra 
When  at  the  relk 
For  Della'a  pocket-b  ;b  unne; 


I    ^ 


When  first  with  filching  fingers  I  drew  near, 
Keen  hopes  shot  tremulous  through  every  vein ; 

And  when  the  finished  deed  removed  my  fear, 
Scarce  could  my  bounding  heart  its  joy  contain. 

What  though  the  EioriTn  commandmekt  rose  to  mind, 
It  only  served  a  moment's  qualm  to  move  ; 

For  thefts  like  this  it  could  not  be  designed — 

The  eighth  commandment  was  not  made  for  love! 

Here,  when  she  took  the  macearoons  from  me, 

She  wiped  lier  mouth  to  clear  the  crumbs  so  sweet ! 

Dear  napkin !  yes,  she  wiped  her  lips  on  thee ! 
Lips  sweeter  than  the  macearoons  she  eat. 

And  when  she  took  that  pinch  of  Moccabaw, 
That  made  my  love  so  delicately  sneeze, 

Thee  to  her  Roman  nose  applied  I  saw, 

And  thou  art  doubly  dear  for  things  Uke  these. 

No  washerwoman's  filthy  hand  shall  e'er, 

Sweet  pocKET-iiANDKERcmKF !  thy  worth  profane; 
-For  thou  Jiast  touched  lUe  rubies  o^  lu-j  ^a^, 
And  I  will  kiss  thee  o'er  aud  o  et  a§ttw[i. 
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IL 
m  FOST  XXPATIAT£8  OH  THE   BEAUTY   OF   DELIa'S  HAUL 

.lie  oomb  between  whose  ivory  teeth  she  strains 
The  gtrmightning  curls  of  gold  so  beamy  bright, 
Koi  9po/Qem  merely  from  the  touch  remains, 
Bot  iflBiiee  forth  morepurty  more  milky  white. 

The  roee  pomatum  that  the  friseur  spreads 
Sometimes  with  honored  fingers  for  my  fair, 

No  added  perfume  on  her  tresses  sheds, 
Bui  borraw§  tweeineu/ram  her  sweeter  Aotr. 

Hippy  the  Fbibeur  who  in  Delia's  hair 

With  Uoensed  fingers  uncontrolled  may  rove  1 

And  happy  in  his  death  the  danoino  bear, 
Who  died  to  make  pomatum  for  my  love. 

Oh  could  I  hope  that  e'er  my  favored  lays 
Might  curl  those  hvdy  locks  with  con.scious  pride, 

Nor  Hammond,  nor  the  Mantuan  shephord's  praise, 
I  *d  envy  them,  nor  wish  reward  beside. 

Cupid  ha-?  stniiij?  from  you,  O  tresses  fino, 
The  bow  tliat  in  my  breast  impell'd  his  dart ; 

From  you,  sweet  locks  I  he  wove  tlie  subtile  line 
Wherewith  the  urchin  angled  for  my  heart. 

Fine  are  my  Delia's  tresses  as  the  threads 
That  from  the  silk-worm,  self'interr'd,  proceed ; 

Fine  as  the  gleamt  Oossamer  that  spreads 
His  filmy  net-work  o'er  the  tangled  meatL 

Yet  with  these  tresses  Cupid's  power,  elate, 
My  captive  hmrt  has  handcujfd  in  a  chain. 

Strong  as  the  cables  of  some  huge  first-rate, 
That  bears  Brttankia's  thcxders  o'er  thi  madt. 

The  8TLPRS  that  round  her  radiant  locks  repair, 

Inflowing  luster  batlie  their  brigfat'ning  wings; 
And  Elfis  MmsTRKia  with  aasiduoua  cixe^ 
The  ringlets  rob  fyr  FjdMT  FlBDUtsmmk 


in 

POET  ttvLATfis  nqw  i^  erouc  a  uxk  or  uu*^ 

Oh  I  be  the  day  »c*cumt  1I14I  pave  me  birth  I 

Y(;  SeifcS !  to  rwnllow  mc^  in  kiudnefls  riset 
Fftlt  on  me,  iDOfuntAitis !  and  thou  merciful  eirtl^fl 


Let  iiniY 

rtt,                           "■ 

Nov?) 

^ir  pHeotL  burst, 

And  Eai. 

Air,  and  Oc£A*ff  btiTGi 

For  De. 

WFa,  4Dd  I  am  cureL 

Oh  I  I  could  (iu  ^16  g^ht, 

Wber0  bo«t3ft  tMi^c/^*-  B^viigut  my  etngie  life  ; 

Would  storm  Volcanoes,  Batteries,  with  delight, 
And  grapple  with  Grim  Death  in  glorious  strife. 

Oh  1  I  could  bravo  tlie  bolts  of  angry  Jove, 

When  coaseless  lightnings  fire  the  midnight  skies ; 

What  is  his  wrath  to  that  of  her  I  love? 
What  is  his  lightning  to  my  DeUa's  eyes? 

Go,  fital  lock !  I  cast  thee  to  tlie  wind ; 

Yo  si/'pcnt  CURLS,  yc  poison  tendrih^  go! 
AVould  I  could  tear  thy  memory  from  my  mind, 

Acci'RSED  LOCK  ;  thou  catise  of  all  my  woe  I 

Seize  the  ccrst  curls,  ye  Furies,  as  they  fly  I 
Demons  of  darknes.^,  guard  the  infernal  roll, 

That  thence  your  cruel  vengeance,  when  I  die. 
May  hnii  the  knots  of  torture  for  my  soul. 

Last  night — Oh  hear  me,  heaven,  and  grant  my  prayer  I 
The  nooK  of  fate  before  thy  suppliant  lay. 

And  let  me  from  its  ample  records  tear 
Only  the  single  page  of  yesterday  I 

Or  let  me  meet  old  Time  upon  his  flight, 

And  I  will  stop  him  on  his  restless  way ; 
Omnipotent  in  love  s  re.sislVess  niv^\il^ 
rU force  him  hack  the  road  of  T^T¥.^t»Kx. 
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Last  night,  as  o'er  the  page  of  love's  despair, 

My  Delia  bent  ddidously  to  grieve, 
I  stood  a  treacherous  loiterer  by  her  chair, 

And  drew  the  fatal  scissors  from  my  sleeve : 

And  would  at  that  instant  o*er  my  thread 

The  SHEARS  OF  Atropos  had  opened  then ; 
And  when  I  reft  the  lock  from  Delia's  head, 

Had  cut  me  sudden  from  the  sons  of  men ! 

She  heard  the  sciasors  that  fair  lock  divide. 
And  while  my  heart  with  transport  parted  big, 

^le  cast  a  rcBT  frown  on  me,  and  cried, 

"  You  stupid  puppy — ^you  have  spoiled  my  wig  I" 


THE   BABY'S   DEBUT.* 

[▲  BUBUOQUI  DOTATION  OF  WORDSWORTH. — ^REJIOTBD  ADDRBSn.] 

JAMIS  SMITH. 

OlfokM  Ib  tk«  cku«0ter  of  Kanej  Lake,  %  girt  eight  jmxt  of  ags,  vIm  !■  drawn 
■poa  tbo  stage  in  a  child*!  chaise  hj  Samuel  Hughes,  her  nnde's  porter.] 

Mt  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May, 
And  I  was  eight  on  New-year's-day ; 

So  in  Kate  Wilson's  shop 
Papa  (he 's  my  papa  and  Jack's) 
Bought  me,  last  week,  a  doll  of  wax, 

And  brother  Jack  a  top. 
Jack  *s  in  the  pouts,  and  this  it  is — 
He  thinks  mine  came  to  more  than  his ; 

So  to  my  drawer  he  goes. 
Takes  out  the  doll,  and,  0,  my  stars  I 
He  pokes  her  head  between  the  bars, 

And  melts  off  half  her  nose  I 

*  **  The  antkor  does  not,  in  this  instance,  attempt  to  tapj  any  of  the  higher 
tttflhates  of  Mr.  Word«vorth*s  poetry :  hut  has  sneeeeded  perflietlF  in  the  Iml- 
titien  ef  his  mawkish  aABcUtlons  of  chUdish  slmplldly  and  nursery  stammering. 
We  hcfw  It  WU  oMire  him  ashamed  of  hU  Alice  FsU,  aai  \ab*  ft«Mr  via\^\^ 
hmwwimmm  ofwUek  it  iMby  no mmaM a puody^bttla^ran  W«x»^^ 
^sttsrfng;  lmllmikm,^^-^3iHmhmg  AmUw. 
17^ 
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Quit^  :to8s^  a  bit  of  j^tritig  I  beg^ 
Autt  Ue  it  to  hia  peitr-top's  peg^ 

And  bosa^,  witti  miglit  aiifl  mhliij 
Ite  head  ajfuin^L  ibc  parlor-door : 
OIF  flit's  Umj  hefed,  and  hitis  the  floor, 

And  brulAii  wb4lowr-pim<^. 


TJib  in"'- 

F  «id  spite 

Weill 

ini  right 

A 

il 

Ifl^'a 

»*» 

HalTm 

n  not 

Tc 

ootUI 

Aunt  Hi  tdow  breal^ 

And  erica,  "  kj  nai  cy  Lake, 

Tlm^  to  distress  your  aunt : 
No  Drury  Lane  for  you  to-day  !" 

And  Avliile  papa  said,  "  Pooh,  she  may !" 
Mamma  siifl,  "No,  slie  sha'n't!" 

Well,  after  many  a  sad  reproach, 
Tliey  got  into  a  hackney-coach, 

And  trotted  down  the  street 
I  saw  them  go  :  one  horse  was  bUnd, 
The  tails  of  both  hung  down  behind, 

Their  shoes  were  on  their  feet. 

The  chaise  in  which  poor  brother  Bill 
Used  to  be  drawn  to  Pentonville, 

Stood  in  the  lumber-room  : 
I  wiped  the  dust  from  off  the  top, 
While  Molly  mopped  it  with  a  mop, 

And  brushed  it  with  a  broom. 


My  uncle's  porter,  Samuel  Hughes, 
Came  ]n  at  six  to  black  the  shoes, 

(I  always  talk  to  Sam  :) 
So  wdmt  does  he,  but  takes,  and  drags 
Me  in  the  chaise  along  the  flags, 

And  leaves  me  wYieYe  1  axxi. 
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if  7  fiither's  walls  are  made  of  brick, 
Bat  not  80  tall  and  not  so  thick 

As  these ;  and,  goodness  me  I 
My  fikther's  beams  are  made  of  wood, 
But  neyer,  never  half  so  good 

Ab  those  that  now  I  sec. 

What  a  large  floor  I  'tis  like  a  town'l 
The  oaipet)  when  they  lay  it  down, 

Won't  hide  it»  I'll  be  bound ; 
And  there 's  a  row  of  lamps  I — my  eye ! 
How  they  do  blaie  I    I  wonder  why 

They  keep  them  on  the  ground. 

At  first  I  caught  hokl  of  the  wing, 

And  kept  away ;  but  Mr.  Thing- 
umbob, the  prompter  man, 

Gkve  with  his  lumd  my  chaise  a  shove. 

And  said,  "  Gk)  on,  my  pretty  love ; 
Speak  to  'em  little  Nan. 

"  You  've  only  got  to  curtsy,  whisp- 
er, hold  your  cliin  up,  laugh  and  lisp. 

And  then  you  're  sure  to  take : 
I  've  known  the  day  when  brats,  not  quite 
Thirteen,  got  fifty  pounds  a  night ; 

Then  why  not  Nancy  Lake  ?" 

But  while  I  'm  speaking,  where 's  papa  ? 
And  Where's  my  aunt?  and  where  *s  mamma? 

Where 's  Jack  ?  0  there  they  sit  I 
They  smile,  they  nod ;  1 11  go  my  ways, 
And  order  round  poor  Billy's  chaise, 

To  join  them  in  the  pit 

And  now,  good  gentlefolks,  I  go 
To  join  mamma,  and  see  the  show ; 

So,  bidding  you  adieu, 
I  curtsy  like  a  pretty  miss, 
And  if  you  *11  blow  to  me  a  kiss, 

1 11  blow  a  kisB  to  yoKLi 
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PLAY-HOUSE   MUSINGS. 

[a  BUBLE8QUS  DUTATIOy  OF  COLEKIDOE. — VEnOOD  ADDBOBA] 

JAMB  mm. 

Mt  pensive  Public,  wherefore  look  yoa  Bad  ? 
I  had  a  grandmother,  she  kept  a  donkey 
To  carry  to  the  mart  her  crodceiy-warie^ 
And  when  that  donkey  k)oked  me  in  tbo  ftoe^ 
His  lace  was  sad  I  and  yoa  are  sad,  my  Publia 

Joy  should  be  youn:  this  tenth  day  of  October 
Again  assembles  us  in  Dnuy  Lane. 
Long  wept  my  eye  to  see  the  timber  {danka 
That  hid  our  ruins ;  many  a  day  I  cried, 
Ah  mc  1  I  fear  they  never  will  rebuild  it! 
Till  on  one  eve,  one  joyful  Monday  eve, 
As  along  Chark»s-9treet  I  prepared  to  walk, 
Ju3t  at  the  corner,  by  the  pastrycook's, 
I  heard  a  trowel  tick  against  a  brick. 
I  looked  mc  up,  and  straight  a  parapet 
Uprose  at  least  seven  inches  o'er  the  planks. 
Joy  to  thee,  Drury  I  to  myself  I  said : 
He  of  the  Blackfriars'  Road,  who  hymned  thy  downfall 
In  loud  Hosannahs,  and  who  prophesied 
That  flames,  like  those  from  prostrate  Solyma, 
Would  scorch  the  hand  that  ventured  to  rebuild  thee, 
Has  proved  a  lying  prophet.     From  that  hour, 
As  leisure  offered,  close  to  Mr.  Spring's 
Box-offioe  door,  I  've  stood  and  eyed  the  builders. 
Thev  had  a  plan  to  render  less  tlieir  labors  ; 
Workmen  in  olden  times  would  mount  a  ladder 
With  hodded  heads,  but  these  stretched  forth  a  pole 
From  the  wall's  pinnacle,  they  placed  a  pulley 
Athwart  the  pole,  a  rope  athwart  the  pulley  ; 
To  tliis  a  basket  dangled ;  mortar  and  bricls 
Thus  freighted,  swung  securely  to  the  top, 
And  in  the  empty  basket  workmen  twain 
Precipitate,  unlmrt,  accosted  earth. 

Oh  I  't  was  a  Rood\y  somhv^,  XjoVcm  >Jaft  ^^ftw^^Va 
^Vho  watched  the  wotk,  ex\>tcBia  \itx'ea  ^«c«ivia'^^\Mi^:^\ 
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While  some  beliered  it  never  would  be  finished, 
Some,  on  the  contrary,  believed  it  would. 

I've  heard  our  front  that  faces  Drury  Lane 
Modi  criticised ;  they  say  'tis  vulgar  brick-work, 
A  mimic  manu&ctory  of  floor-doth. 
One  of  the  morning  papers  wished  that  front 
Cemented  like  the  front  in  Brydges-street ; 
Ab  now  it  looki^  they  call  it  Wyatt*8  Mermaid, 
A  handsome  woman  with  a  fish's  tail 

White  is  the  steeple  of  St  Bride's  in  Fleet«treet^ 
The  Albion  (as  its  name  denotes)  is  white ; 
Morgan  and  Saunders*  shop  for  chairs  and  tables 
Gleams  like  a  snow-ball  in  the  setting  sun ; 
White  is  Whitehall    But  not  St  Bride's  in  Fleet-street^ 
The  spotless  Albion,  Morgan,  no,  nor  Saunders, 
Nor  white  Whitehall,  is  white  as  Drury's  face. 

Oh,  Mr.  Whitbread !  fie  upon  you,  sir  I 
I  think  you  should  have  built  a  colonnade ; 
When  tender  Beauty,  looking  fur  her  coach, 
Protrudes  her  gloveless  hand,  perceives  the  shower. 
And  draws  the  tippet  closer  round  her  throaty 
Perchance  her  coach  stands  half  a  dozen  oflT, 
And,  ere  she  mounts  the  step,  the  oozing  mud 
Soaks  through  her  pale  kid  slipper.    On  the  morrow. 
She  coughs  at  breakfast,  and  her  gnifi'  papa 
Oies,  "  There  you  go  I  this  comes  of  playhouses  I" 
To  build  no  portico  is  penny  wise : 
Heaven  grant  it  prove  not  in  the  end  pound  foolish  I 

Hail  to  thee,  Druryl  Queen  of  TheatersI 

^Vhat  is  the  Regency  in  Tottenham-street^ 

The  Boyal  Amphitheater  of  Arts, 

AsUey's,  Olympic,  or  the  Sans  Pareil, 

Compared  with  thee  ?    Yet  when  I  view  thee  pushed 

Bade  fipom  the  narrow  street  that  christened  thee, 

I  know  not  why  they  call  thee  Drury  Lane. 

Amid  the  fi-eaks  that  modem  fashion  sanctions, 
It  grieves  me  much  to  see  live  animals 
Broi^t  on  the  stMge,    Grimily  has  Yna  Tt)[^»\ 
iMareat  bis  CAt,  and  Bradbury  bis  Jfk%\ 
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Fie  ou  i&\vdi  tnckel  Jobt/M:*iu  tho  macbiniat 
Of  former  Dniry^  iitiitateil  lifv+ 
Quit^  to  tlic  life.     Tlic  eleplaut  in  Blue  Beard^ 
StufloiJ  by  his  \^iu\  wouml  round  liiff  Uthe  pn 
As  spruce  a£  lie  who  TOdi-i^d  in  Pmlinatmba.* 


Naught  born  on  porth  should  die.     On  hiwrknejr  ^^^ 

I  reverence  Uie  p—*-™-**  ^^^'^  ''"«» *^  Glh*," 

And  spares  the  li                                Id  n  apidnr 

Prey  on  a  fly^  a  i 

Or  viow  a  butch.                                 id  fcnify 

Slaughter  a  tectl 
Indeed  J  indeed,  x 

' 

mutton, 
:1 

THE  THEATER-t 


[a    burlesque   imitation    of    CRABBE. REJECTED    ADDRESSES.]  ^ 

JAMES   SMITH. 

Int<»rior  of  a  Theater  described— Pit  pradually  fills.— The  Check-taker.— Pit 
full.— The  Orchestra  tuned. — One  Fiddle  rather  dilatory. — Is  reproved — and 
repents. — Evolutions  of  a  Play-bill. — Its  final  Settlement  on  the  Spikes. — The 
Gods  taken  to  task — and  why. — Motley  Group  of  Play-ji^ers. — Uoly-trell-street, 
St.  Pancras. — Emanuel  Jennings  binds  his  Son  apprentice — not  in  London — and 
why. — Episode  of  the  Hat 

'Tis  sweet  to  view,  from  half-past  five  to  six, 
Our  long  wax-candles,  with  short  cotton  wicks, 
Touched  by  the  lamplighter's  Promethean  art, 
Start  into  Hght,  and  make  the  lighter  start ; 

♦  "  Padmanaba,"  viz.,  In  a  pantomime  called  I7arl<'^i in  in  Padmanaba,  This 
eleplmnt,  some  years  afterward,  was  exhibited  over  Exet«r  'Change,  where  it 
was  found  necessary  to  destroy  the  poor  animal  by  discharges  of  musketry. 
When  he  made  his  entrance  in  the  pantomime  above-mentioned,  Johnson,  the 
machinist  of  the  rival  house,  exclaimed,  "I  should  be  very  sorry  if  I  could  not 
make  a  better  elephant  than  that!" 

t  "  '  The  Theater,'  by  the  Rev.  G.  Oabbe,  we  rather  think.  Is  the  best  piece  In 
the  colh^tlon.  It  is  an  exnulsito  and  most  masterly  imitation,  not  only  of  the 
peculiar  stylo,  but  of  the  taste,  temper,  and  manner  of  description  of  that  most 
original  author.  •  •  •  It  does  not  aim,  of  course,  at  any  shadow  of  hia  pathoi 
or  monl  anblimlty^  but  seems  to  us  to  be  a  «\usuVai\^  tai>;}cAv^  «>VS  <5.^  >2>^*  ^*»- 
aagea  of  mere  description."— JSdinburg  Rcvleic. 
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To  see  red  Phoebus  through  the  gallery-pane 
Tinge  with  his  beams  the  beams  of  Dniry  Lane ; 
While  gradual  parties  fill  our  widened  pit> 
And  gape,  and  gaze,  and  wonder,  ere  they  sit^ 

At  first)  while  yacant  seats  give  choice  and  ease, 
Distant  or  near,  they  settle  where  they  please ; 
But  when  the  multitude  contracts  the  span, 
And  seats  are  rare,  they  settle  where  tiiey  can. 

Now  the  full  benches  to  late  comers  doom 
No  room  for  standing,  miscalled  standing-room. 

Hark  I  the  check-taker  moody  silence  breaks, 
And  bawling  "  Pit  full  I"  gives  the  checks  he  takes ; 
Yet  onward  still  the  gathering  numbers  cram. 
Contending  crowders  shout  the  frequent  damn. 
And  all  is  bustle,  squeeze,  row,  jabbering,  and  jam. 

See  to  their  desks  Apollo's  sons  repair — 
Swift  rides  the  rosin  o'er  the  horse's  hair  I 
In  unison  their  various  tones  to  tune, 
Murmurs  the  hautboy,  growls  the  coarse  bassoon ; 
In  soft  vibration  sighs  the  whispering  lute. 
Tang  goes  the  harpsichord,  too-too  the  flute. 
Brays  the  loud  trumpet,  squeaks  the  fiddle  sharp. 
Winds  the  French  horn,  and  twangs  the  tingling  harp ; 
Till,  like  great  Jove,  the  leader,  fingering  in, 
Attunes  to  order  the  chaotic  din. 
Now  all  seems  hushed — ^but,  no,  on^  fiddle  will 
Give  half-ashamed,  a  tiny  flourish  stilL 
Foiled  in  his  clash,  the  leader  of  the  clan 
Reproves  with  fcowns  the  dilatory  man : 
Then  on  his  candlestick  thrice  taps  his  bow, 
Nods  a  new  signal,  and  away  they  go. 

Perchance,  while  pit  and  gallery  cry  "  Hats  oflFI" 
And  awed  Consumption  checks  his  chided  cough. 
Some  giggiiDg  daughter  of  the  Queen  oi  Lo^e 
J}ropsi^  'reft  of  pin,  her  play-bill  from  abo^e: 
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Likff  Icarus,  while  kughmg^  galk-riea  ckpi, 

Boar^  duck^  and  divea  la  nit  the  printed  9cmp ; 

Biil>  wiser  fer  than  he^  coml>xJati\>n  fearsj 

Antlj  as  it  flit^Sy  ekd<ja  the  djantldieTB ; 

Tin,  smking  ^adual,  with  repeated  twirl, 

It  Bettlt3j  curliu^,  on  a  tiddler's*  ciirl ; 

Who  from  hia  powdcrpcl  pate  the  tntnidi?^  tftriln^ 

Andf  for  mere  maliee,  stidcB  it  on  the  apik«s» 


Say,  why  the^c  Babel  strains  from  Babel  lyDgiWfl? 
WLq  *ti  that  calla  "  Silence  [''with  auch  leatb«m  lttn>{^t 
He  who,  in  quest  of  quiet,  *^  Silence  I"  boot^ 
la  apt  to  make  the  hubbub  he  vmputeit. 


What  Yariona  ewaina  our  motley  walls  contain  I 
Fashion  from  MoorfieliU,  honor  from  Chick  Lane; 
Bankers  from  Paper  Buildings  here  resort^ 
Bankrupts  from  Golden  Square  and  Riches  Court; 
From  the  Haymarket  canting  rogues  in  grain, 
Gulls  from  the  Poultry,  sots  from  Water  Lane ; 
The  lottery  cormorant,  the  auction  shark, 
The  full-price  master,  and  the  half-price  derk ; 
Boys  who  long  linger  at  the  gallery-door. 
With  pence  twice  five — they  want  but  twopence  more; 
Till  some  Samaritan  the  two-pence  spares, 
And  sends  them  jumping  up  the  gallery-stairs. 

Critics  we  boast  who  ne'er  their  malice  balk, 
But  talk  their  minds— we  wish  they  'd  mind  their  talk: 
Big-worded  bullies,  who  by  quarrels  live — 
Who  give  the  lie,  and  tell  the  lie  they  give ; 
Jews  from  St.  Mary's  Ax,  for  jobs  so  wary, 
That  for  old  clothes  they  'd  even  ax  St  Mary ; 
And  bucks  with  pockets  empty  as  their  pate, 
Lax  in  their  gaiters,  laxer  in  their  gait ; 
Who  oft,  when  we  our  house  lock  up,  carouse 
With  tippling  tipstaves  in  a  lock-up  house. 

Yet  here,  as  e\ae'?Aiete,CS^Tic»  QsBxi\'arj\i«!^Rp«^ 
Where  eoowling  fottana  wecme^  \o  ^ixt^aXisn^tjRu 


H 
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John  Richard  William  Alexander  Dwyer 
^V.-kf?  fi)otinan  to  Justinian  Stubbs,  Esquire; 
fa  lit  when  Jolm  Dwyer  listed  in  the  Blues, 
Jblnianuel  Jennings  polished  Stubb's  shoes. 
Kmazmel  Jennings  brought  his  youngest  boy 
XJp  AS  a  oorn-cutter — a  safe  employ ; 
Xn  Holywell  Street,  SL  Pancras,  he  was  bred 
(At  number  twenty-seven,  it  is  said), 
l^mdng  the  pump,  and  near  the  Granby's  Head : 

Be  wookl  have  bound  him  to  some  shop  in  town, 

Sot  with  a  premium  he  could  not  come  down. 

Pat  was  the  urchin's  name — a  red  haired  youth, 

bonder  of  purl  and  skittle-grounds  than  truth. 


Silenoei  ye  gods  I  to  keep  your  tongue  in  awe, 
The  Muse  shall  tell  an  accident  she  saw. 


Pat  Jennings  in  the  upper  gallery  sat, 
Bat,  leaning  forward,  Jennings  lost  his  hat : 
Down  from  the  gallery  the  beaver  flew, 
And  spomcd  the  one  to  settle  in  the  two. 
How  shall  he  act  ?    Pay  at  the  gallery-door 
Two  shillings  for  what  cost,  when  new,  but  four  ? 
Or  tin  half-price,  to  save  his  shilling,  wait. 
And  gain  his  liat  again  at  half-past  eight  ? 
Now,  whOe  his  fears  anticipate  a  thief, 
John  Mullins  whispers,  "  Take  my  handkerchief." 
"Thank  you,"  cries  Pat ;  "  but  one  won't  make  a  line." 
"  Take  mine,"  cries  Wilson ;  and  cries  Stokes,  "  Take  mine.* 
A  motley  cable  soon  Pat  Jennings  ties. 
Where  Spitalfields  with  real  India  vies. 
Like  Iris*  bow,  down  darts  the  painted  clew, 
Starred,  striped,  and  spotted,  yellow,  red,  and  blue, 
Old  calkx),  torn  silk,  and  muslin  new. 
Qeorge  Green  below,  with  palpitating  hand 
Loops  the  last  'kerchief  to  the  beaver's  band — 
Up  aoan  the  prize !     The  youth,  with  joy  unfeigned, 
Begaaned  the  felt,  and  felt  the  prize  regained ; 
While  to  the  applauding  galleries  grateful  Fat 
Muie  M  hw  bow,  Mad  touched  the  noaoaked  YiftX 


A    TALE    OF    DRURY    LANE* 

[a  BUBLXKJTTB  of  BHt  WJiUttR  »COrr'§   ItCTttJCiT*  wiusc^ 
CTolM  ipQkfli  br  M^'  KnmN*,  to  ■  suit  of  the  BUi^  PHne<^«  Anur,  lw«*' 

These  ( 

Look  o  i^t 

Ofstee 

My  kne  Ales, 

Stiff  apiktei  Lj-  kimcklea. 

These  onoe  ■■-  i  pntioe^ 

Who  never  did  m  u&uue  n«^oe^ 

With  valor  tart  as  pungent  quince, 

He  slew  the  vaunting  Gaul. 
Rest  there  awhile,  my  bearded  lance, 
While  from  green  curtain  I  advance 
To  yon  foot-lights,  no  trivial  dance, 
And  tell  the  town  what  sad  mischance 

Did  Drury  Lane  befalL 


THE    NIGHT. 

On  fiiir  Augusta's  towci*s  and  trees 

Flittered  tlie  silent  midnight  breeze. 

Curling  the  foliage  as  it  past, 

Which  from  the  moon-tipped  plumage  cast 

A  si)angled  light,  hke  dancing  spray, 

Then  reassumed  its  still  array ; 

When,  as  night's  lamp  unclouded  hung. 

And  down  its  full  effulgence  flung, 

•  *'  From  tho  parody  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  we  know  not  wliat  to  select — it  la  all 
good.  The  cfTect  of  tho  fire  on  the  town,  and  the  description  of  a  fireman  in  hi* 
official  apparel,  may  be  quoted  as  aniusin}?  specimens  of  the  viisaj^li cation  of 
the  style  and  meter  of  Mr.  Scott's  admlrablo  romances." — Quarterly  Review. 

"'A  Tale  of  Drury,'  by  Walter  Scott,  is,  upon  the  whole,  admirably  cxe 

cuted  ;  though  the  introduction  is  rather  tame.     The  burning  is  described  with 

the  mighty  minstrers  charact^aUc  \ovc  ot  \oct)a\WcA.    TYv^  c&taatrophe  is  de- 

^ribed  with  a  spirit  not  unworthy  of  tho  TxaLtac  *o  ^«n\.M.T^^x%\>j  i«««a%^  >!P5  sjaj^ 

deacriber/'—J^dinburg  Revicxo. 
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It  shed  such  soft  and  balmy  power 

That  oot  and  castle,  hall  and  bower, 

And  spire  and  dome,  and  turret  height, 

Appeared  to  slumber  in  the  light 

From  Henry's  chapel,  Rufus'  Hall, 

To  Savoy,  Temple,  and  St  Paul, 

Prom  Knightsbridge,  Pancras,  Camden  Town, 

To  Redriff  Shadwell,  Horsleydown, 

No  voice  was  heard,  no  eye  unclosed, 

But  all  in  deepest  sleep  reposed. 

They  might  have  thought,  who  gazed  around 

Amid  a  silence  so  profound. 

It  made  the  senses  thrill. 
That  *t  was  no  place  inhabited, 
But  some  vast  city  of  the  dead — 

All  was  so  hushed  and  still 


THE    BURNING. 

As  chaos,  which,  by  heavenly  doom, 
Had  slept  in  everlasting  gloom. 
Started  with  terror  and  surprise 
When  light  first  flashed  upon  her  eyes — 
So  London's  sons  in  night-cap  woke. 

In  bed-gown  woke  her  dames ; 
For  shouts  were  heard  'mid  fire  and  smoke. 
And  twice  ten  hundred  voices  spoke — 
"  The  playhouse  is  in  flames  1" 
And,  lo  I  where  Catharine  street  extends, 
A  fiery  tail  its  luster  lends 

To  every  window-pane ; 

BhLshes  each  spout  in  Martlet  Court, 
And  Barbican,  moth-eaten  fort^ 
And  Covent  Garden  kennels  sport, 

A  bright  ensanguined  drain ; 
Meux's  n»>w  brewhouse  shows  the  light, 
Rowland  Hill's  chapi'l,  and  the  height 

\Vh<»rc  patient  shot  they  sell ; 
Tlie  Ti-n/iis-Coiirt,  .so  fiiir  and  taW, 
Fsnakes  Uw  ray,  with  Surgeons*  Hi^ 
The  tickct-portera'  house  of  call, 
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Old  BedUtm,  dose  by  Loq^od  Wall 

Wnpln^s  ahrimp  and  oyster  ahop  withftl, 

And  Uichftrdson'»  Hotel 
Nor  Uiee*  done^  but  far  and  T^idp, 
Across  rod  Ttiamp*'!^  gJewniog  tide. 
To  dlstiUuL  5clda  the  bbkze  was  boru^ 
Aud  ^iiusy  wlijtc  and  hoajy  tLoru 
In  borrowed  luster  seemed  to  eluim 
The  rose  of  red  sweet  Wil-U-wo, 
To  those  who  on  the  bilk  around 
Beheld  the  flames  from  Dnirf 'a  tuvondj 

Aa  from  a  lofty  alUr  rise^ 
It  aoemecl  th;it  natiotia  did  conapinj 
To  oEfer  to  tlje  god  of  fire 

Some  vust  stupondous  sacrifice  t 
I       The  auiumooed  ftremen  woke  M  ctdl, 
And  hied  Ih^jrn  to  ih^iir  etntioos  nil : 
Starting  from  short  and  broken  snoojse, 
E^h  ftoiighi  bis  ponderous  hobnailod  Bhocs, 
But  ftrst  hb  worsted  hosen  plied^ 
Pluflh  broeelipfl  next^  in  crimson  dyed. 

His  nether  bulk  enibraced ; 
Tlien  jacket  tldck^  of  rvd  or  blue, 
Whose  massy  shoulder  gnvc  to  view 
Tlie  badgi«  of  each  respective  crew, 

In  tin  or  ooppor  traced* 
The  engines  thundered  tJirougk  the  strw^ 
Fire-bookj  pipe,  bucket,  all  complete^ 
And  torches  glared,  and  clattyering  feet 

Along  the  j)avement  paced. 
And  one,  the  leader  of  tlie  band, 
From  Charing  Crosss  dong  the  Strand, 
Like  attig  by  beagles  hunted  hard, 
Ran  liU  he  stopped  at  Vin'g»r  Yard 
Tlie  burning  K-idge  his  shotilder  bore, 
The  belt  and  oil-iskin  Ivit  be  wore, 
Tlie  cane  he  had,  his  men  to  ban^, 
Showed  foreman  of  the  British  gang— 
His  name  was  Higginbottom.    Now 
'Tis  meet  tYvat  1  «Jl[io\3jL^  \i3^  -jw^'Ww 

TYke  ot^hecs  caxne  Sxi  Vvcti  \ 
The  Haad-m-^an^  \3ne  •nwcfiiViVi'^soL^ 
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Then  came  the  Phoenix  and  Uie  Sun, 
Th'  Exchange,  where  old  insurers  run, 

The  Eagle,  where  the  new ; 
With  these  came  Rumford,  Bumford,  Ck>le, 
Robins  from  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
Lawson  and  Dawson,  cheek  by  jowl. 

Crump  from  St  Giles's  Pound : 
Whitford  and  Mitford  joined  the  train, 
Huggins  and  Muggins  from  Chick  Lane, 
And  Clutterbuck,  who  got  a  sprain 

Before  the  plug  was  found. 
Hobeon  and  Jolxson  did  not  sleep, 
But  ah  1  no  trophy  could  they  reap, 
For  boUi  were  in  the  Donjon  Keep 

Of  Bridewell's  gloomy  mound  1 
E*en  Higginbottom  now  was  posed. 
For  sadder  scene  was  ne'er  disclosed; 
Without,  within,  in  hideous  show. 
Devouring  llames  resistless  glow. 
And  blazing  raflers  downward  go, 
And  never  halloo  '^  Heads  below  1" 

Nor  notice  give  at  alL 
The  firemen  terrified  are  slow 
To  bid  the  pumping  torrent  flow. 

For  fear  the  roof  would  fall. 
Back,  Robins,  back;  Crump,  stand  aloof  1 
Whitford,  keep  near  the  walls ! 
Huggins,  regard  your  own  behoof, 
For  lo  1  the  blazing  rocking  roof 
Down,  down,  in  thunder  falls  1 
An  avrful  pause  succeeds  the  stroke. 
And  o'er  the  ruins  volumed  smoke. 
Rolling  around  its  pitchy  shroud. 
Concealed  them  from  th'  astonished  crowd. 
At  length  the  niii<t  awhile  was  cleared, 
When,  lo  I  amid  the  wreck  uprearcd. 
Gradually  a  moving  head  appeared. 

And  Eagle  firemen  knew 
'T  was  Joseph  Muggins,  name  revered, 

The  foreman  of  tlieir  crew. 
Loud  shouted  all  in  signs  of  woe, 
''A  Mugginsl  to  the  reacue,\ioY' 
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And  pauivd  ihe  hiiasms  tldo: 
Mf^fiDwtiik  Uie  MugtP'i^  fought  muiId, 
And  t^Lrov^  and  ftlmgiflud  nil  m  vntn, 
Fur,  r»lljiug  but  to  f*U  Agmitif 

He  tottered,  simk,  »nd  ^odi 


Did  none  attempt)  before  he  fell, 
To  suoc  weUl 

Tea,  Hi! 

(His  firtjH  I  fire), 

HiaL  r; 

But  all  1  h  »ire 

Senr^  p»Te  t 

'Mid  bloz  lay  BtreaLm^ 

Through  i  mAess  broke. 

Where  MQggms  uruiit:  oefore* 
But  sulphury  stench  and  boiling  drench 
Destroying  sight  o'erwhelmed  him  quite, 

He  sunk  to  rise  no  more. 
Still  o'er  his  head,  while  Fate  he  braved, 
His  whizzing  water-pipe  he  waved ; 
''  Whitford  and  Mitford,  ply  your  pumps, 
You,  Clutterbuck,  come,  stir  your  stumps, 
Why  are  you  in  such  doleiul  dumps? 
A  fireman,  and  afraid  of  bumps ! — 
W^hat  arc  they  fear'd  on  ?  fools  :  'od  rot  'em  1" 
Were  the  hist  words  of  Higginbottom. 


THE    REVIVAL. 

Peace  to  his  soul  1  new  prospects  bloom. 
And  toil  rebuilds  what  fires  consume ! 
Eat  we  and  drink  we,  be  our  ditty, 
"Joy  to  the  managing  committee  1" 
Eat  we  and  drink  we,  join  to  rum 
Roast  beef  and  pudding  of  the  plum ; 
Forth  from  thy  nook,  John  Horner,  come, 
With  bread  of  ginger  brown  thy  thumb, 

For  this  is  Drury's  gay  day : 
RoUj  roll  thy  hoop,  and  tv?\v\  1\\^  Xft^-a^ 
And  buy,  to  glad  lUy  smiAin^^  c\io^^ 
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Crisp  parliament  with  lolIyiK)p3, 

And  fingers  of  the  Lady. 
Didst  mark,  how  toiled  tlie  busy  train, 
From  mora  to  eve,  tiD  Drury  Lane 
Leaped  like  a  roebuck  from  the  plain  ? 
Ropes  roee  and  sank,  and  rose  again, 

And  nimble  workmen  trod ; 
To  realize  bold  Wyatt's  plan 
Rushed  may  a  howling  Lrishman; 
Load  dattmd  many  a  porter-oan, 
And  many  a  ragamuffin  clan, 

With  trowel  and  with  hod. 
Dnirj  reyiYes  I  her  rounded  pate 
Is  bhie,  is  heavenly  blue  with  slate ; 
She  "  wings  the  midway  air,*'  elate, 

As  magpie,  crow,  or  chough ; 
White  paint  her  modish  visage  smears^ 
TeUow  and  pointed  are  her  ears. 
No  pendant  portico  appears 
Dangling  beneath,  for  Whitbread's  shears 

Have  cut  the  bauble  ofL 
TeSy  she  exalts  her  stately  head ; 
And,  bat  that  solid  bulk  outspread, 
Opposed  you  on  your  onward  tread, 
And  posts  and  pillars  warranted 
That  all  was  true  that  Wyatt  said. 
You  might  have  deemed  her  walls  so  thick, 
Were  not  composed  of  stone  or  brick, 
Bat  all  a  phantom,  all  a  trick, 
Of  brain  disturbed  and  fancy-sick, 
So  high  she  soars,  so  vast,  so  quick  I 
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DRUBT'S  DIRQK 

[■T  LAUBA  lUtlUML- 


Balkt  lephjrni  figfatiy  ffittuift 

Shade  me  with  your 
OnFtmuBQi^ 

Aid  me,  Gio^  while  I  amg. 

SofUy  dept  the  dome  of  Dnny 

0*er  the  empyreal  create 
When  Alecto*8  sister-fhry 

SofUy  slumbering  smik  to  rest 

Lo  I  from  Lemnos,  limping  lamely, 
Lags  the  lowly  Lord  of  Fire, 

Cytherea  yielding  tamely 
To  tlie  Cyclops  dark  and  dire. 

Clouds  of  amber,  dreams  of  gladness^ 
Dulcet  joys  and  sports  of  youth, 

Soon  must  yield  to  haughty  sadnesa^ 
Mercy  holds  the  vail  to  Truth. 

Sec  Erostratus  tlie  second 

Fires  again  Diana's  fane ; 
By  the  Fates  from  Orcus  beckoned, 

Clouds  envelop  Drury  Lane. 

Lurid  smoke  and  frank  suspicion 
Hand  in  hand  reluctant  dance : 

While  the  god  fulfills  his  mission, 
Chivarly,  resign  thy  lance. 

Hark  I  the  engines  blandly  thunder, 

Fleecy  c\o\i^  ^\^<CT^?ftAL\3kft^ 
And  the  lirem^xi^mMXfe^^^Q^^'et^ 
On  the  w>n  <A  ^XxBn  crj . 
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See  the  bird  of  Ammon  sailing, 

Perdies  on  the  engine's  peak, 
And,  the  Eagle  firemen  hailing, 

Soothes  them  with  its  bickering  beak. 


Judo  saw.  and  mad  with  malice, 
Lost  the  prize  that  Paris  gave ; 

Jealousy's  ensanguined  chaUce, 
Mantling  pours  the  orient  wave. 

Pan  beheld  Patrodes  dying, 
Nox  to  Niobe  was  turned ; 

From  Busiris  Bacchus  flying. 
Saw  his  Semele  inumed. 


Thus  fell  Druiy's  lofty  glory, 

Levded  with  the  shuddering  stones ; 
Mars,  with  tresses  black  and  gory. 

Drinks  the  dew  of  pearly  groans. 

Hark  I  what  soft  JSolian  numbers 
Qem  the  blushes  of  the  mom  I 

Break,  Amphion,  break  your  slumbers, 
Nature's  ringlets  deck  the  thorn. 

Ha  I  I  hear  the  strain  erratic 
Dimly  glance  from  pole  to  pole  ; 

Raptures  sweet,  and  dreams  ecstatic 
Fire  my  everlasting  souL 

Where  is  Cupid's  crimson  motion  ? 

Billowy  ecstasy  of  woe, 
Bear  me  straight,  meandering  ocean, 

Where  the  stagnant  torrents  flow. 

Blood  in  every  vein  is  gushing, 

Vixen  vengeance  lulls  my  heart*, 
See,  the  Oorgon  gang  id  ruahixig\ 
Kerer,  never,  let  us  part\ 
IS 
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WHAT    IS    LIFE? 
T  "om  or  rm   fjixot/' 


BLACK  TTOOD  i  MV  ^^ 


Am  d  '  you  hsk  mtj  **  Whit  b  Lite?'' 

And  do  you  ask  mc,  ^*  What  la  pUASure?" 
My  m  " "  rife^ 

So  1  aure : — 

Idstea  ure, 

To  whi  r  pkftaure. 

*Tis  Ja  h  eUin 

With  I  w-p*me ; 

To  dre  irftb  coat, 

Withla^f  AJlout 

Upon  tlie  waves  oi  ^/x^^        o  tie 
A  kercliii^f  of  the  Kiiifi:-rijp  tly^ 
(White  spotted  with  a  small  bird's-eye) 
Around  the  neck,  and  from  the  nape 
Let  fall  an  easy  fan-like  cape  : 
To  quit  the  house  at  morning's  prime, 
At  six  or  so — about  the  time 
When  watchmen,  conscious  of  the  day 
Puff  out  their  lantern's  rush-light  ray ; 
Just  when  the  silent  streets  are  strewn 
With  level  shadows,  and  tlie  moon 
Takes  the  day's  wink  and  walks  aside 
To  nurse  a  nap  till  eventide. 
'Tis  Life  to  reach  tlie  livery  stable, 
Secure  the  rihhmis  and  the  day-hiUj 
Aud  mount  a  gig  that  had  a  spring 
Some  summer's  back :  and  then  take  wing 
Behind  (in  Mr.  Hamlet's  tongue) 
A  jade  whose  "  withers  are  unwrung ; 
Who  st*ands  erect,  and  yet  forlorn, 
And  from  a  haJf-pay  life  of  corn, 
Showing  as  many  points  each  way 
As  Martial's  Epigrammata, 
Yet  who,  when  set  a-going,  goes 
Like  one  undestined  to  repose. 
Tis  Life  to  revel  down  t\\ft  roa'\, 
And  queer  each  o'erfrsvvigU  c\\a:\^^s\o^\ 
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To  rave  an<l  rattle  at  the  gate, 

Ami  shower  upon  the  gatherer's  pate 

Damns  by  the  dozens,  and  such  speeches 

As  well  betokens  one 's  slang  riches : 

To  take  of  Deady's  bright  stark  naked 

A  glass  or  so— 'tis  Life  to  take  it !  ^ 

To  see  the  Hurst  with  tents  encampt  on ; 

Lurk  around  Lawrence's  at  ELampton ; 

Join  the  flash  crowd  (the  horse  being  led 

Into  the  yard,  and  dean'd  and  fed) ; 

Talk  to  Day'  Hudson,  and  Cy'  Davis 

(The  last  a  fighting  rara  avis), 

And,  half  in  secret,  scheme  a  plan 

For  trying  the  hardy  Oas-UghUMan^ 

Tis  Lira  to  cross  the  laden  ferry, 
With  boon  companions,  wild  and  merry, 
And  see  the  ring  upon  the  Hurst 
With  carts  encircled — ^hear  the  burst 
At  distance  of  the  eager  crowd. 

Oh,  it  is  Lm  I  to  see  a  proud 
And  dauntless  man  step,  full  of  hopes, 
Up  to  the  P.  C.  stakes  and  ropes, 
Throw  in  his  hat,  and  with  a  spring, 
Get  gallantly  within  tlie  ring; 
Eye  the  wide  crowd,  and  walk  awhile, 
Taking  all  cheerings  with  a  smile : 
To  see  him  skip — his  well-trained  form. 
White,  glowing,  muscular,  and  warm. 
All  beautiful  in  conscious  power, 
Relaxed  and  quiet,  till  tlic  hour ; 
His  glossy  and  transparent  frame. 
In  radiant  plight  to  strive  for  fame  I 
To  look  upon  the  clean  shap'd  limb 
In  silk  and  flannel  clothed  trim  ; 
While  round  the  waist  the  'kerchief  tied, 
Makes  the  flesh  glow  in  richer  pride. 
'Tis  more  than  Lira,  to  watch  him  hold 
His  hand  forth,  tremulous  yet  bold, 
Over  his  second's,  and  to  clasp 
His  rival's  In  a  quiet  grasp ; 
To  watch  the  noble  attitude 
He  Ukea — the  crowd  in  breathien  hmm^l*. 
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And  tlun  to  »'*•,  witli  adamant  start, 
The  muacles  set^  and  the  great  heart 
Hurl  a  oourageooB  apfendid  light 
Into  the  ef»-«iid  theo— the  Farl 


FRA0MENT8. 

[bt  ▲  nn-LOTiB.] 

Blackwood's  MMUtn,  1833. 
Thkt  were  not  manied  by  a  irmtt/Ming  prietti 
With  soperstitioas  riteSi  and  senadaai  wcrdi^ 
Out-muffled  fh>m  an  old  woim-oataa  booi^ 
In  a  dark  comer  (railed  off  like  a  flheep^wn) 
Of  an  old  house,  that  foob  do  oatt  a  Okmnkf 
Their  altar  was  the  floweiy  li^  of  «arlli-* 
The  Btarry  emi>7reaa  their  vast  tsnqilo— 
Their  bo<^  each  other^i  eyea-Hud  Love  Y 
Parson,  and  Okak,  and  Father  to  the  biidel— 
Holy  espousals  I  whereat  wept  with  j<^ 
The  spirit  of  the  universe^ — ^In  sooth 
There  was  a  sort  of  drizding  rain  that  day, 
For  I  remember  (having  left  at  home 
My  parapluie,  a  name  than  umbrdla 
Far  iiioi-e  expressive)  that  I  stood  for  shelter 
Under  an  entry  not  twelve  paces  off 
(It  might  be  ten)  from  Sheriff  Waithman's  shop^ 
For  half  an  hour  or  more,  and  there  I  mused 
(Mine  eyes  upon  the  running  kennel  fixed, 
That  hurried  as  a  het'rogenous  mass 
To  the  common  sewer,  it  *8  dark  reservoir), 
I  mused  upon  the  running  stream  of  ^/ 

But  that 's  not  much  to  the  purposo— I  was  telluig 
Of  these  most  pure  espousals. — Innocent  pair! 
Ye  were  not  shackled  by  the  vulgar  chains 
About  the  yielding  mind  of  credulous  youth, 
AVounil  by  the  nurae  and  priest — yow  energies^ 
Your  unsopbiBtVcaAed  vre\\<v3\aK», 
Taught  yo  to  scat  abo'^^i  V>[i^vc  ^^  ^^\KXsA  TvsSftA 
Of  Vioe  and  Virtue:'     Yb^tcs^v.  «tctAnx^\   ^^ 


I 
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hom  the  world  called  thy  husband,  wis  in  truth 

nworthj  of  thee. — A.  dull  plodding  wretch  I 

rith  whose  ignoble  nature  thy  free  spirit 

Idd  no  communion. — ^T  was  well  done,  fair  creature  1 

r  It  ft  the  independence  of  a  mind 

Crested — generated  I  would  saj — 

Free  as  ''that  diartered  libertine,  the  air.** 

Joj  to  thy  chosen  partner  I  blest  exchange  I 

Work  of  mysterions  sympathy  I  that  drew 

Tour  kindred  souls  by  *  *  « 

There  fled  the  noblest  q[>irit  I — ^Thc  most  pure, 

Most  sublimated  essence  that  ere  dwelt 

In  earthly  tabernacle.    Gone  thou  art, 

Exhaled,  dissolved,  difiiised,  commingled  now 

Into  and  wUh  the  all-absorbing  frame 

Of  Nature,  the  great  motlier.    Ev'n  in  life, 

While  stiD,  pent-up  in  flesh,  and  skin,  and  bones, 

My  thoughts  and  feelings  like  electric  flame 

Shot  through  the  solid  mass,  toward  the  source. 

And  blended  with  the  general  elements, 

When  thy  young  star  o'er  life's  horizon  hung 

Far  from  it's  zenith  yet  low  lagging  clouds 

(Vapors  of  earth)  obscured  its  heaven-bom  rays — 

Dull  jojrs  of  prejudice  and  superstition 

And  vulgar  decencies  begirt  thee  round ; 

And  thou  didst  wear  awhile  th*  unholy  bonds 

Of  "holy  matrimony  I**  and  didst  vail 

Awhile  thy  lofty  spirit  to  the  cheat. — 

But  reason  came — and  firm  pliilosophy. 

And  mild  philanthropy,  and  pointed  out 

The  shame  it  was — the  crying,  crushing  shame. 

To  curb  within  a  little  paltry  palo 

The  love  that  over  aU  created  things 

Should  be  <liffu5ivo  as  the  atmosphere. 

Tlien  did  tliy  boundless  tenilemess  expand 

Over  all  spacf — all  Hnimat«Hl  things 

And  tilings  inanimate.    Thou  hadst  a  heart, 

A  re^dy  tear  for  alt. — The  dying  whale, 
Stnaded  Mod  gasping — ripped  up  for  h^  bVad[^MK 
By  Man  the  7>rant — ^The  nnaU  smdkxDg  ipK| 
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Slswn  for  hin  nut — Th*;  down-tnuaplctl  Aqv 
Onulaed  by  li»  crtld.  foot.-^iUt,  «>d^  juhI  oO 
BhiiM  Id  thy  boondUm  qr™p>^^v«t  *od  \ 

Then  didst  theim  ejiam  U>r  wbifnp'nng  wnl^u^  Uuaf  1 
TliHl  dftred  to  call  M«e  *^  husbftoH/'  uul  to  tJaio^ 
A£  Iter  just  H^blf  f  upport  ftnd  lOTO  fhim  fA«*— 
Then  didst  tbou  *  •  •  • 


BL<CRW-OOD's   MIGAZISL 

There 'k  re^^^t  father, 

There  8  suiuew^nat  on  my  breast  I 
The  live-long  day  I  sigh,  father, 

At  night  I  can  not  rest ; 
I  can  not  take  my  rest,  father, 

Thoup^h  I  would  fain  do  so, 
A  weaiy  weight  oppresseth  me — 

The  weary  weiglit  of  woe ! 

'Tis  not  the  lack  of  gold,  father 

Nor  lack  of  worldly  gear; 
My  lands  are  broad  and  fair  to  see, 

My  friends  are  kind  and  dejir ; 
My  kin  are  leal  and  true,  father, 

They  mourn  to  see  my  grief, 
But  oh !  'tis  not  a  kinsman's  hand 

Can  give  my  heart  rehef I 

'Tis  not  that  Janet's  false,  father, 

'Tis  not  that  she's  unkind ; 
Though  busy  llatterors  swarm  around, 

I  know  her  constant  mind. 
'Tis  not  her  coldness,  father, 

That  chills  my  laboring  breast — 
Its  that  confounded  cucuiubet 
I  've  ate,  and  cant  digest*. 
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flE  MILLING-MATCH  BETWEEN  ENTELLUS  AND 
DARES. 

TRAHBLATKD   FROM   THE   nFTH  BOOK   OF  THE   iBHKID,    BT  ONI 
OF  TIIE   FANCT. 

THOMAS  MOOBE. 

With  dadcBetl*  high  upraised,  and  nob  held  back, 
In  awfy  prescience  of  the  impending  thwack^ 
Both  Eidiietf  stood — and  with  prelusive  spar^ 
And  light  manoeuv'ring,  kindled  up  the  war  I 
The  One,  in  bloom  of  youth — a  light-iveight  Hade — 
The  Other,  vast,  gigantic,  as  if  made, 
Express,  by  Nature  for  the  hammering  trade ; 
But  aged,  slow,  with  stiff  limbs,  tottering  much, 
And  longs,  that  lack'd  the  betlotm-mender'B  touch. 

Tet,  uprightly  to  the  Scratch  both  Bujfers  came. 
While  ribbere  rung  from  each  resounding  frame. 
And  divers  diga^  and  many  a  ponderoas  pelty 
Were  on  their  broad  bread-bcukets  heard  and  felt 
With  roving  aim,  but  aim  that  rarely  iiiiss'd, 
Bound  lugs  and  ogles  I  flow  tlic  frequent  fist ; 
While  showers  of  facers  told  .so  deadly  well. 
That  the  crushed  jaw-bones  crackled  as  tht^y  fell  I 
But  firmly  stood  Entellus — and  still  bright, 
Though  bent  by  ajfc,  with  all  The  Fancy's  liglit, 
Stopped  with  a  skill,  and  rallied  witli  a  fire 
The  Immortal  Fancy  could  alone  inspire  I 
While  Dabes,  shifting  round,  with  looks  of  thought^ 
An  opening  to  the  Cove's  huge  carcase  sought 
(like  Oeneral  Pbeston,  in  tliat  awful  hour, 
When  on  one  leg  he  hopp'd  to— take  tlie  Tower  I) 
And  here,  and  there,  explort^i  witli  active  ^n§ 
And  skillful /<rin<,  some  guanlloss  pa&i  to  win, 
And  prove  a  boring  guest  when  once  let  in. 
And  now  Entellus,  with  an  eye  that  plann'd 
Punishing  d«'o«Is,  hij^h  rais*^!  his  heavy  hand, 
But,  ere  die  sledffe  cunie  down,  yt^ung  Dares  spied 
His  shaiJow  o\'r  his  brow,  and  slipp  d  aside — 

/  fidTi  mad  Eyem,  §  Arm. 
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So  nimbi]  sUpp'd^  that  th<^  thih  iwiW  psaa'd 
Tlirovigh  ^  tnpty  air ;  arid  Oe^  so  bigb,  eo  vi«*^ 

Who  dfiili  the  i*u-t>ke,  cwme  thuudenng  to  Uie  grouadt 
Xot  B — OK — Oil — M  himself,  witb  bulkier  sound, 

w  Uproated  from  thv  ftrld  of  Whiggtsh  plories^ 
Pell  soijuif,  of  ]&!(.%  umoLi^  Uie  ftslODkL'd  TorieiB! 

*•  Instant  tJxe  J?in^  wtta  brobcj  ttuJ  sliouts  and  yells 
From  Troj       ™    '  ^  ^^  iliau  ^'uwiia 

Fill'd  Uift  toucb'd  with  grief  to 

His  pa/,*  V  jiaay  &  Iqrfr  ood  jyrw.j 

Thus  r^m^  CKSTfis  mu, 

And  piiyin  he  ^ttu^  old  man^ 

Uncow'd,  I  t^ri  he  catne^ 

Hi;?  U[nbs  ul  all  fl^ime. 

The  memo- J  les  jiaijLj 

Th(?  ^liume  Umv  bu^^hi  u».  ^iu.    l  should  see  bim 
All  fired  the  vetorjtn  3  p^wcA? — v*'Uh  fiiry  flushed, 
Full  on  Ills  light-limb'd  customer  he  rush'd — 
And  hammering  right  and  left,  with  ponderous  swing, 
Rujfiand  the  reeling  youngsU^r  round  the  Ring — 
Nor  rest,  nor  pause,  nor  breathing-time  was  given, 
But,  rapid  as  the  rattling  hail  from  heaven 
Beats  on  the  house-top,  showers  of  Randall's  shotX 
Around  the  Trojan's  lugs  flew  peppering  hot! 
Till  now  J^NEAS,  fill'd  with  anxious  dread, 
Rush'd  in  between  them,  and,  with  words  well-bred 
Preserved  alike  the  peace  and  Dares'  head. 
Both  which  the  veteran  much  inclined  to  break — 
Then  kindly  thus  the  punislCd  youth  bespake  : 

Poor  Johnny  Raw  I  what  madness  could  impel 
So  rtim  a  Flat  to  face  so  prime  a  Swell? 
Sees't  thou  not,  boy,  the  Fancy,  heavenly  Alaid, 
Herself  descends  to  tliis  great  Hammerer's  aid, 
And,  singhng  him  from  idl  hcv  flash  adorers, 
Shines  in  his  /u7.9,  and  thunders  in  his  floorers  f 
Then,  yield  thee,  youth — nor  such  a  spooney  be, 
To  think  mere  man  can  mill  a  Deity  1" 

Thus  spoke  the  Chief — and  now,  the  saimage  o'er, 
JJis  faithful  paA"?  the  do7je-up  D\iiv.a  bore 

•  Friend  ^  YM^•T  ot  -^^laasaT^mxAfeOika 

/  A  favorite  blow  of  the  Nonpaiwev:*,  ao  aOled. 
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Back  to  his  home,  with  tottering  gams^  sunk  heart. 

And  muna  and  noddle  pinkd  in  every  part 

While  firom  his  gob  the  guggling  claret  gush'd, 

And  lots  of  grinders,  from  their  sockets  crui.i  •>, 

Forth  with  the  crimson  tide  in  rattling  fragaients  rush*d  I 


NOT   A   SOUS    HAD    HE    GOT. 

[PABODT  ON  WOLFK^S   "  BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE."] 

R.   HARRIS   BARHAIC. 

Not  a  9oub  had  he  got — ^not  a  guinea  or  note, 

And  he  looked  confoundedly  flurried, 
As  he  bolted  away  without  paying  his  shot, 

And  the  Landlady  after  him  hurried. 

We  saw  him  again  at  dead  of  night, 

When  home  from  the  Club  returning; 
We  twigg*d  the  Doctor  beneath  the  light 

Of  the  gas-lamp  brilliantly  burning. 

All  bare,  and  exposed  to  the  midnight  dews, 

Reclined  in  the  gutter  we  found  him ; 
And  he  look'd  like  a  gentleman  taking  a  snooze. 

With  his  MartihaU  cloak  around  him. 

"  The  Doctor  *s  as  drunk  as  the  d ,"  we  said, 

And  we  managed  a  shutter  to  borrow ; 

We  raised  him,  and  sigh*d  at  the  thought  that  his  head 
Whould  "  consomedly  ache"  on  the  morrow. 

We  bore  him  home,  and  we  put  him  to  bed. 
And  we  told  his  wife  and  his  daughter 

To  give  him,  next  morning,  a  couple  of  red 
Herrings,  with  soda-water. — 

Loudly  they  talked  of  his  money  tliat  's  gone, 

And  his  Lady  began  to  upbraid  hvm\ 
But  UtUe  be  reck'd,  so  they  \et  bim  quotq  oa 
'NetUh  the  oounterpane  just  a»we^lA^LV^n^ 
18* 
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W^  tuckM  bim  in,  unil  hnfi  linniljr  dniin 
Wlj*^n,  ltoD€tttij  tht*  wintluw  colling^ 

8li>w!y  and  fthdlj  we  aU  wajk'd  down 
From  his  room  in  the  uppenuost  storj ; 

A  rusliligbt  wias  pUced  on  the  cold  hearth-atone, 
And  we  Icfl  him  alone  in  hia  glory  \  I 


RAISIKfG    THE    DEVIL. 

A  lAaXHn    OF   COASELIUS    AOEUPPA, 

*'  And  hast  thou  nerv;e  enough  ?"  he  said, 
That  gray  Old  Man,  above  whose  head 

Unnumbered  years  have  roll'd — 
"  And  hast  thou  nerve  to  view,"  he  cried, 
**  The  incarnate  Fiend  that  Heaven  defied ! — 

— Art  thou  indeed  so  bold  ? 

"  Say,  canst  Thou,  with  unshrinking  gaze, 
Sustain,  rash  youth,  tlie  withering  blaze 

Of  that  unearthly  eye, 
That  blasts  where'er  it  lights — the  breath 
That,  Uke  the  Simoom,  sc^atters  deatli 

On  all  that  yet  can  die  ! 

— "  Darest  thou  confront  that  fearful  form, 
That  rides  the  whirlwind,  and  the  storm, 

In  wild  unholy  revel  I — 
The  terrors  of  that  blasted  brow, 
Archangel's  once — though  ruin'd  now — 

— Ay — dar'st  thou  face  The  Devil  ?" — 

*'  I  dare  I^'  the  desperate  Youth  replied. 
And  placed  \um  by  tWt  OVX^axC^  «v^<i^ 
In  fierce  and  fva^-nXic  ^\ee, 
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Unblenched  his  cheek,  and  firm  his  limb 
— "  No  paltry  juggling  Fiend,  but  Him  ! 
— ^Thk  Devil  ! — I  fain  would  see  1 — 

"  In  all  his  Gk>rgon  terrors  clad, 

His  worst,  his  fellest  shape !"  the  Lad 

Rejoined  in  reckless  tone. — 
— "  Have  then  thy  wish  1"  Agrippa  said, 
And  sigh'd  and  shook  his  hoary  head, 

With  many  a  bitter  groan. 

He  drew  the  mystic  circle's  bomid. 
With  skuU  and  cross-bones  fenc'd  around; 
He  traced  full  many  a  sigil  there ; 
He  mutter'd  many  a  backward  prayV, 

That  sounded  like  a  curse — 
"  He  comes  I" — he  cried  with  wild  grimace, 
""  The  fellest  of  ApoDyon*s  race  I" 
— ^Tben  in  his  startled  pnpfl*s  face 

He  dash'd— an  Emptt  Pubsb  ! ! 


THE  LONDON  UNIVERSITY;* 

OR,   STDOCOMALKR  TRIUXPHANS. 

m  Qov  TO  ■■  ntBroBxxD  ov  thx  orsxnvo  or  ths  nw  oouaoc 

R.   RARRIS  BARHAM. 

Wrbnb'kr  with  pitying  eye  I  view 
Each  operative  sot  in  town, 

I  smile  to  think  how  wondrous  few 

Qet  drunk  who  study  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  *ve  Got  in  town. 

What  precious  fools  "  The  People"  grew, 

Their  alma  mater  not  in  town ; 
The  ^uaefal  classes"  hardly  knew 


4M  PA     OOlBft    A.^D    fitJltLfiBQrefl. 

Four  V  Aa  oamposed  of  two  snd  two^ 

nntil  fj>ry  If'iuTaed  it  at  Lb?  U- 

ntvetHity  we  *To  Got.  in  lowu^ 
iiivcraity  we  'vo  Goi  m  ioi*ti. 

But  DOW  Uwy  're  taught  by  JoRgrn  He- 
rn, by  fbr  Uw  deveren  Soot  in  town, 


J 


1  Tlieir  0* 
From  hi 

re  'VH  Gol  in  town— 
re 'to  Got  in  town. 

Then  L-                              im  how  tew 
Can  cap,                               own, 

He  boats  the  fiimed  Moniietir  Owux^ 
And  teaches  dancing  at  the  TJ- 

niversity  we  've  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town. 

4 


And  Gilchrist,  see,  that  great  Geentoo- 
Professor,  has  a  lot  in  town 

Of  Cockney  boys  who  fog  Hindoo, 

And  lam  Jem-nasties  at  the  U- 

niversity  we've  Gi3t  in  toifvii — 
niversity  we  've  Got  in  town. 

Sam  R corpse  of  vampire  hue, 

Comes  from  its  grave  to  rot  in  town ; 

For  Bays  the  dead  bard  's  crowned  with  Yew, 

And  chant.s,  the  Pleasures  of  the  U- 

niversity  we  've  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  've  Got  in  town. 

Frank  Jeffrey,  of  the  Scotch  Review, — 

Whom  Moore  had  nearly  shot  in  town, — 
Now,  with  his  pamphlet  stitched  in  blue 
And  yellow,  d — ns  the  other  two. 
But  lauds  the  ever-glorious  U- 
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Qrast  BiSBicK,  king  of  chips  and  g^ 

Who  paper  oft  does  blot  in  town, 
From  the  Mechanics*  Institu- 
tion, comes  to  prate  of  wedge  and  screw, 
LcTer  and  axle  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Gk)t  in  town — 
niversity  we  Ve  €k>t  in  town. 

LosD  WArrHAMy  who  long  since  withdrew 
From  Mansion  House  to  cot  in  town ; 

Adorned  with  diair  of  ormolu, 

An  daikly  grand,  like  Prince  Lee  Boo, 

Lectures  on  JVee  Ihide  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town. 

Fat  F ,  with  his  ooat  of  blue, 

Who  speedies  makes  so  hot  in  tQwn, 

Li  rhetoric,  spelta  his  lectures  through, 

And  sounds  the  V  for  W, 

The  vay  they  speaks  it  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town. 

Then  H ^i  comes,  who  late  at  New- 
gate Maricet,  sweetest  spot  in  town  I 

Instead  of  one  derk  popp'd  in  two, 

To  make  a  place  for  his  ne-phew. 

Seeking  another  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town. 

There 's  Captain  Ross,  a  traveler  true, 
Has  just  presented,  what  in  town- 
's an  article  of  great  viriu 
(The  telescope  he  once  peep*d  through, 
And  'q[>ied  an  Esquimaux  canoe 
On  Croker  Mountains),  to  th^  IT- 

niversity  we  *ve  Gk>t  in  town^ 
niversity  we  've  Qoi  in  town. 

Since  Micrail  gives  no  roast  nor  stew^ 
Where  Whigs  might  eat  and  igiloiVikUnr^ 
And  8WiU  hia  poet,  and  wwyjhwC  Ymm^ 


48t  PJk'      >]IIBt^     AND     |iritL£fi^U«ll- 

Poor  i  IKCTT  flip*  W*  water  grti^ 

iiiv^mty  we  've  Got  Id  town— 
mv^ermty  we  've  (Jot  m  u>#o. 


Xhere'  .  Jeary  Bestmam  and  liis  ort^w, 

Naa  es  ne'er  to  be  forgot  in  town, 
In  8V     iTkS  like  Baaquo'a  long  b 
TuA  ^ 

Comfr  t  I  U- 

wV*G»>tiiiiowD- 
^  we  't»  Got  in  town- 

To  croi  pie  queue — 

Anol  Etowiv 

Twitch:  skew. 

Behold  tr^tneiiuf,.  ^ROros- 

AM !  Law  Professor  w  uie  u- 

niversity  we  've  Got  in  town— 
Diversity  we  *ve  Got  in  town. 

Grand  chorus: 

Huzza !  huzza !  for  Harry  Brough- 
am !  Law  Professor  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  've  Got  in  town — 
niversity  we  've  Got  in  town. 


DOMESTIC    POEMS. 

THOMAS   HOOD. 
I. 
GOOD-NIGHT. 

TnK  sun  was  slumbering  in  the  west,  my  daily  labors  past ; 
On  Anna's  soft  and  gentle  breast  my  head  reclined  at  last  ; 
The  darkness  closed  around,  so  dear  to  fond  congenial  souls ; 
And  thus  she  murmured  in  my  ear,  "  My  love,  we  're  out  of  coals  I 

"That  Mister  Bond  has  called  agam,  "\T\s\aVm^  cm\^ T«a\.-, 
And  all  the  Todds  are  coming  up  U>  see  ua,oM\.  oi  ILsuX.-, 


PASODIX8    AND    BUBLX8QUS8.  428 

^uite  forgot  to  tell  you  John  has  had  a  tipsy  Mi ; — 

m  sure  there  *8  something  going  on  with  that  vile  Mary  Hall  I 

HisB  BeU  has  bought  the  sweetest  silk,  and  I  have  bought  the 

rest — 
f  oourse,  if  we  go  out  of  town,  Southend  will  be  the  best 
really  think  the  Jones's  house  would  be  the  thing  for  us  ; 
think  I  told  you  Mrs.  Pope  had  parted  with  her  nus — 

Code,  by  the  way,  came  up  to-day,  to  bid  me  suit  myself—- 
nd,  what'd  ye  think?  the  rats  have  gnawed  the  victuals  on 

dieshdC 
nd,  Lord  I  there 's  such  a  letter  come,  inviting  you  to  fight  I 
f  coarse  you  don*t  intend  to  go— God  bless  you,  dear,  good- 

ni^tr 


n. 

▲  PABBHTAL   ODB  TO  MT  SON,   AGKD   THREB   TEARS    AKD  nTM 
MONTHS. 

Thou  happy,  happy  elf  I 
(But  stop— first  let  me  kiss  away  that  tear)— 

Thou  tiny  image  of  myself! 
(My  love,  he  *s  poking  peas  into  his  ear  I) 

Thou  merry,  laughing  sprite ! 

With  spirits  feather-light, 
Untouched  by  sorrow,  and  unsoiled  by  sin — 
(Oood  heavens!  the  child  is  swallowing  a  pin !) 

Thou  little  tricksy  Puck ! 
With  antic  toys  so  funnily  bestuck, 
Light  as  the  singing  bird  that  wings  the  air — 
(The  door !  the  door !  he  '11  tumble  down  the  stair  I) 

Thou  darling  of  thy  sire  I 
(Why,  Jane,  he  11  set  his  pinafore  afire  I) 

Thou  imp  of  mirth  and  joy ! 
In  Love's  dear  chain  so  strong  and  bright  a  Imk, 
Then  idd  of  thy  parents — (Drat  the  boy  I 

There  goes  my  ink !) 

Tboa  cherub— but  of  eaitb ; 
fUplMjrMow  for  Fays,  by  woaoi^t  ipak^ 
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In  bATtnlcs  tport  and  mirths 

(That  dog  will  bile  him  if  he  pulU  ita  tail  I) 
Thou  bumikti  hutntning*beej  extr^ictin^  honey 

From  every  blosaom  in  the  worM  that  blows, 
Sioging  in  youth's  tjlyfiiam  «ver  suiiny, 

(Aiigther  tumble  I — th»l^9  his  precious  nose  1) 


Thi  ope ! 

(He  'U  brcaJc  skipping-rope  I) 

Witb  pure  h  tun  Nature'^  j 

(Where  did . 

Thoi  fvo  I 

(He  11  have  tl  (iier  aliove  f) 

Deal  tntiQ^  Qoat! 

(Are  1 lial^eBt?) 

Little  epitome  ot  mim  i 
(He  '11  climb  upon  the  table,  that's  his  plan  I) 
Touched  with  the  beauteous  tints  of  dawning  lile 

(He  's  got  a  knife  !) 

Thou  enviable  being ! 
No  storms,  no  clouds,  in  thy  bUie  sky  foreseeing, 

Play  on,  play  on, 

My  elfin  John! 
Toss  the  light  ball — bestride  the  stick — 
(I  knew  so  many  cakes  would  make  him  sick  !) 
With  fancies,  buoyant  as  the  thistle-down. 
Prompting  the  face  gi'otesque,  and  antic  brisk, 

With  many  a  lamb-Uke  frisk, 
(He 's  got  tlie  scissors,  snipping  at  your  gown  1) 


Tliou  pretty  opening  rose  I 
(Go  to  your  mother,  child,  and  wipe  your  nose  I) 
Balmy  and  breathing  music  hke  the  South, 
(He  really  brings  my  heart  into  my  mouth !) 
Fresh  as  the  mom,  and  brilliant  as  its  star — 
(I  wish  that  window  had  an  iron  bar  I) 
Bold  as  tlie  hawk,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove — 

(I  'U  tell  you  v;\\a.t,  irv^  \o\-e, 
I  can  not  write,  unless  be 's  sewt  aXiON^V) 
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III. 
A   ti£K£NADK. 

"LcLLABT.O,  lullaby  r 
Thus  I  heard  a  futhcr  cry, 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  1 
The  brat  will  never  shut  an  eye ; 
Hither  come,  some  power  divine ! 
Ckwe  his  lids,  or  opi^n  mine  !*' 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby! 
What  the  devil  makes  him  cry  ? 

LoQaby,  O,  lullaby  I 
Sdn  he  stares — I  wonder  why, 
Why  are  not  the  sons  of  earth 
Blind,  like  puppies,  from  their  birth?" 

"Lullaby,  O,  lullaby!" 
Thus  I  heard  the  father  cry ; 

"LulUby,0,  lullaby! 
Mary,  you  must  come  and  try ! — 
Hush,  0,  hush,  for  mercy's  sake — 
The  more  I  sing,  the  more  you  wake !" 

"Lullaby,  0,lulUby! 
Fie,  you  little  creature,  fie ! 

Lullaby,  O,  lullaby! 
Is  no  poppy-syrup  nigh  ? 
Oive  him  somo,  or  give  him  all, 
I  am  nodding  to  his  fall !" 

"Lullaby,  O,  lullaby! 
Two  such  nights  and  I  shall  die  I 

Lullaby,  O,  luUaby  I 
He  11  be  bruised,  and  so  shall  I — 
How  can  I  from  bed-posts  keep, 
When  I  *m  walking  in  my  sleep!" 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby! 
Sleep  hij  very  looks  deny — 
LuUMby,OluUahy\ 
Nkture  soon  will  stupefy — 


4m 


^IntkbffBodw 


Inflezibimj  li  not 

Itf— ttov  and  rtta 

ettlon  soiag  wkto 

bat  T^kdf  to  wear 

men— ready  to  em^**' 

with  the  OermaxL,  lijrhi  iri^u  . 


It,  DKfuUMt  of  f^rtd-ilMtrotP*'** 
iwlaff.  tt  n  wd,  for  d«iu«i  T*fW" 
Ifli  nn  b«  heliHSd,  with  iDj  **■ 
irlntUn,  or  Miibiinmed*»-*'*^ 
the  riobnir— in  than,  ft>r  ft<^ 


the  Roman,  backward  In  coiolng  fornf  ^ 

blllty,  amiability,  rotiiHiutlfrntl  d^nbllUj-,  ^aenl  •tfllty,  and  iiaiv<^rt»)  ^l^'^'^* 
It  would  be  hard  to  find  a  parallel  to  the  |?reafc  Ponn." — PntST*B  ChaeactbM*^ 
OF  A  Settler. 

0  I  Patent  Pen-inventing  Perrian  Perry  ! 

Friend  of  tlie  goose  and  gander, 
That  now  unplucked  of  their  quill-feathers  wander, 
Cackling,  and  gabbling,  dabbling,  making  meriy, 

Al)Out  the  happy  fen, 
Untroubled  for  one  penny-worth  of  pen, 
For  which  they  chant  thy  praise  all  Britain  through, 

From  Goose-Green  unto  Gander-Cleugh  I — 


Friend  to  all  Author-kind — 
Whether  of  Poet  or  of  Prose r — 
Thou  art  composer  unto  the  composer 
Of  pens — yea,  patent  veliicles  for  Mind 
To  can  y  it  on  jaunts,  or  more  extensive 

Perrt/grinations  tlirough  the  realms  of  thought ; 
Each  plying  from  the  Comic  to  tlie  Pensive, 

An  Omnibus  of  intellectual  sort; 

Modern  improvements  in  their  course  we  feel ; 
And  while  to  iron  railroads  heavy  wares. 
Dry  goods  and  human,  bodies^  ipa^y  \)ftea  ^w^^ 
Mind  flics  on  steel, 
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To  Pcnritli,  Peniliyn.  oven  to  Ponzancc; 

Nay.  jH'iif'tratc:*,  porcliancc, 
To  Pennsylvania,  or,  without  rash  vaunts, 
To  where  the  Penguin  haunts ! 

In  times  bygone,  when  each  man  cut  his  qoill, 

With  little  Perryan  skill. 
What  horrid,  awkwiuxl,  bungling  tools  of  trade 
Appeared  the  writing  Implements  home-made  I 

^What  Pens  were  sliced,  hewed,  hacked,  and  haggled  out^ 

8&t  or  mislit,  with  many  a  various  snout, 

Aquiline,  Boman,  crooked,  square,  and  snubby, 
Stumpy  and  stubby ; 

Some  capable  <^  ladye-billets  neat. 

Some  only  fit  for  ledger-keeping  clerk, 

And  some  to  grub  down  Peter  Stubbs  his  mark^ 

Or  smudge  through  some  iUegible  receipt ; 

Others  in  florid  caligraphic  plans, 

Equal  to  ships,  and  wiggy  heads,  and  swans ! 

To  try  in  any  common  inkstands,  then. 
With  all  their  misceUaneous  stocks. 

To  find  a  decent  pen. 
Was  like  a  dip  into  a  lucky  box : 

You  drew — and  got  one  very  curiy. 
And  split  like  endive  in  some  hurly-burly  ; 
The  next  unslit,  and  square  at  end,  a  spade ; 
The  third,  incipient  pop-gun,  not  yet  made ; 
The  fourth  a  broom ;  the  GAh  of  no  avail, 

Turned  upwanl,  like  a  rabbit's  tail ; 
And  last,  not  least,  by  way  of  a  relief, 
A  stump  that  Master  Richard,  James  or  John, 
Had  tried  liis  candle-cookery  upon. 
Making  '*  roast-bo<'f !" 

Not  so  thy  Porryan  Pens ! 
Tnio  to  their  M*h  an<l  N's, 
They  do  not  with  a  whizzing  zig-zag  split, 
Straddle,  turn  up  their  nose^  sulk,  and  spit| 
Or  drop  lurfsv  (Jof5, 
Hugh  fall-stop  biota, 
Where  even  semicolons  were  unfit. 
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ThcT  will  not  frizefc  up,  or,  broom^Uk^,  «Jrorf^ 

III  Bailie  aludf^<? — 
Nay,  bouj^'lit  ftt  proper  '^  Pftteat  Perry  an"  shop^ 
Tliry  write  jfooJ  ^atiimar,  sc-iidc,  wid  mind  ti»iu***1 
Compo!*u  bi>lb  prose  ftnJ  Vf?rso,  th*?  sad  and  luwrj''^ 
For  when  the  editor,  whose  poina  ooinpae 
The  jfTown-up  Annual,  or  the  JnTtaiile, 
Vftunteth  hiB  Mticlce^  not  womcn^s,  men's, 
Bat  lays  *^hy  the  rnosi  eeWbi^ted  Pens^" 
Whftt  nicwns  he  but  thy  Pnt^nt  Ptni^  ray  Peti^T 

Pleasant  they  are  to  feel  I 
So  firm  I  so  lit'xibl*^  \  oomposed  of  steel 
So  finely  tampered — fit  for  tendere»t  Miw 

To  give  her  passion  breath. 
Or  kingg  to  sign  the  warrant  stern  of  death — 
But  their  ^upreniuat  merit  9.u\\  \<  tl^i^ 

Writ<*  with  them  all  your  days, 
Trat^edy,  Comedy,  all  kinds  of  plays — 
(No  dramatist  should  ever  be  without  'em) — 

And,  just  conceive  the  bliss — 
Tliere  is  so  little  of  the  goose  about  'em, 

One  's  safe  from  any  hiss ! 
Ah  !  who  can  paint  that  first  great  awful  night, 

Big  with  a  blessing  or  a  blight, 
Wlien  the  i)oor  dramatist,  all  fume  and  fret, 
Fuss,  fidget,  fancy,  fever,  funking,  fright, 
Ferment,  fault-fearing,  faintness — more  f  s  yet : 
Flushed,  frigid,  flurried,  flinching,  fitful,  flat, 
Add  famished,  fuddled,  and  fatigued,  to  that  *, 
Funeral,  fate-foreboding — sits  in  doubt, 
Or  rather  doubt  with  hope,  a  wretched  marriage^ 
To  see  his  play  upon  the  stage  come  out ; 
No  stage  to  him  1  it  is  Thalia's  carriage, 
And  ho  is  sitting  on  the  spikes  behind  it, 
Striving  to  look  as  if  he  did  n't  mind  it  I 

Witness  how  Beazley  vents  upon  his  hat 
His  nervousness,  meanwhile  his  fixte  is  dealt : 
Ho  kueads,  molds,  pmmnd*  \X,  aud  ?>\l$.  \t  ^a.t, 
Squeezes  and  twists  it  v\p,  ww^XV  \\ie  ^^W, 
That  went  a  beaver  in,  comes  out  ?vy».\.\ 
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Em  Mitford  had  mis-giyiniifS)  and  in  fright, 

Upon  Rienzi*8  night, 
Jnawed  up  one  long  kid  ^oye,  and  all  her  bag, 

Quite  to  a  rag. 
Knowles  has  confessed  he  trembled  as  for  life, 

Afraid  ofhis  own  "  Wife ;" 
Fbole  told  me  that  he  felt  a  monstrous  pail 
Of  water  baddng  him,  all  down  his  q[>ine— 
**  The  ice-brook's  temper" — pleasant  to  the  chine  I 
For  fear  that  Simpson  and  his  Co.  should  fitiL 
Bid  Lord  Glengall  not  frame  a  mental  prayer, 
Wishing  devoutly  he  was  Lord  knows  where  ? 
Nay,  did  not  Jerrold,  in  enormous  drouth, 
While  doubtful  of  Nell  Gwynne*s  eventful  luck, 

Squeeze  out  and  suck 
More  oranges  with  his  one  fevered  mouth 
Than  Nelly  had  to  hawk  from  north  to  south  ? 
Yea,  Buckstonc,  changing  color  like  a  mullet^ 
Befused,  on  an  occasion,  once,  twice,  thrice. 
From  his  best  friend,  an  ice, 
Lest  it  should  hiss  iu  his  own  re<l-hot  gullet 

Doth  punning  Peake  not  sit  upon  the  points 
Ofhis  own  jokes,  and  shake  in  all  his  joints. 

During  their  trial  ? 

*Tis  past  diMiial. 
Ami  docs  not  PtKTock,  ft»eling,  like  a  peacock, 
All  eyes  upon  him,  turn  to  very  meacock  ? 
And  does  not  PUncho,  tremulous  and  blank, 
Meanwhile  his  personages  tread  the  boards, 

Seem  goaded  by  sharp  swords, 
And  called  upon  himself  to  "  walk  the  plank  ?" 
As  for  the  Dance.«<,  Charle:*  and  George  to  boot, 

What  have  they  more 
Of  ease  and  rest,  for  sole  of  either  foot, 
Than  bear  that  capers  on  a  hotted  floor  I 

Thus  pending— does  not  Matthews,  at  sad  shift 
For  voice,  croak  like  a  frog  m  waicre  fenny  ? —         ^ 
8eHe  seem  upon  the  surly  seas  adrid? — 
And  Kenny  think  he 's  going  to  KiikeiiD^  t — 


Mt*. 


Of  fcotton  . 

About 
Big  as  a  Tlui 

Or  not  to  t 
Did  Wide  I 
And  waa  d 
Lastlyj  don 

Quake  at  tl 

And  ere  its 

A  frig 

I  A  ppirit-bc 

.  A  leftQL 

'  A  thun. 
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f  feel  Old  dittP,  witJii  thfl  noU 
iuA  eoTj  a  FDortol  gmppk: 
is  arma,  luad  Aden's  n^tplf^ 
Butch  codling  in  hlA  tLroAt  ? 

on  bia  Ghimuej-plew^  d^re 

e  a  jump  into  the  ILrv  ? 

&1  »  composed  as  muaic  «>ot 

T>— _^i.. "rvouaMtfi? 

to  cator, 
1  himself? 

]n 

stflwtfT 


To  clench  the  ii»ic% 
Myself,  once  gnilty  of  one  small  rash  act, 
Committed  at  the  Surrey, 
Quite  in  a  hurry, 
Felt  all  tills  flurry, 
Corporal  worry. 
And  spiritual  scurry, 
Dram-devil — attic  curry  I 
All  going  well, 
From  prompter's  bell, 
Until  befell 
A  liissing  at  some  dull  imperfect  dunce — 

There  's  no  denying 
I  felt  in  all  four  elements  at  once ! 
My  head  was  swimming,  while  my  arms  were  flying  I 
My  legs  for  running — all  the  rest  was  frying  I 


Thrice  welcome,  then,  for  this  peculiar  use. 

Thy  pens  so  innocent  of  goose  1 
For  tliis  shall  dramatists,  when  they  make  merry, 
Discarding  port  and  sherry, 
Drink— "Perry  I" 
Perry,  whose  fame,  pennated,  is  let  loose 

To  distant  lands, 
Perry,  admitted  on  a\V  Viauda, 
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Text,  miming,  German,  Roman, 
For  Patent  Penyans  approached  by  no  man ! 
And  when,  ah  me  I  far  distant  be  the  hour  I 
Pluto  shall  call  thee  to  his  gloomy  bower, 
Many  shall  be  thy  pensive  mourners,  many  I 
And  Penury  itself  shall  dub  its  penny 
To  raise  thy  monument  in  lofty  place. 
Higher  ihaa  York's  or  any  son  of  War ; 
While  time  all  meaner  effi^es  shall  bury, 

On  due  pentagonal  base 
Shall  stand  the  Parian,  Perryan,  periwigged  Perry, 
Perched  on  the  proudest  peak  of  Penman  Mawr  1 


A  THEATRICAL  CURIOSITY. 

cruikshakk's  omnibus. 
Once  in  a  bam  theatric,  deep  in  Kent, 

A  famed  tragedian-^ne  of  tuneful  tongue — 

Appeared  for  that  night  only — ^'t  was  Oliarles  Young. 
As  Rolla  he.    And  as  that  Innocent, 
The  Child  of  hapless  Cora,  on  there  went 

A  smiling,  fair-haired  girl    She  scarcely  flung 

A  shadow,  as  she  walk'd  the  lamps  among — 
So  light  she  seem'd,  and  so  intelligent  I 
That  child  would  Rolla  bear  to  Cora's  lap : 

Snatching  the  creature  by  her  tiny  gown, 
He  plants  her  on  his  shoulder, — ^AU,  all  clap ! 

While  all  with  praise  the  Infant  Wonder  crown, 
She  lisps  in  Rolla's  ear, — "  Look  out,  old  chap, 

Or  else  Fm  blow*d  if  you  donH  have  me  down  r 


8IDD0NS  AND  HER  MAID, 

W.   S.   LANDOS. 

SiddoTU.    1  leave,  and  unreluctant,  the  repast ; 
The  herb  of  China  is  its  crown  at  last. 
Mdiden I  bast  thou  a  thimble  in  thy  geac^ 
MftH     Yes,  missus,  yes. 


Siddouf.     Theji,  mrudeiij  pl&oe  it  hert% 
With  penetra.t«i^  pen*?tr»ting  eyesi 

Maid.     Miue  ?  miasus  I  are  tijey  f 

Siddoti^.     Cbildl  thou  art  unwiw* 
Of  detftUea*]  not  of  woman's  ejca,  I  sp&ke, 

Jfoii.     O  dear  m^ !  miaous,  what  a  si*d  miitako  t 

51ui(foiw,     Now  coast  thou  teU  me  wliat  waa  Uiat  ^^  ^ 
Athenian  T  dread  ? 

Maid.     }  »a't^y,notI, 


Sidd^m4, 

Maid,     h  y^  omdam  1 

If  1  wart  foiv.  e  bad  >.trL 

jSSfaWoJi*.  ^hrewmql  *tiHiiivain 

That  Shakspear^n  Linabes  again. 


THE  SECRET  SORROW. 

PUHCH. 
Oil  1  let  me  from  the  festive  board 

To  tliee,  my  motlier,  flee  ; 
And  be  my  secret  sorrow  shared 

By  thee — by  only  thee  I 

In  vain  they  spread  the  gUtt'ring  store, 

The  rich  repast^  in  vain ; 
Let  others  seek  enjoyment  there, 

To  me  'tis  only  pain. 

There  was  a  word  of  kind  advice — 

A  whisper  soft  and  low, 
But  oh  I  that  one  resistless  smile ! 

Alas !  why  was  it  so  ? 

No  blame,  no  blame,  my  motlier  dear, 

Do  I  \mpv\lc  lo  you^ 
But  since  1  atii  lYiat  ci\irrasi\.  VaxV. 

I  don  t  kuo'w  v7\:iaX  to  ^o\ 
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►  NG  FOR  PUNCH  DRINKERS. 

AITXB  80HILLEB. 


PUNCH. 


FouB  be  the  elcmente, 
Here  we  aasemble  'em, 

Each  of  man's  world 
And  existence  an  emblem. 

Press  from  the  lemon 
The  slow  flowing  juices — 

Bitter  is  life 
In  its  lessons  and  uses. 

Bruise  the  fair  sugar  lumps — 

Nature  intended 
Her  sweet  and  severe 

To  bo  everywhere  blended. 

Pour  the  still  water — 
Unwaming  by  sound, 

Eternity's  ocean 

Is  hemming  us  round. 

Mingle  the  spirit, 

The  life  of  the  bowl- 
Man  is  an  earth-clod 

Unwarmed  by  a  soul  I 

Drink  of  the  stream 
Ere  its  potency  goes  I — 

No  bath  is  refre^ng 
Except  while  it  glows  I 


SONG  OF  THE  HUMBUGGED  HUSBAND. 

HJMCIL 

See  's  not  what  fancy  painted  her — 

Tm  sadly  taken  in : 
Ifaome  one  else  hod  won  hor,  1 
Should  not  have  cared  a  p*n^ 
19 


I  ihought  that  ah<?  was  mild  aad  good 

As  matden  e*er  ooiUd  be ; 
I  wondor  how  abc  <?vcr  tould 

Have  00  much  humbugged  mc; 

Thej  duster  round  and  shake  my  haad — 

They  tell  me  I  iim  blest : 
My  case  they  do  not  understand^ 

I  tliink  that  I  know  best 

They  s»y  she  *6  fbiresl  of  the  fair — 
They  drive  me  m^d  and  m&dd^* 
What  do  they  tnoftu  by  it  ?    I  swear, 

I  only  wish  they  had  her, 

'Tis  true  that  she  has  lovely  locks, 

That  on  her  shoulders  fall ; 
What  would  they  say  to  see  the  box 
In  which  she  keeps  them  all  ? 

Her  taper  fingers,  it  is  true, 

'Twere  difficult  to  match : 
'What  would  they  say  if  they  but  knew 

How  terribly  they  scratch  ? 


TEMPERANCE    SONG. 

PUNCR 

Ais.— Friend  of  my  bouL 

Friend  of  my  soul,  this  water  sip, 

Its  strength  you  need  not  fear  ; 
'Tis  not  so  luscious  as  egg-flip, 

Nor  half  so  strong  as  beer. 
Like  Jenkins  when  he  writes, 

It  can  not  touch  the  mind ; 
Unlike  what  he  indites, 

No  nausea  leaves  bebia^ 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED  TO   **    ♦**♦    ♦♦♦♦♦   qN   THE  2»TH   OF  SEPTEMBER, 
WHEN   WE   PARTED   FOR   THE   LAST  TIME. 

PUNOS. 

I  HAVE  watch'd  thee  with  rapture,  and  dwelt  on  thy  charms, 
As  iink'd  in  Love's  fetters  we  wanderM  each  day ; 

And  each  night  I  have  sought  a  new  life  in  thy  arms, 
And  sigh'd  that  our  union  could  last  not  for  aye. 

Bat  thy  life  now  depends  on  a  frail  silken  thread, 
Which  I  even  by  kindness  may  cruelly  sever, 

And  I  look  to  the  moment  of  parting  with  dread. 
For  I  feel  that  in  parting  I  lose  thee  forever. 

Sole  being  that  cherish*d  my  poor  troubled  heart  I 
Thou  know*st  all  its  secrets— each  joy  and  each  grief; 

And  in  sharing  them  all  thou  did'st  ever  impart 
To  its  sorrows  a  gentle  and  soothing  relief 

The  last  of  a  long  and  affectionate  race. 
As  thy  days  are  declining  I  love  thee  the  more. 

For  I  feel  that  thy  loss  I  can  never  replace — 
That  thy  death  will  but  leave  me  to  weep  and  deplore. 

Unchanged,  thou  shalt  live  in  the  mem*ry  of  years, 
I  can  not — ^I  will  not — forget  what  thou  wert  I 

Whib  the  thoughts  of  thy  love  as  they  call  forth  my  tears, 
In  fancy  will  wash  thee  once  mort — mt  last  shirt. 


MADNESS. 


Tnu  is  a  madness  of  the  heart,  not  head — 
That  in  some  bosoms  wages  endless  war ; 
J&erv  Ja  a  throe  when  other  pangs  are  dead, 
HuU  abskee  the  system  to  its  utmoifc  coc^ 
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Tbere  u  &  ti?ar  more  bedding  thttn  Uie  brme 
ThDt  streams  from  out  the  foutitain  of  tht  tj«f 

Ajid  like  Uie  Iflvu  leaves  a  soorcUuJ  line^ 
Ail  in  its  fiery  couwe  it  rusheth  by. 

What  U  that  madness  ?  la  it  envy,  katev 
Or  jouloiisy  more  cruel  than  the  grave, 

With  all  iho  atiecdanta  that  o[KHi  it  wait 

And  make  the  victim  uow  deepairj  dow  ravoT 

It  is  when  hunger,  cUm'ring  for  relief, 

Heara  a  shrill  voice  esckim^  "  That  grcccleaa  ainner, 
Tlie  cook,  htks  b(H;n,  and  gone,  and  burnt  the  beef. 

And  spilt  tUe  tort— in  ahort^slte  'a  dish'd  thediimHl 


THE    BANDIT'S    FATE. 

PUNCH. 

He  wore  a  brace  of  pistols  the  night  when  first  we  met, 
His  deep-lined  brow  was  frowning  beneath  his  wig  of  jet; 
His  footsteps  had  the  moodiness,  his  voice  the  hollow  tone, 
Of  a  l^andit-chief,  who  feels  remorse,  and  tears  his  hair  alone — 
I  saw  him  but  at  half-price,  yet  methinks  I  see  him  now, 
In  the  tableau  of  the  last  act,  with  the  blood  upon  his  brow* 

A  private  bandit's  belt  and  boots,  when  next  we  met^  he  wore ; 

His  salary,  he  told  me,  was  lower  than  before ; 

And  standing  at  the  0.  P.  wing  he  strove,  and  not  in  vain. 

To  borrow  half  a  sovereign,  which  he  never  paid  again. 
I  saw  it  but  a  moment — and  I  wish  I  saw  it  now — 
As  he  buttoned  up  his  pocket  with  a  condescending  bow. 

And  once  again  we  met;  but  no  bandit  chief  was  there  ; 
His  rouge  was  off,  and  gone  that  head  of  once  luxuriant  hair: 
He-  lodges  in  a  two-pair  back,  and  at  the  public  near. 
He  can  not  liquidate  his  "  chalk,"  or  wipe  away  his  beer. 
I  saw  him  sad  and  seedy,  yet  m^lXvmVs.^  ^^\\vca\iQr«^ 
In  the  tableau  of  the  last  acl,  wvOa  tW\>\oo^  xxvc^xv\iia\sw«. 
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LINES    WRITTEN    AFTER   A   BATTLE. 

BT  AN  ABSISTAITT  SUBOEON  OF  THE  NINETEENTH   NANKEENS. 

PUNCH. 

Stiff  are  the  warrior's  muscles, 

Ck>ngeal'd,  alas  I  his  chyle ; 
No  more  in  hostile  tussles 

Will  he  excite  his  bile. 
Dry  is  the  epidermis, 

A  vein  no  longer  bleeds — 
And  the  communis  vermis 

Upon  the  warrior  feeds. 

Compressed,  alas  I  the  thorax, 

That  throbbed  with  joy  or  pain ; 
Not  e'en  a  dose  of  borax 

Could  make  it  throb  again. 
Dried  up  the  warrior's  throat  is, 

AH  shattered  too,  his  head : 
Still  is  the  epiglottis — 

The  warrior  is  dead. 


TEDS  PHRENOLOGIST  TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

PUNCH. 

TiouGR  largely  developed's  my  organ  of  order, 
And  though  I  possess  my  destructivencss  small, 

On  suicide,  dearest,  you  Tl  force  me  to  border, 
If  thus  you  are  deaf  to  my  vehement  call 

For  thee  veneration  is  daily  extending, 
On  a  head  that  for  want  of  it  once  was  quite  flat; 

If  thus  with  my  passion  I  find  you  contending, 
My  organs  will  swell  till  they  've  knocked  off  my  hat 

I  know,  of  perceptions,  I  'vc  none  of  the  clearest ; 

For  while  I  believe  that  by  thee  I  'm  b«te\«d^ 
I'm  told  at  my  pa&<ion  thou  secretly  8aeeT«a>\»\ 
But  oh  I  mnj  tiie  truth  unto  me  ne^«c  Vm  igKorvtAX 


438  PABODtBB    AXD    BUSLKSQUX4- 

I  *I1  fly  to  Dtvilk,  ftnd  a  cast  of  my  forchetd 
I'llfieml  imw  Uw*!^ — thea  upoa  theeI*U<^ 

Kejectiun— iklna  !  to  thr.  lovjer  how  horrid — 


THE    CHEMIST    TO    HIS    LOVE^ 

PC*** 
I  LOVE  tJit^e^  Mmy.  and  thou  lovest  me — 
Our  mutufti  RaTiie  i»  ljk(?  (1/  affinitj 
That  doth  ^xist  between  tivo  aimpJe  bodiea: 
1  atn  PotassmiQ  U>  Uunc  OxjgeD. 
'TiH  little  t.liiit  the  holy  inorriage  vttw 
Shall  fihoTtly  mako  us  one.     That  unity 
Iflj  atkr  all,  but  metapbysieal 
O.  woii!d  rhfit  r  mv  Murv,  were  an  add, 
A  living  acid  ;  thou  an  alkali 
Endow'd  with  human  sense,  that,  brought  together, 
We  botli  might  coalesce  into  one  salt, 
One  homogeneous  crystal.     Oh  I  that  thou 
Wert  Carbon,  and  myself  were  Hydrogen ; 
We  would  unite  to  form  olefiant  gas. 
Or  common  coal,  or  naphtha — would  to  heaven 
That  I  were  Phosphorus,  and  tliou  wert  Lime ' 
And  wc  of  Lime  composed  a  Phosphuret 
I  'd  be  content  to  be  Sulphuric  Acid, 
So  that  thou  might  be  Soda.     In  that  case 
We  should  be  Glauber's  Salt     Wert  thou  Magnesia 
Instead  we  'd  form  that's  named  from  Epsom. 
Couldst  thou  Potassa  be,  I  Aqua-fortis, 
Our  happy  union  should  that  compound  form, 
Nitrate  of  Potash — otherwise  Saltpeter. 
And  thus  our  several  natures  sweetly  blent, 
We'd  Hve  and  love  together,  until  death 
Should  decompose  the  fleshly  tertium  quid^ 
Leaving  our  souls  to  all  eternity 
Amalgamated.     Sweet,  thy  name  is  Briggs 
And  mine  is  Johnson.     Wherefore  should  not  we 
Agree  to  form  a  Johnsouate  of  Briggs  ? 
We  will.     The  day,  t\\e  Wpp^  ^vx^/'v'^  v:\^ 
When  Johnson  sha\i  w*it^ibea.'a\.eo\3a^x\^^  ^c^xx^xxva. 
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A    BALLAD    OF    BEDLAM. 

FUVCH. 

0,  LADT  wake  1 — the  azure  moon 

Is  rippling  in  the  verdant  skies, 
The  owl  is  warbling  his  soft  tune, 

Awaiting  but  thy  snowy  eyes. 
The  joys  of  future  years  are  past^ 

To-morrow's  hopes  have  fled  away ; 
Stin  let  us  love,  and  e'en  at  last. 

We  shall  be  happy  yesterday. 

The  early  beam  of  rosy  night 

Drives  off  the  ebon  mom  afitr, 
While  through  the  murmur  of  the  light 

The  huntsman  winds  his  mad  guitar. 
Then,  lady,  wake  I  my  brigantine 

Panti^  neighs,  and  prances  to  be  firee; 
Till  the  creation  I  am  thine, 

To  some  rich  desert  fly  witli  me. 


STANZAS    TO    AN    EGG. 

[bt  a  spoon.] 

Plidoi  of  a  feather'd  pair's  affection, 
Sjdnapped  in  thy  downy  nest. 

Soon  for  my  breakfast — sad  reflection  I — 
Must  thou  in  yon  pot  be  drest. 

What  are  the  feelings  of  thy  mother  ? 

Poor  bereaved,  unhappy  hen  I 
Though  she  may  lay,  perchance,  another, 

Thee  she  ne'er  will  see  again. 

Yet  do  not  mourn.    Altliough  above  thee 

Never  more  sliaU  parent  brood, 
Know,  dainty  darling  I  that  I  love  Um% 
DcMrly  MS  thy  mother  oouldL 


FUVCB. 
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A    FRAGMENT. 

Hia  eye  was  aUuii  sod  wtM^ — hw  ohe«k  waa  [uld  aAd  ojld  y 

day; 
Upon  bis  tigbtened  Up  a  emtte  of  feufiil  mcuiing  bj ; 

He  mused  awhile — but  not  in  doubt — no  ttftoe  ofdonttii* 

thtire;  ' 

It  was  the  srtett  ^utc  deapair, 

Onoe  more  he  K  ^ncc  motv  tte  is^  ^ 

read-* 
Then  calnJy,  ivi  n  folds  before  him  epff*^ 

I  saw  him  bare  l  pe  Wne  ccfld-gleamiag  ^ 

And  grimly  try  f  ■wraa  ao  soon  to  frel ! 

'A  sitknega  orepi  Iflizfy  awam  my  head,-- 

I  could  not  stii^-i  fWira  iivt  elt  henumb'd  and  dead; 

Btack  iry  horrors  struck  me  dumr>,  and  frote  my  sense*  o*eri 
I  closed  my  eyes  in  utter  fear,  and  strove  to  think  no  more. 

9K  4(  *  *  ♦  «  * 

Again  I  looked, — a  fearful  change  across  his  face  had  pass'd— 
He  seera'd  to  rave,— on  cheek  andjip  a  flaky  foam  was  cast; 
He  raised  on  high  the  glittoirng  blade — then   first  I  found  » 

tongue — 
"Hold,  madman  I  stay  thy  frantic  deed!"  I  cried,  and  forth  *- 

sprung ; 
He  heard  nie.  but  he  lieeded  not ;  one  glance  around  he  gave ; 
And  ere  I  could  aiTest  his  hand,  he  bad  begmi  to  shave  I 


EATING   SONG. 

PUNCH. 

On  1  carve  me  yet  another  slice, 

0  help  me  to  more  gravy  still, 
Tbere  's  naught  so  sure  as  something  nice 

To  conquer  care,  or  grief  to  kill. 

I  always  loved  a  bit  of  beef, 

When  Youth  and  Bliss  and  Hope  were  mine ; 
And  now  it  gives  my  \ica.T\,  xeM^i 

In  sorrow's  darksome  YiOMX— V>  ^xift\ 
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THE    SICK    CHILD. 

[bT  the  honorable   WILHELMINA  SKEGG8.] 

PUNCH. 

A  WEAKNESS  Seizes  on  mj  mind — ^I  would  more  pudding  take ; 
But  all  in  vain — ^I  feel-^I  feel — ^my  little  head  will  ache. 
Oh  I  that  I  might  alone  be  left^  to  rest  where  now  I  am, 
And  finish  with  a  piece  of  bread  that  pot  of  currant  jam. 

I  gaze  upon  the  cake  with  tears,  and  wildly  I  deplore 
That  I  must  take  a  powder  if  I  touch  a  morsel  more, 
Or  oil  of  castor,  smoothly  bland,  will  offered  be  to  me, 
In  wave  pellucid,  floating  on  a  cup  of  milkless  tea. 

It  may  be  so— I  can  not  tell — I  yet  may  do  without ; 

They  need  not  know,  when  lefl  alone,  what  I  have  been  about 

I  long  to  eat  that  potted  beef— to  taste  that  apple-pie ; 

I  long — ^I  long  to  eat  some  more,  but  have  not  strength  to  try. 

I  gasp  for  breath,  and  now  I  know  I  Ve  eaten  far  too  much ; 
Not  one  more  crumb  of  all  the  feast  before  me  can  I  touch. 
Susan,  oh  I  Susan,  ring  the  bell,  and  call  for  mother,  dear. 
My  brain  swims  round — ^I  feel  it  all — mother,  your  child  is  queer  t 


THE  IMAGINATIVE  CRISIS. 

PUNCH. 

Oh,  solitude !  thou  wonder-working  fay. 
Come  nurse  my  feeble  fancy  in  your  arms, 
Though  I,  and  thee,  and  fancy  town-pent  lay. 
Come,  call  around,  a  world  of  country  charms. 
Let  all  this  room,  these  walls  dissolve  away. 
And  bring  me  Surrey's  fields  to  take  their  place : 
This  floor  be  grass,  and  draughts  as  breezes  play  ; 
Yon  curtains  trees,  to  wave  in  summer's  &oe  \ 
Mf  ceiling,  sky;  my  water-jug  a  &tce«ixa\ 
Mf  bed,  A  bank,  on  -wiaxii  to  mnae  ttiii  ^xQWOi. 
19* 


442  Fi^ltDI^rSH    ATtT>    BURLElEQrftK* 


Tlie  spell  ia  wrought :  imagination  swells 
My  sleepmg-TOom  to  bills,  wid  wootb^  Mid  d^Us! 
I  walk  abn>:id,  for  naught  m^  foot3(4?|w  iimder^ 
And  fling  m/  arms,     Oh  I  mi !  Vve  brokL^  th«  w*»^' 


LINES  TO  BESSY. 

[bT  a  BTCTDinfT  AT  LAWj 

Mr  hend  b  like  ;i  title^eedf 

Or  ab&tra*H  of  the  same  r 
^Vherein^  tny  Ik-ssfy,  thou  nwy'at  read 

Thine  own  long-cbtriali'd  ] 


Against  thee  I  my  suit  have  brought, 

I  am  thy  plaintiff  lover, 
And  for  the  heart  that  thou  hast  caught, 

An  action  Ucs — of  trover. 

Alas,  upon  me  every  day 
The  heaviest  costs  you  levy : 

Oh,  give  me  back  my  heart — but  nay  I 
I  feel  I  can't  replevy. 

I  '11  love  thee  with  my  latest  breath, 

Alas,  I  can  not  you  shun, 
Till  the  hard  hand  of  sheriff  death 

Takes  me  in  execution. 

Say,  Bessy  dearest,  if  you  will 

Accept  me  as  a  lover  ? 
Must  true  affection  file  a  bill 

The  secret  to  discover  ? 

Is  it  my  income's  small  amount 

That  leads  to  lieaVlalvoii'^ 
JRefer  the  question  ol  account. 

To  Cupid's  arbitratAon. 
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)Y  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  ONLY  CLIENT. 

PUNCH. 

Or  1  take  away  my  wig  and  gown, 

Thai  sight  is  mockery  now  to  me : 
I  pace  my  chambers  up  and  down. 

Reiterating  ''  Where  is  ^T 

Aksl  wikl  echo,  with  a  moan, 

Hannnrs  above  my  feeble  head : 
In  the  wide  world  I  am  alone ; 

Ha  I  ha  1  my  only  client's— ^ead  I 

In  Tain  the  robing-room  I  seek ; 

The  very  waiters  scarcely  bow ; 
Their  loola  oontemptaously  speak, 

**  He 's  lost  his  only  client  now/* 

E'en  the  mild  usher,  who,  of  yore, 

Would  hasten  when  his  name  I  said. 
To  hand  in  motions,  comes  no  more, 

Be  knows  my  only  client's  dead. 

Ne'er  shall  I,  rising  up  in  court, 

Open  the  pleadings  of  a  suit : 
Ne'er  shall  the  judges  cut  me  short 

While  moving  them  for  a  compute. 

No  more  with  a  consenting  brief 

Shall  I  politely  bow  my  head ; 
Where  shall  I  run  to  hide  my  grief? 

Alas  I  my  only  client 's  dead. 

Imagination's  magic  power 

Brings  back,  as  dear,  as  dear  as  can  be. 
The  spot,  the  day,  the  very  hour. 

When  first  I  sign'd  my  maiden  plea. 

In  the  Exchequer's  hindmost  row 

I  sat,  and  some  one  touched  my  head. 
He  tendered  ten-and-six,  but  o\i\ 
Tb^t  only  client  now  is  dead. 
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In  Tftiu  I  try  to  wng — I  *m  Iumiw  : 
In  vnitj  I  Iry  to  pUy  the  tliite^ 

A  pliAtitcmi  ee^^tns  to  flit  wrose— 
It  b  tlie  gbtMt  of  B  oontpttta. 


I  ti7  to  Tt^aJ, — but  all  in  v»in ; 

My  chambor  listicssly  I  tfead; 
Be  stiU,  my  heart ;  thrgb  leas,  my  brtin ; 
Ho  I  bo  I  my  only  client's  dead. 

I  think  I  hear  a  double  knock : 

I  did — ttlaa  I  it  is  a  dun. 
Tailor — avaunt !  my  setise  you  shock  j 

He 's  dead  1  you  know  I  hud  but  one 


i 


What 's  this  they  thrust  into  my  hand  7 
A  bill  retornpd  I — tcu  pounds  for  bread  1 

My  butcher's  got  a  large  demand ; 
I  'm  mad  I  my  only  client's  dead. 


LOVE    ON    THE    OCEAN. 

PUKCfl 

They  met,  't  was  in  a  storm 

On  the  deck  of  a  steamer  ; 
She  spoke  in  language  warm, 

Like  a  sentimental  dreamer. 
He  spoke — at  least  he  tried ; 

His  position  he  altered  ; 
Then  turned  his  face  aside. 

And  his  deep-ton'd  voice  falter' d. 

She  gazed  upon  the  wave, 

SubUme  she  declared  it; 
But  no  reply  he  gave — 

He  could  not  have  dared  it 
A  breeze  came  from  the  south, 

Across  the  biWowa  sweepm^-^ 
His  heart  was  in  \u3  mo\i\):i, 

And  out  be  thougbt^tvfaa\e«pvmL- 
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"  0,  then,  Steward  1"  he  cried, 

With  Uie  deepest  emotion ; 
Then  totter'd  to  the  side, 

And  leant  o'er  the  ocean. 
The  world  may  think  him  cold, 

But  they  '11  pardon  him  with  quickness, 
When  the  fact  they  shall  be  told, 

That  he  suffered  from  sea-sickness. 


«OHI  WILT  THOU  SEW  MY  BUTTONS  0N?«* 

AKD 

"YES,  I  WILL  SEW  THY  BUTTONS  ON!" 

PUNCH. 

CJast  at  preoent  no  lyrics  have  ao  iclatant  a  aueeia  de  §oeiUi  aa  the  charming 
companion  ballada  which,  under  the  above  pathetic  titlea,  hare  made  a  fureur 
in  tiie  fashionable  circles,  to  which  the  fidr  composer,  to  whom  they  are  attrib- 
nted  in  the  eauaerUs  of  May  Fair  and  Belgravia  (The  Hosr.  Mas.  N— r— n), 
belongs.    The  touching  event  to  which  they  refer,  is  the  romantic  union  of  the 

HOK.  MiflS  Bl— CHB  DS  F—TZ—Wh—M  tO  C — PT—H  DB  B-^I8,  of  the  C — ^D«— M 

O — DS,  which  took  the  beau  monde  by  surprise  last  season.  Prerions  to  the  ielaiV' 
eUtemerU^  the  gifted  and  lovely  composer,  at  a  ball  given  by  the  distinguished 
Dl— cH — as  of  S— TH— IS  accidentally  overheard  the  searching  question  of  the 
gallant  but  penniless  Captain,  and  the  passionate  and  self-devoted  answer  of  his 
lovely  and  universally  admired  /Umoie,  She  instantly  rushed  home  and  pro- 
duced these  pathetic  and  powerfal  baUads.] 

"  Oh  I  wilt  thou  sew  my  buttons  on, 

When  gayer  scenes  recall 
That  fairy  face,  that  stately  grace. 

To  reign  amid  the  ball  ? 
When  Fulham's  bowers  their  sweetest  flowers 

For  f)^te-ohamp6tres  shall  don. 
Oh  I  say,  wilt  thou,  of  queenly  brow, 

Still  sew  my  buttons  on  ? 


"  The  noble,  sweet,  are  at  thy  feet. 

To  meet  a  freezing  eye ; 
The  gay,  the  great^  in  camp  and  state, 

In  vain  around  thee  sigh. 


♦  "WBI  Hum  love  ma  then  Mnovr  •nd**lirt!IVit^^3h«^^*«"^»^'o«*^  ^'^^ 
iwQpopulMrmmgaluiBi^, 


PABODtBc;  AND    acntvftQUtt* 

Ttiou  lomVt  vifwy,  in  «»ni  nf  *wny, 

To  blcM  tt  yoiingCT  wii — 
But  when  w^j  live  in  )odgtDg%  »y, 

Wilt  tew  hia  buttum  oaT" 


"  Yo8j  I  will  sew  thy  buttoiia  oa^ 

Tliougb  JhU  look  Tltttk  aQil  drear; 
And  want,  they  sAy,  lieut«.'iiaul's  p&y^ 

Two  hundr<>d  puuudjj  a  je^r. 
Let  Udw'll  Add  JAJkTEa  tempt  weftlibLer  dAnicfl^J 

Of  gatida  ftud  gems  I  U  none ; 
Nor  oak  to  TOtt-xa^  but  eit  At  homo, 

And  aew  tbjr  buttotu  onl 

"  Whi?ti  Mies  bluflti  'neatli  lusters'  flusli, 

And  fast  the  wnlUera  fly, 
Though  tame  at  tea  I  bide  with  thee, 

No  tear  shall  dim  my  eye. 
When  summer's  close  brings  Chiswick  shows — 

When  all  from  town  have  gone, 
I  '11  sit  me  down,  nor  pout  nor  frown, 

But  sew  thy  buttons  on  1" 


THE    PAID    BILL. 


A    BALLAD   OF    DOMESTIC   ECONOMY. 

0  FLING  not  this  receipt  away, 
Given  by  one  who  trusted  thee ; 

Mistakes  will  happen  every  day 
However  honest  folks  may  be. 

And  sad  it  is,  love,  twice  to  pay ; 

So  cast  not  that  receipt  away  I 

Ah,  yes ;  if  e'er,  in  future  hours, 

When  we  tliis  bill  have  all  forgot, 
They  send  it  in  again — ^ye  powers  I — 

And  swear  t\\at  we  \\a.\e  "^Tv\<i  \\.  xio\j — 
How  sweet  to  know,  on  auc\i  c^  da.^ 
We  '  ve  never  cast  receVpXs  av?  tv^  \ 


PUNCH. 
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PARODY  FOR  A  REFORMED  PARLIAMENT. 

PUNOE. 

Thi  quality  of  bribery  is  deep  stained; 

It  droppeth  from  a  hand  behind  the  door 

Into  the  ▼oter's  pahn.    It  is  twice  dirty : 

It  dirts  both  him  that  gives^  and  him  that  takes. 

'Us  basest  in  the  basest^  and  becomes 

Low  bladdegs  more  than  servants  of  the  Grown. 

Those  swindlers  show  the  force  of  venal  power, 

The  attribute  to  trick  and  roguery, 

Whereby  'tis  managed  that  a  bad  horse  wins : 

But  bribery  is  below  their  knavish  '*  lay." 

It  is  the  vUest  of  dishonest  things ; 

It  was  the  attribute  to  Glatton's  self; 

And  other  borouj^  most  like  Gatton  show 

When  bribery  smothers  conscience.    Therefore,  you, 

Whose  conscience  takes  the  fee,  consider  this — 

That  in  the  cause  of  just  reform,  you  all 

Should  lose  your  franchise:  we  do  dislike  bribery ; 

And  that  di^e  doth  cause  us  to  object  to 

The  deeds  of  W.B. 


THE    WAITER. 

PCXCH. 

I  MR  the  waiter  in  his  prime 

At  a  magnificent  hotel ; 
His  hair,  untinged  by  care  or  time, 

Was  oiled  and  brushed  exceeding  well 
When  "  waiter,"  was  the  impatient  cry. 

In  accents  growing  stronger. 
He  seem'd  to  murmur  "  By  and  by, 

Wait  a  little  longer." 

Within  a  year  we  met  once  more, 
T  was  in  another  part  of  town — 
Ad  humbler  air  the  waiter  wore, 
Handed  he  was  going  down. 


PJtBODtBfl    AND    lirBL&840ffiS< 

Still,  when  I  «boQied  **  WalIw,  bw*3  T" 
He  came  uat  twtlMr  fftrtmgt^, 

AAtfbe'dnj  wHli  lose  of  bcadf 
"  Wttit  &  Uttkt  ktig^rJ' 


TSme  taloei  ua  on  throuf^  muny  «  grade; 

Of  "llpfl  ftnd  downs"  I  Ve  hod  my  nin, 
F«BSiDg  full  often  through)  th«  sliuio 

And  flometimea  loitering'  in  the  sun. 
I  and  the  waiter  met  again 

At  a  smnll  inn  at  Ongw: ; 
Stin,  when  I  callM^  *t  was  Almost  ^ain— 

He  bode  me  wait  the  longer. 

Another  time — j^^n  since  the  kat — 
At  *^ntin!^-Hon^o  T  ^mnn'^ir  rMirf 

From  present  care  and  troubles  past, 
In  a  small  plate  of  round  of  beef. 

*'  One  beef,  and  taturs,"  was  the  cry, 
In  tones  than  mine  much  stronger  ; 

'T  was  the  old  waiter  standing  by, 
"  Waiting  a  little  longer." 

I  've  marked  him  now  for  many  a  year ; 

I  '\-e  seen  his  coat  more  rusty  grow ; 
His  linen  is  less  bright  and  clear. 

His  polished  pumps  are  on  the  go. 
Tom  are,  alas  I  his  Berhn  gloves — 

They  used  to  be  much  stronger ; 
The  waiter's  whole  appearance  proves 

He  can  not  wait  much  longer. 

I  sometimes  see  the  waiter  still ; 

'Gainst  want  he  wages  feeble  strife  ; 
He  's  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 

Downward  has  been  his  path  through  life. 
Of  "  waiter,  waiter,"  there  are  cries, 

Which  louder  grow  and  stronger  \ 
*Ti3  to  old  Time  be  now  Tep\\e^, 

"Wait  a  little  longer." 
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LAST  APPENDIX  TO  "YANKEE  DOODLR" 

PUNCH,  1851. 

Yakkek  Doodle  sent  to  Town 

His  goods 'for  exhibition ; 
Every  body  ran  him  down, 

And  laugh'd  at  his  position . 
They  thought  him  all  the  world  behind  ; 

A  goney,  muff,  or  noodle ; 
Langh  on,  good  people— never  mind — 

Says  qoiet  Yankee  Doodle. 

CKonu, — ^Yankee  Doodle,  etc 

Yankee  Doodle  had  a  crafty 

A  rather  tidy  clipper. 
And  he  challenged,  while  they  lahghed, 

The  Britishers  to  whip  her. 
Their  whde  yacht-squadron  she  oatsped, 

And  that  on  their  own  water ; 
Of  all  the  lot  she  went  a-head. 

And  they  came  nowhere  arter. 

ChoiTVA. — ^Yankee  Doodle,  etc 

O'er  Panam.\  there  was  a  scheme 

Long  talk'd  of,  to  pursue  a 
Short  route— ^which  many  thought  a  dream — 

By  Lake  Nicaragua. 
John  Bull  discussed  the  plan  on  foot, 

With  slow  irresolution. 
While  Yankee  Doodle  went  and  pat 

It  into  execution. 

Chofnu, — ^Yankee  Doodle,  etc 

A  steamer  of  the  Collins  line, 

!A  Yankee  Doodle's  notion, 
Has  also  quickest  cut  the  brine 

Across  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 
And  British  agents,  no  ways  flom 

Set  mmtB  to  disoorer, 


44M)  PJ  aoDiss   and   srHLAfiQCKfl 

Have  been  and  bought  her — jTist  lo  low 
Th  ;  CuKABtj  packeta  over. 

!?ftorw. — Yankee  Dooolk,  etc. 


Tour  gansnutha  of  tbeir  skill  may  crock. 

But  Uiat  again  don't  mention : 
I  gm  B3  that  CoLtfl'  revolvera  whAck 

Tl  1, 

Itf  1  ou  're  bejit 

With  og  whiQftI, 

C  )BLE,  etc. 

You  also  fancied,  i  iride. 

Which  truly  is  tarnation, 
Them  British  locks  of  youm  defied 

The  rogues  of  all  creation ; 
But  CnuBBs'  and  Bramah's  Hobbs  has  pick'd, 

And  you  must  now  be  view'd  all 
As  having  been  completely  hcked 

By  glorious  Yankee  Doodle. 

Cliorus. — Yankee  Doodle,  etc. 


LINES    FOR    MUSIC. 

PUNCH. 

Come  strike  me  the  haip  with  its  soul-stirring  twang, 
The  drum  shall  reply  with  its  hollo  west  bang ; 
Up,  up  in  the  air  with  the  hght  tamborine, 
And  let  the  dull  opheclcide's  groan  intervene ; 
For  such  is  our  life,  lads,  a  chaos  of  sounds, 
Through  wliich  the  gay  traveler  actively  bounds. 
With  the  voice  of  the  public  tlie  statesman  must  chime, 
And  change  the  key-note,  boys,  exactly  in  time ; 
The  lawyer  will  coolly  his  client  survey, 
As  an  instrument  merely  whereon  he  can  play. 
Then  harp,  drum,  and  cymbaXa  U>^^\}£iet  ^^  <^^^, 
Tith  a  loud-tooral  lira,  rigU  U)otal,\i^xi^,>o^^\ 
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DRAMA    FOR   EVERY-DAY    LIFE. 

LUDOATE  HILL. — A  MT8TERT. 

FUNOE. 
Dbaxatis  Pbmoha 

Kb.  lCxA.i>oirt       ,       ,       .       ,      A  CourUfy  GentUmatL 

PiMwixx         ....  With  a  heavy  heart  and  Uifktjbtgtn. 


_         ^  f    Who  wiU  attempt  the  eong  of  "Hey 

BujtoVocauw   .       .       .      .^  the  Bonny  BreaetKneV' 

The  Scene  represents  Ludgate  HtU  in  the  middle  of  the  day;  Pcus^ 
enfferSy  Ommbtues,  etc,  etc,  passing  to  and  fro. 

Meadows  enters,  musing. 
Meadmos.    I  stand  at  last  on  Ludgate's  famous  hill ; 
I  Ve  traversed  Farringdon*s  frequented  vale^ 
IVe  quitted  Holbom's  heights — the  slopes  of  Snow, 
Where  Skinner's  sinuous  street,  with  tortuous  track, 
Trepans  the  trayeler  toward  the  field  of  Smith; 
That  field,  whose  soents  burst  on  the  ofiended  nose 
With  foulest  flavor,  while  the  thrice  shocked  ear. 
Thrice  shocked  with  bellowing  blasphemy  and  blows, 
liaking  one  compound  of  Satanic  sound, 
Is  stunned,  in  physical  and  moral  sense. 
But  this  is  Ludgate  Hill — ^here  commerce  thrives ; 
Here,  merchants  carry  trade  to  such  a  height 
That  competition,  bursting  builders'  bonds, 
Starts  fix>m  the  shop,  and  rushing  through  the  roo^ 
Unites  the  basement  with  the  floors  above ; 
1^  like  a  giant,  that  outgrows  his  strength, 
The  whole  concern,  struck  with  abrupt  collapse. 
In  one  "  tremendous  failure"  totters  down  I — 
*Tl8  food  on  which  philosophy  may  fatten. 

[Tarnt  round,  mnaiBg,  and  looks  into  a  ihop  vlndov. 

Enter  Prig  well,  talking  to  himself 
PrigwfU.     1  \c  made  a  sorry  day  of  it  thus  fitf; 
I  *ve  fathomod  fifty  pockets,  all  in  vain ; 
I've  spent  in  omnibuses  half-a-crown; 
I've  nnsacked  forty  female  reticules — 
And  DotiuDg  /bund-— some  buaneaa  mnalYM  toDA% 
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By  Jovr — I M  r4tfc*r  turn  Loacar  a,l  oooe : 

Allow  tht>  wiklnut's  Jeva*tJiting  jui<>; 

To  ttuck  iti  iuky  <jotir»»*  (ilong'  my  clicek, 

AnO  (*l*iu  my  Hrltiab  Un*w  with  Indian  browiL 

Or,  &iling  tl^t)  1  'd  rather  drape  my5**lf 

In  cheap  wliite  ooLloo,  or  gay  colo«)d  chintz— 

Hong  roung  my  car  the  maa^ve  cartainTring — 

With  strings  of  boitl,  effoctiTe  gl«asy  bcftds 

Circle  my  twick — and  phiy  the  Brahmin  PriesL 

To  win  tiie  aympathy  of  pflsainfj  crowds^ 

And  melt  tlie  alver  in  the  straopar'f  purse. 

But  nU  f  {teeing  Meadows)  the  kud  of  proouse  looms  before  ***' 

Tiu*  bolglnfj  &kirta  of  that  provinc^ml  coat 

Tell  tA]oe  of  well-filled  pocket-booka  wilhia 

Thk  ia  indeed  a  pnM  1  . 

lUodoirt  tttnm  inddentj  i** 

Tour  pardon^  Kir; 
Is  this  the  way  to  Newgate  ? 

Meadows.  Why,  indeed 

I  scarce  can  say ;  I  'm  but  a  stranger  here, 
I  sliould  not  like  to  misdirect  you. 

PrigiveU.  Thank  you, 

I  '11  find  tlie  way  to  Newgate  by  myself. 

Meadows  {siiU  musing).     This  is  indeed  a  great  Metropolis. 
Enter  Blind  Vocalist. 

Blind  Vocalisf,  (ttinfjiruj).  Hey,  the  bonny  I  {Knochi  up  OQcdn^  Meadows, 
who  exit).  Ho !  the  bonny — i^A  pcMHenger  knocks  up  ctgtUnH  the  Blixd  Vocal- 
ist on  the  other  side).  Hey,  the  bonny — (ii  butcher' a  tray  strikes  the  Blixp 
Vfx^ALiST  in  the  chf.Ht)—hTea.st  knot  As  he  continues  singing  "  Hei/y  Ute  bonny ! 
ho,  the  bonny,''  the  Blind  Vocalist  eiwouiUers  various  coUisionA,  and  hit 
breath  being  taken  away  by  a  poke  or  a  push  between  each  bar,  he  is  carried 
auHiy  by  the  stream  of  passengers. 

Enter  Brown  and  Jones.     Meeting^  ihey  stop  and  shake  hands 
most  cordially  for  several  minutes. 

Brown,     How  are  you,  Jones  ? 

Jones.  Why,  Brown,  I  do  declare 

'Tis  quite  an  age  since  you  and  I  have  met. 
Brown.     I  'm  quite  dclight^id. 
Jones,  l'ii\  e^U^TcvcX^  ^«.^- 

JBrown,     WeiJ  I  and  how  are  yovi*^ 
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Jones.  Thank  you,  very  well ; 

Ajid  you,  I  hope  are  well  ? 

Broum,  Quite  well,  I  thank  you, 

CAnother  awkward  panae. 
Janea,    Oh  I — by  the  way — ^have  you  seen  Thomson  lately  ? 
Brawn.    Not  very  lately.     {After  a  pause^  and  as  if  struck 
with  a  happy  idea).    But  I  met  with  Smith — 
A.  week  ago. 

Jonm,  Oh  I  did  you  though,  indeed  ? 

And  bow  was  Smith  ? 

Brovm,  Why,  he  seemed  pretty  well 

[Asotlier  long  panae ;  at  the  end  of  which  both  appear  aa  If 
.     thej  were  going  to  speak  to  each  other. 

Jomm.    I  beg  your  pardon. 
SmUh,  You  were  going  to  speak  ? 

JbfMt.    Oh  I  nothing.    I  was  only  going  to  say — 
Good  morning. 

iSMA.  Oh  I  and  so  was  L    Good-day. 

CBoth  ahake  handa,  and  are  going  off  In  oppoalte  dlreettooa,  when 
Smith  toma  ronnd.  Jonea  turning  ronnd  at  the  aame  time 
thef  both  retom  and  look  at  eaeh  other. 

Jomm,    I  thought  you  wished  to  speak,  by  looking  back. 
Brovm.    Oh  no.    I  thought  the  same. 
Boih  together,  Good-by !     Good-by  I 

[Ezennt  Anally ;  and  the  conreraatlon  and  the  curtain  drop  together. 


PROCLIVIOR. 

iA  dight  Variation  on  Lo^rorsLLOw's  **  ExosLaioa.**) 

PUNCH. 
Thx  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
As  tow'rd  the  Haymarkct  there  pass*d 
A  youth,  whose  look  told  in  a  tnco 
That  his  taste  chose  the  queer  device — 

PROCLIVIOR  I 

His  hat,  a  wide-awake;  beneath 
He  tapp'd  a  cane  against  his  teeth ; 
His  eye  was  bloodshot^  and  thero  ning^ 
Midst  acrsLps  of  slang,  in  unknown  U»cig^ 
ProcutiorI 
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In  calm  firsHloors  he  s*w  the  tight 
Of  cirdca  fxt^  For  tlie  nig-ht; 
Biit  fflr  Ahead  tlie  gaa-Umpa  glovj 
He  turn'd  hJa  head,  and  murmur'd  "Slow,** 
PbocuvickbI 

**  Conio  early  k  |  wd, 
"  We  aU  are  e«j 

The  family  b!amH  tou  Wide}" 

But  lotid  that  r'     '  vti  led — h 


Ptt 


%i 


"Stay,"  eaid  I       lu  iiome  toBup; 

Early  retire — got  eaiiy  up, 
A  wink  half  quivered  in  his  eye ; 
He  aiiswered  to  the  old  dame's  aigh— 
Proclivior  I 

"  Mind  how  you  meddle  with  that  lamp  I 
And  mind  the  pavement^  for  it's  damp  I" 
Such  was  the  Peeler's  last  good-night 
A  fjunt  voice  stutter'd  out  "  All  right" 
Proclivior  1 

At  break  of  day,  as  far  West-ward 
A  cab  roU'd  o'er  the  highways  hard, 
The  early  mover  stopp'd  to  stare 
At  the  wild  shouting  of  the  &re — 
Proclivior  I 

And  by  the  bailiff's  faithful  hoimd, 
At  breakfast-time,  a  youth  was  found, 
Upon  three  chairs,  with  aspect  nice. 
True  to  his  young  life's  queer  device, 
Proclivior  1 

Thence,  on  a  dull  and  muggy  day, 
They  bore  him  to  the  Bench  away, 
And  there  for  aevenJLiaoxiSiiQa^afe'NKj^ 
While  friends  spea^  ^gcw^i  ^>li\«^  wj— 
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JONES  AT  THE  BARBER'S  SHOP. 

PUVGE. 

Sgini. — A  Barber's  Shop,    Barber's  men  engaged  in  cutting  hatr, 
making  wigs,  and  other  barbertsque  operations. 

Unier  Jonbs,  meeUng  Gilt  the  barber. 
Jones.    I  wish  my  hair  cut 
OUg.    Pray,  sir,  take  a  seat 
[On.T  pats  a  ohair  for  Jonv,  vbo  litiL    Daring  the  foIloviQg  dialogue  Oxlt  oob* 
ttnoM  enttlng  Joina*t  hair. 

Oikf.    We  Ve  had  much  wet,  sir. 
Jones.    Very  much,  indeed. 
0%.    And  yet  November's  early  days  were  fine. 
Jones.    They  were. 

Oibf.    I  hoped  fair  weather  might  have  lasted  us 
Until  the  end. 

Jones.    At  one  time — so  did  L 
Oify.    But  we  have  had  it  very  wet 
Jones.    We  have. 

[A  paase  of  some  ndmttei. 

OHy.    I  know  not,  sir,  who  cut  your  hair  last  time ; 
But  this  I  say,  sir,  it  was  badly  cut : 
No  doubt  'twas  in  the  country. 

Jones.    No  1  in  town  I 

OUy.    Indeed  I    I  should  have  fancied  otherwise. 

Jones.    'T  was  cut  in  town — and  in  this  very  room. 

Oify.    Amazement  I — ^but  I  now  remember  well 
We  had  an  awkward,  new  provincial  hand, 
A  fellow  from  the  country.     Sir,  he  did 
More  damage  to  my  business  in  a  week 
Than  all  my  skill  can  in  a  year  repair. 
He  must  have  cut  your  hair. 

Jones  (looking  at  him).    No— 't  was  yourself 

Oihf.    Myself  1    Impossible  1    You  must  mistake. 

Jones.    I  don't  mistake — ^'t  was  you  that  cut  my  hair. 

CA  UmgpMiw,  iakermpted  onlfby  ihe  dipping  of  the  adMon. 

OUy.  Your  hair  is  very  dry,  sir. 

Jones.  Oh  I  indeed. 

Oify.  Our  Vegetable  Extract  moistens  Vt 

•^Mf.  I  like  it  dry. 
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Oiiy.     Biitj  fir,  the  hmr  wlicn  dry 
Toms  quickly  gray. 

JinaM.    TliAt  color  I  prefer. 

CWy,    But  hAir^  when  gray,  ivill  rapidly  TaU  off) 
And  ba)dne«a  will  ensue, 

JbnoL     I  would  be  bald. 

OHy.     PerhftpB  you  mean  to  saj  joo*d  Ukw  tk  wig. — 
We  Ve  wigs  ao  u&ttir«l  tiiey  cwi*t  be  told 
From  red  hair. 

Joncx.     Doc<?ption  I  detest 

[Aaothtr  ptmve  ttntmetj  during  wULch  OiLTblom  dcnmJo3(ib'«  mck.  »iid  rdl«Y«f 
bim  trufon  ibn  11  nob  vr^ppur  in  wbicb  bv  bu  been  emdoiwi  dnrlog  Ll^e  jH-«oea 
cf  hftlr-rultlTif;. 

0*7y.     AVe  Ve  bruj&he^  sottps,  tmd  ecent^  of  every  kiod. 
Jbn«ir.     I  see  you  have.     {Patfs  6d)     I  think  you  'U  find  ihit 

rijErht 
0*"^.     If  theine  is  noUiin^  I  can  show  you,  air, 
Jo7i&.    No :  nothing.     Yet — there  xuay  be  aometiuag,  io<^ 
Tlmt  you  may  show  mo. 
Oi^.     Ntttne  it;  air. 
Jbnw,    The  door. 

OQy  {to  his  man).    That 's  a  rom  customer  at  any  mtt. 
Had  I  cut  him  aa  short  aa  he  cut  mc, 
How  little  hair  upon  his  head  would  be  I 
But  if  kind  friends  will  all  our  pnlns  requit^j 
Wo  '11  hope  for  better  luck  another  nijs^bt. 

C8bop'bcll  rti^  uhd  enrtidn  fiitiL 


THE  SATED   ONE. 


[UtfJ-ttOMPTTJ   AFTER   CUBJSTUAB   DI?(NKL] 

It  mny  not  be — go  maidensi  go, 
Nor  tempt  me  to  the  mistletoe ; 
1  once  could  dance  brueath  ite  bough, 
But  mii5t  not,  will  not,  can  not,  now  I 

A.  weight — a  load  within  I  bear ; 

It  ifl  not  majdine»&  Tioft  ^<»s^us\ 

But  1  recfoare  V>  >a^  %.\.  t«^ 

So  that  my  Xixo^eaTOKj — ^^s^\ 
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SAPPHICS  OF  THE  CABSTAND* 

PUNOH. 

IViend  of  Sdf-Oovemment 

Sbedt  Gab-driyer,  whither  art  thou  going  ? 
Sad  is  thy  fkte — reduced  to  law  and  order. 
Local  aelf-gOTemment  yielding  to  the  gripe  of 

Centralization. 

Yictim  of  FiTZROT  I  little  think  the  KRs, 

Lording  it  o'er  cab,  'bus,  lodging-house,  and  grave-yard, 

Of  the  good  times  when  every  Anglo  Saxon's 

House  was  his  castle. 

Say,  hapless  sufferer,  was  it  Mr.  Chadwiok — 
Underground  foe  to  the  British  Constitution — 
Or  my  Lord  Shattesburt,  put  up  Mr.  Fftzrot 

Thus  to  assail  you  ? 

Was  it  the  growth  of  Continental  notions, 
Or  was  it  the  Metropolitan  pohce-force 
Prompted  this  blow  at  Laissez-faire^  that  free  and 

Easiest  of  doctrines  ? 

Have  you  not  read  Mr.  Toulmin  Smith's  great  work  on 
Centralization  ?    If  you  have  n't,  buy  it; 
Meanwhile  I  should  be  glad  at  once  to  hear  your 

View  on  the  subject 

Cab-driver. 

View  on  the  subjeck  ?  jiggered  if  I  've  got  one ; 
Only  I  wants  no  centryhsin',  I  don't — 
Which  I  suppose  it's  a  crusher  standin'  s<.'ntry 

Hover  a  cabstand. 

Whereby  if  we  gives  e'er  a  word  o'  dieek  to 
Parties  as  rides,  they  pulls  us  up  like  wiukin' — 
And  them  there  blessed  beaks  is  dowiv  >ipoTi  \i& 

*Bc«  page  8^4. 
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Ab  for  Mr  ToiruitH  Ssirm,  n^n't  say  I  knowa  hba- 
But  as  ym   talks  so  werry  like  a  gi^rn'man, 
Perii^M  yt  :i  *rv  goin  m  'wiaome  s^W  to  RLand  a 

Shilliti'  a  E^iile,  sir? 

^     JWtfNti  of  Se^Chn'trnmfnL 

I  give  a  sb  "^     "    '     '"         '   «  hangetl  firtl — 
Siipenoe  i  troigiit  to  Bow-etreelr- 

Idle,  ill-mil  t\j^ 

D30lont  I'ttsoal  1 


JUSTIUj 


OTLAND* 


[an  unpublished  poem  by  burns.] 

COMMUXKATKI)    I'.Y   TIIK   KOIMJCB^^    8f)CIETT    FOE   rBOMOTIXG    CITILIZATION  Cf 
ENGLAND. 

PUNCfl. 

O  MicKLE  yeiiks  tlie  keckle  doup, 

An'  a'  niisickor  j^iriis  the  graith, 
For  wao  and  wae  !  the  crowdies  loup 

O'er  j<nik  an'  hallan,  braw  an'  baith. 
Wliere  ance  the  coggie  hirpled  fair, 

And  l)Iithesonie  poortitli  toomed  the  loof, 
There's  nae  a  l)innie  giglet  rare 

But  blaws  in  ilka  jinking  coof. 

Tlie  roulliie  l)ield  that  gars  the  gear 

Is  gone  wliere  ghnt  the  pawky  een, 
And  aye  tlie  stound  is  birkin  lear 

^Vh(•re  s<'()!iiiered  yowies  wlieeped  yestreen, 
Tlie  cn-t-siiii'  rax  wi'  .skt'lpin'  kae3 

Nae  mail'  tlie  howdie  bicker  whangs, 
Nor  weanies  in  their  wee  bit  elaes 

Glour  light  as  lainmies  wi'  their  sangs. 

Yet  leeze  rae  on  my  l:)onnie  byke ! 
My  drappie  aibVms  bWuV^  Wwi  woo, 

•//,  thlB  poem  the  ScotUsh  words  and  pVvnu««  ^xe  .W  WX^croxx.M  mV^vi^.A 
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An'  kcsoriie  luvc  has  lapt  the  dyke 

Forj^atherin'  just  a  wee  hit  fou. 
An<i  Scotia  I  while  thy  ran  tin'  hint 

Is  mirk  and  moop  with  gowans  fine, 
I  '11  stowlins  pit  my  unco  brunt, 

An*  cleek  my  dads  for  auld  lang  syne. 


THE  POETICAL  COOKERY-BOOK. 

THE  STEAK. 

Ant.—"  The  Sea,'' 

Or  Steak — of  Steak-— of  prime  Rump  Steak — 

A  slice  of  half-inch  thickness  take, 

Without  a  blemish,  soil  and  sound ; 

In  weight  a  little  more  than  a  pound. 

Who  *d  cook  a  Stake— who  M  cook  a  Steak — 

Host  a  fire  dear  proceed  to  make : 

With  the  red  above  and  the  red  below, 

In  one  delicious  genial  glow. 

If  a  coal  should  come,  a  blaze  to  make, 

Have  patience  I   You  must  n't  put  on  your  Steak. 

First  rub— yes,  rub— with  suet  fat, 

The  gridiron's  bars,  then  on  it  flat 

Impose  the  meat ;  and  the  fire  soon 

Will  make  it  sing  a  delicious  tune. 

And  when  'tis  brown'd  by  the  genial  glow. 

Just  turn  the  upper  side  below. 

Both  sides  with  brown  being  cover'd  o'er. 

For  a  moment  you  broil  your  Steak  no  more. 

But  on  a  hot  disli  let  it  rest. 

And  add  of  butter  a  slice  of  the  best ; 

In  a  minute  or  two  the  pepper-box  take. 

And  with  it  gently  dredge  your  Steak. 

When  seasoned  quite,  upon  the  fir© 

Some  faiiher  time  it  will  require  • 
Aad  over  aad  over  be  sure  to  tuni 
Tour  8u*ak  tiU  done — nor  let  it  bum\ 
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For       ting  drives  me  li^lf  ao  vHd 
As  &     oe  Rump  Surok  in  tlie  cookia^  .trpdfidL 
I  Ve  1.  ed  in  pleasure  mixed  with  ^fif, 
Oq  fisT  4uad  fowl,  axn\  mutton  »tid  beef; 
With  ]  Icniy  of  cash,  and  power  to  ntigc^ 
But  mw^  Stenk  I  nuver  wialicJ  t4>  cLumge; 
For  I     Iteok  was  al^Tijs  r  trvat  t<?  mey 
At  b  oer,  or  teo^ 


C00K8  who  M  rotet  a  Buokiag-pig, 

Purchase  one  not  over  big ; 

Coarse  ones  are  not  worth  a  fig ; 

So  a  young  one  buy. 
See  that  he  is  scalded  well 
(That  is  done  by  tliose  who  sell), 
Therefore  on  that  point  to  dwell, 

Were  absurdity. 


Sage  and  bread,  mix  just  enough, 
Salt  and  pepper  quantum  suff.^ 
And  the  Pig's  interior  stufl'. 

With  the  whole  combined. 
To  a  fire  that's  rather  high, 
Lay  it  till  completely  dry  ; 
Tlien  to  every  part  appl}^ 

Cloth,  with  butter  lined. 

Dredge  with  (lour  o'er  an<l  o'er, 
Till  the  Pig  will  hold  no  more ; 
Then  do  nothing  else  before 

'Tis  for  serving  fit. 
Then  serape  oifilie  flour  with  care; 
Then  a  butter' d  eV>U\  \^Te\>\xTe  •, 
Rub  it  well ;  tW^w  cwl — t\<A  Vv^'jvt — 

Off  t\\e  \K'Ad  0*1  W. 
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Then  take  out  and  mix  the  brains 
With  the  gravy  it  contains ; 
While  it  on  the  spit  remains, 

Cut  the  Pig  in  two. 
Chop  the  sage,  and  chop  the  bread 
Une  as  very  finest  shred ; 
0*er  it  melted  butter  spread — 

Stinginess  won't  do. 

When  it  in  the  dish  appears. 
Garnish  with  the  jaws  and  ears ; 
And  when  dinner-hour  nears, 

Ready  let  it  be.  ^ 

Who  can  offer  such  a  dish 
May  dispense  with  fowl  and  fish ; 
And  if  he  a  guest  should  wish, 

Let  him  send  for  me  I 


BEIGNET    DE    POMME. 

Ai»— ''  Hem*,  Sweet  Honu.** 

ifm  fiitters  and  lollipops  though  we  may  roam, 
hi  the  whole,  there  is  nothing  like  Beignet  de  Pomme. 
)f  flour  a  pound,  with  a  glass  of  milk  share, 
Lnd  a  half  pound  of  butter  the  mixture  will  bear. 
Pomme  I  Pomme  I  Beignet  de  Pomme  I 
Of  Beigncts  there 's  none  like  the  Beignet  de  Pomme  I 

L  Beignet  de  Pomme,  you  will  work  at  in  vain, 
f  you  stir  not  the  mixture  again  and  again ; 
(ome  beer,  just  to  thin  it,  may  into  it  fiUl ; 
Idr  up  that,  with  three  whites  of  eggs,  added  to  all 

Pomme  I  Pomme  I  Beignet  de  Pomme  I  . 

Of  Beignets  there  *s  none  like  the  Beignet  de  Poocune  I 

lix  apples,  when  peeled,  you  must  carefuUy  slice, 
ind  cut  out  the  cores-^if  you  'U  take  my  advice ; 
lien  dip  them  in  batter,  and  fry  till  they  foam, 
Jid  jou  'U  have  in  six  minutes  your  Bc\^«\  dfc  Po\fissft« 
Pomme !  Pomme  f  Beignet  de  PommeX 
OfBeigneta  there  *s  none  like  the  Bevigim^  ^^"^crk 
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» 


cheehy  riE- 

Ai^-**  rWfTv  iaf^t" 

OnErKBY  PieJ  ClienyPic!  Piol  I  ciy, 
Kentish  djcrrica  you  m*y  buy, 
If  i=o  be  you  Lsk  mo  wher« 

To  put  The  fruit,  I  '11  answer  '^  TUrre  !*' 
Id  the  didi  your  fruit  must  Iw^, 
WTi^n  yoL  m^ke  your  Cherry  Pie. 

Cherry  Pie  1  Cheny  Pie !  *t^, 

ChetryPic!  Cherry  Pie)  Pie  I  I  cry; 
Full  ami  fair  om^s  rtiLaii  you  buy  ; 
Wherr^aboutij  LLo  cniM  should  go, 
Any  fool,  oTewii^L*  will  know  ; 
In  tUf  juUiii  a  cup  niay  Up^ 
When  you  make  your  Cherry  Pie. 

Cherry  Pie  I  Cherry  Pie !  etc. 


DEVILED    BISCUIT. 
Ai»— "  A  TempU  of  Fritndtkipy 

"  A  NICE  Devil'd  Biscuit,"  said  Jenkins  enchanted, 

**  I  '11  have  after  dinner — the  thought  is  divine  I" 
The  biscuit  was  bought,  and  he  now  only  wanted — 

To  fully  enjoy  it — a  glass  of  good  wine. 
He  flew  to  the  pepper,  and  sat  down  before  it, 

And  at  peppering  the  well-butter'd  biscuit  he  went ; 
Then,  some  cheese  in  a  paste  mixM  with  mustard  spread  o'er  it^ 

And  down  to  be  grilled  to  the  kitchen  'twas  sent 

"  Oh  1  how,"  said  the  Cook,  "  can  I  this  thmk  of  grilUng, 

Wlien  common  the  pepper  ?  tho'^whole  will  be  flat 
But  here 's  the  Cayenne  ;  if  my  master  is  willing, 

I  *11  make,  if  he  pleases,  a  devil  with  that" 
So  tlie  Footman,  ran  up  with  the  Cook's  observation 

To  Jenkins,  v?\\o  gtv\^\i\xE^^\jexrMv^V«kVL; 
"  Oh,  go  to  tVie  deVAV  foT^^\Xivxi«\W^\»ii^\!s 

"Was  the  anawei  thaX3E»^s^^««iiX.^^^'^^'^^^^*:*^«- 
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BED    HEBRINOS. 

Mbt  me  at  breakfast  alone, 

And  then  I  will  give  jou  a  dish 
Which  really  deserves  to  be  known, 

Though  it  'a  not  the  genteeiest  of  fish. 
Yon  most  promise  to  oome,  for  I  said 

A  ^lendid  Red  Herring  I  *d  buy — 
Nay,  turn  not  away  your  proud  head  ; 

You  11  like  it,  I  know,  when  you  try. 

If  moistare  the  Herring  betray, 

Drain,  till  from  moisture  *tis  free ; 
Warm  it  through  in  the  usual  way. 

Then  serve  it  for  you  and  for  me. 
A  piece  of  cold  butter  prepare. 

To  rub  it  wlien  ready  it  lies ; 
Egg-sauce  and  potatoes  don't  spare, 

And  the  flavor  will  cause  you  surprise. 


IRISH    STEW. 
An—**  Happy  Latid.** 

Irish  stew,  Irish  stew  I 
Whatever  else  my  dinner  be. 

Once  again,  once  again, 
I  *d  have  a  dish  of  thee. 

Mutton  chops,  and  onion  slice, 

Let  the  water  cover. 
With  potatoes,  fresh  and  nice ; 
Boil,  but  not  quite  over, 
Irish  stew,  Irish  stew  I 
NeV'r  from  tliec,  my  taste  will  stray. 
I  could  eat 
Such  a  treat 
Nearly  every  day. 
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BAELET    BEOTH, 

Am—**  TU  Ein(tt  God  tUm  Mmt* 

A  BA8I9  of  ^t]^y  Broth  mftke,  mvke  for  me ; 

Give  tho     Avho  prefer  it,  the  plain : 
No  mattei     le  broth,  &o  of  barkj-  it  be. 

If  we  D      c  taste  ft  haain  affiUQ. 
For,  oh  I  ;w>d  matton  jou  Iwj, 

And  of.  sn  it, 

Inastewi  Lei  it  lie; 

Then  in  \  uL 

J  rrkhf 

In  a  I  t  Qnst^  let  H  Uf ; 

Then  in  w»t  i  iL 

What  a  teacup  will  hoM — jrni  t^ould  firat  have  been  toW^ 
Of  barley  you  gently  should  boil ; 

The  pearl-barloy  choose — 'tis  the  nicest  that*s  sold— 

^Vll  otluTS  tlie  mixture  might  spoil. 
Of  earrot.s  and  turnips,  small  onions^  green  peas 

(If  the  price  of  the  last  don't  distress  one). 
Mix  plenty  ;  and  boil  altofjether  with  these 
Your  basin  of  Broth  when  you  dress  one. 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah  I 
Two  hours  together  the  articles  boil ; 
There  's  your  basin  of  Broth,  if  you'd  dress  one. 


CALF'S    HEART. 

AiE — "  Maid  of  Athetut,  ere  we  part. '^ 

Maid  of  all  work,  as  a  part 
Of  my  dinner,  cook  a  heart ; 
(.)r,  since  such  a  dipli  is  best. 
Give  me  that,  and  leave  the  rest. 
Take  n\y  orders,  ere  I  go  ; 
Heart  of  calf  we  '11  cook  thee  so. 

Buy — to  prict'  you  're  not  confined- 
Such  a  heart  as  suits  your  mind: 
Buy  some  sv\et — and  e\-io\]L^\\ 
Of  tlic  herbs  required  to  sVu«\ 
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Buy  some  lemon-peel — and,  oh  ! 
Heart  of  calf,  we  '11  fill  thee  so. 

Buy  some  onions — -just  a  taste — 
Buy  enough,  but  not  to  waste ; 
Buy  two  eggs  of  slender  shell, 
Mix,  and  stir  the  mixture  well ; 
Crumbs  of  bread  among  it  throw; 
Heart  of  calf  we  '11  roast  thee  so. 

Maid  of  all  work,  when  'tis  done, 
Serve  it  up  to  me  alone : 
Rich  brown  gravy  round  it  roll. 
Marred  by  no  intruding  coal ; 
Currant  jelly  add — and  lo! 
Heart  of  calf,  I  'II  eat  thee  so. 


THE  CHBISTMAS  PUDDING. 
'*  JmnoMtU  tmd  JeonttoV* 


If  you  wish  to  make  a  podding  in  which  every  one  delights. 
Of  a  dozen  new-laid  eggs  you  must  take  the  yolks  and  whites ; 
Beat  them  well  up  in  a  basin  till  they  thoroughly  combine. 
And  shred  and  chop  some  suet  particularly  fine ; 

Take  a  pound  of  well-stoned  raisins,  and  a  pound  of  currants 

dried, 
A  pound  of  pounded  sugar,  and  a  pound  of  peel  beside ; 
Stir  them  all  well  up  togetiicr  with  a  pound  of  wheaten  flour. 
And  let  them  stand  and  settie  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour ; 

Then  tie  the  pudding  in  a  doth,  and  put  it  in  the  pot, — 
Some  people  like  the  water  cold,  and  some  prefer  it  hot ; 
But  though  I  don't  know  which  of  these  two  methods  I  should 

praise, 
I  know  it  ought  to  boil  an  hour  for  every  pound  it  weighs. 

Oh  I  if  I  were  Queen  of  France,  or,  still  better,  Pope  of  Rome, 
I  'd  have  a  Christmas  padding  every  day  I  dined  at  home ; 
And  M9  /or  other  puddings  whatever  tlk^y  VDa^^\»^ 
Wbx  ^o&e  who  like  the  nastj  things  ^bwM  «iX>^miSiV»  Tfi.^ 
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APPLE   PIE* 

The  ik«rwe«t  ofl  Ui<^  Bee(9t; 
Of  «U  th«  pi«e  now  made, 

Qj*  "  ^ 

Whu  1  remain, 

To  ?ilu)ielng. 

Othfit 
Tlu  tttcst; 

But  01  nvlcr^ 

The  ^  ffTiH^ttiel 

Who  absarJly  buys 

Fniit  nift  svurih  the  baking? 
Wlio  M'asU'3  orui^r  on  pioii 

Tiiat  do  nv>l  [my  for  m:iking7 
Bt'tUT  fjir  to  bi; 

An  Apjjlo  Tiirtlct  baying', 
Than  to  make  one  at  home,  and  see 

On  it  tlicre  's  no  relying : 
That  all  must  l>e  weigh'd, 

AVhen  thyself  thou  treatest — 
Still  a  pie  home-made 

Is,  afler  all,  tlie  sweetest. 

Who  a  pie  would  make, 

First  his  aj)ple  slices  ; 
Then  he  ought  to  take 

Some  cloves — the  best  of  spices  : 
Grate  some  lemon  rind, 

Butter  add  discreetly ; 
Then  some  sugar  mix — but  mind 

The  pie  's  not  made  too  sweetly. 
Every  pie  that 's  made 

With  s\iga\-,\s  coiw\Avi\.e^v \ 
But  raodevatioii  s\\ov\V\  \)erv».i\<& — 

Too  sweet  is  not  t\\e  ^y?  eet^i^t. 
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Who  would  tone  impart, 

Must — if  my  word  is  trusted — 
Add  to  his  pie  or  tart 

A  glass  d  port — old  crusted : 
If  a  man  of  taste, 

He,  complete  to  make  it, 
In  the  very  finest  paste 

WOl  inclose  and  bake  it 
Pies  have  each  their  grade ; 

But,  when  this  thou  eatest, 
Of  all  that  e*er  were  made. 

You  Tl  say  'tis  best  and  sweetest 


LOBSTER  SALAD. 

An.—"  Blue  AmiMto  over  the  Border,** 

Take,  take,  lobsters  and  lettuces ; 

Mind  that  they  send  you  Uie  fish  that  you  order : 
Take,  take,  a  decent-sized  sabd  bowl, 
One  that 's  sufficiently  deep  in  the  border. 

Cut  into  many  a  slice 

An  of  the  fish  that  *s  nice. 
Place  in  the  bowl  with  due  neatness  and  order : 

Then  hard-boil'd  eggs  you  may 

Add  in  a  neat  array 
An  round  the  bowl,  just  by  way  of  a  border. 

Take  firom  the  cellar  of  salt  a  proportion : 

Take  from  the  castors  both  pepper  and  oil. 
With  vinegar,  too— but  a  moderate  portion — 
Too  much  of  acid  your  salad  wiU  spoil 

Mix  them  together, 

You  need  not  mind  whether 
You  blend  them  exactly  in  apple-pie  order ; 

But  when  you  *ve  stirr'd  away, 

Mix  up  the  whole  you  may — 
An  but  the  eggs,  which  are  used  as  a  border. 

Take,  take,  plenty  of  seasoning ; 

A  tea.«9oon  ofpanlvy  tliat'a  chopp'dVa  wMiSL^v^«%\ 
Though,  tbougli,  tiie  point  will  bear  teasoD^^ 
A  small  tasto  of  ooion  the  Qstoc  *u 
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Ai  tLe  saoce  curdle  may, 

SLjfuld  il;  the  process  stay^ 
Pntit^DtJy  do  it  again  in  due  order ; 

For^  if  you  chmice  to  spoil 

VinegftT,  eggs,  and  oil^ 
Still  U>  proceed  would  on  lunacy  border* 


EXK 


Had  T  p<  iteak, 

IduSfc 

And  if  tbt  d  putake, 

1       11    TC'll      1  ^/■■^J.      TW  %*'^'tf     V  Jb 

Into  a  stew-pan,  clean  and  neat, 
Some  butter  should  be  flung : 

And  with  it  stew  your  pound  of  moat, 
A  tender  piece — but  young. 

And  when  you  find  the  juice  cxpress'd 

By  culinary  art, 
To  draw  the  gravy  olT,  were  best, 

And  let  it  stand  apart. 
Then,  lady,  if  you  M  have  a  treat, 

Be  sure  you  en  n't  be  wrong 
To  put  more  butter  to  your  meat, 

Nor  let  it  stew  too  long. 

And  when  the  steak  is  nicely  done. 

To  take  it  off  were  best ; 
And  gently  let  it  fry  alone, 

Witliout  the  sauce  or  zest ; 
Then  add  the  gravy — with  of  wine 

A  spoonful  in  it  flung ; 
And  a  shalot  cut  very  line — 

Let  the  shalot  be  y^nng. 

And  when  the  whole  lias  been  combined, 

Alore  stewing  't  will  require; 
Ten  minutes  will  sullace— \iM\>  mv^i^, 

Don't  have  too  qu\ck  a  tite. 
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Then  serve  it  ap— 't  will  form  a  treat  I 

Nor  fear  you  Ve  cook'd  it  wrong ; 
Oourmeis  in  all  the  old  't  will  meet. 

And  gourmands  in  the  young. 


GREEN   PEA   SOUP. 
Ax»— **  Thg  Ivif  Ormn.** 

Oh  I  a  splendid  Soup  is  the  true  Pea  Gkeen ; 

I  for  it  often  call; 
And  up  it  comes  in  a  smart  tureen, 

When  I  dine  in  my  banquet  hall 
When  a  leg  of  mutton  at  home  is  boil*d, 

The  liquor  I  always  keep, 
And  in  that  liquor  (before  'tis  spoil'd) 

A  peck  of  peas  I  steep. 
When  boil'd  till  tender  they  have  been, 
I  rub  through  a  sieve  the  peas  so  green. 

Though  the  trouble  the  indolent  may  shock, 

I  rub  with  all  my  power ; 
And  having  retumM  them  to  the  stock, 

I  stew  them  for  more  than  an  hour: 
Then  of  younger  peas  I  take  some  more, 

The  mixture  to  improve. 
Thrown  in  a  little  time  before 

The  soup  from  the  fire  I  move. 
Then  seldom  a  better  soup  is  seen, 
Than  the  old  familiar  soup  Pea  Gkeen. 

Since  first  I  began  my  household  career. 

How  many  my  dishes  have  been  I 
But  the  one  that  digestion  never  need  fear, 

Is  the  simple  old  soup  Pea  Oreen. 
The  giblet  may  tire,  the  gravy  pall. 

And  the  turtle  lose  its  charm ; 
But  the  Gkeen  Pea  triumphs  over  them  all, 

And  does  not  the  sli^test  baim. 
SmokJDg  hot  in  a  smart  toi^eik, 
A  rare  aoop  ia  the  true  Pea  QteeiiX 


4yo       F. 


Z  TBIPLB 

Am— '^Th*  tft*HH&i^  U^  Waiver 

Tn£K£'^  not  in  Ui<n  wi<lrf  world  so  tempting  a  sweet 
As  Uiftt  Trifle  where  cuatard  aaid  niacaroons  meet; 
Oh  I  the  latest  sweet  tooth  from  my  head  muat  depdit 
Ere  the  taate  of  *^*'  Triflj^  Ahnll  not  win  my  hearL 

Tet  it  i»  not  t*>*  own  in  between, 

Nor  the  pod  idicd  and  greflu ; 

Tis  not  the  r  ijfp'd  up  by  ft  mill  i 

Ohj  no  ]  it  18  wxamm  qoisito  Btm 

'Ti^  tl;at  nic^  macaro  iah  I  have  kid, 

or  which  a  delicious  iu!_  is  made ; 

An<l  you  'Jl  find  how  the  wsi  wiil  in  flAvor  improve^ 
When  soak'd  with  the  wine  that  you  pour  in  above. 

Sweet  plateau  of  Trifle !  how  great  is  my  zest 
For  tliee,  when  spread  o'er  with  the  jam  I  love  best; 
When  the  eream  white  of  eggs — to  be  over  tliee  thrown, 
With  a  Avliisk  kept  on  purpose — is  mingled  in  one  I 


MUTTON    CHOPS. 

Air — "  Come  dicell  with  me.'* 

Come  dinc^  with  me,  come  dine  with  me, 
And  our  disli  shall  be,  our  dish  shall  be, 
A  Glutton  Chop  from  the  butcher's  shop — 
And  Ijow  I  cook  it  you  shall  see. 
Tlie  Chop  I  choose  is  not  too  lean ; 
For  to  cut  ofi'  tlie  fat  1  mean. 
Then  to  the  fire  I  j)ut  it  down, 
And  k't  it  fry  until  'tis  brown. 

Come  (hne  w^ith  me;  yes,  dine  with  me,  etc. 

I  '11  fry  some  bread  cut  rather  fine. 
To  place  betwixt  each  chop  of  mine  ; 
Some  spinach,  or  aouie  c*av\\\'^o\x<i\:'3», 
Hay  ornament  th\3  d\sa  oS.  omv^. 
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I  win  not  let  thee  once  repine 
At  haying  come  with  me  to  dine : 
'T  will  be  my  pride  to  hear  thee  say, 
"  I  have  enjoy'd  my  Chop,  to-day." 

Come,  dine  with  me ;  yes,  dine  with  me ; 

Dine,  dine,  dine,  with  me,  etc. 


BARLEY   WATEB. 
Onlite Bmte <ir  ^Uon  rater.** 

Fob  a  jug  of  Bariey  Water 

Take  a  saucepan  not  too  small ; 
Give  it  to  your  wife  or  daughter, 

K  within  your  call 
K  her  duty  you  have  taught  her. 

Very  willing  each  will  be 
To  prepare  some  Barley  Water 

Cheerfully  for  thee. 

For  a  jug  of  Barley  Water, 

Half  a  gallon,  less  or  more, 
From  the  filter  that  you  bought  her, 

Ask  your  wife  to  pour. 
When  a  saucepan  you  have  brought  her 

Poliah'd  bright  as  bright  can  be. 
In  it  empty  aU  the  water. 

Either  you  or  she. 

For  your  jug  of  Barley  Water 

(*Tis  a  drink  by  no  means  bad). 
Some  two  ounces  and  a  quarter 

Of  pearl  barley  add. 
When  'tis  boiling,  let  your  daughter 

Skim  fipom  blacks  to  keep  it  free ; 
Added  to  your  Barley  Water 

Lemon  rind  should  be. 

For  your  jug  of  Barley  Water* 

(I  have  made  it  very  oft), 
It  must  boil,  so  tell  your  da\i^\«r^ 
TiB  the  barley's  soft. 


i 
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Ju     I  of  A  fimftU  lemon's  quarter 

ixdd  \  then  sweeten  lUi  like  tea ; 
Stxaia  through  sieve  jour  Barley  Water- 
'Twill  dclicioua  be. 


BOILED    CniCEEST. 


LiSHU  ; 

But^  )  spoil  itj 

SeftTchtea  bujLii.  k, 

For  Low  to  ,  tw  to  boH  iL 

Sweet  it  ia  to  t- 

Quite  alone,  ^^^^ its  size  is; — 

Andj  when  cleverly  'ti:*  done, 

Its  delicacy  quite  surprises. 

Oh !  uiy  tender  pullet  dear  I 
My  boiled — not  roasted — tender  Chicken ! 
I  can  wish 
No  other  dish, 
With  thee  supplied,  my  tender  Chicken  ! 

Lesbia,  take  some  water  cold, 

And  having  on  the  fire  placed  it, 
And  some  butter,  and  be  bold — 

When  'tis  hot  enough — taste  it. 
Oh  I  the  Chicken  meant  for  me 

Boil  before  the  fire  grows  dimmer; 
Twenty  minutes  let  it  be 

In  the  saucepan  left  to  simmer. 

Oh,  my  tender  Chicken  dear  I 
My  boil'd,  delicious,  tender  Chicken  ! 
Rub  the  breast 
(To  give  a  zest) 
With  lemon-juice,  my  t^mder  Chicken. 

Lesbia  hath  witli  sauce  combined 
Broccoli  white,  without  a  tarnish  ; 

'Tis  hard  to  te\i  if  '\;va  des\^iCvi 
For  vegetable  or  lor  ^aitiv^V. 
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PiUow'd  on  a  butter*d  dish, 

My  Chicken  temptingly  reposes, 
flaking  gourmands  for  it  wi^, 
Should  the  savor  reach  their  noses. 

Oh,  my  tender  pullet  dear  I 
My  boiled — not  roasted — ^tender  Chicken ! 
Day  or  night, 
Thy  meal  is  Ught^ 
For  sapper,  e*en,  my  tender  Chicken. 


STEWED   DUCK   AND   PEAS. 
Am—*'  My  Beart  €md  LuU." 

I  orrs  thee  all,  I  can  no  more, 

Though  poor  the  dinner  be ; 
Stcw'd  Duck  and  Peas  are  all  the  store 

That  I  can  oflfer  thee. 
A  Duck,  whose  tender  breast  reveals 

Its  early  youth  full  well ; 
And  better  still,  a  Pea  that  peels 

From  fresh  transparent  shell 

Though  Duck  and  Peas  may  fail,  alas! 

One*s  hunger  to  allay ; 
At  least  for  luncheon  they  may  pass. 

The  appetite  to  stay. 
If  seasoned  Duck  an  odor  bring 

From  which  one  would  abstain, 
The  Peas,  like  fragrant  breath  of  Spring, 

Set  an  to  rights  again. 

I  give  thee  all  my  kitchen  lore, 
Though  poor  the  offering  be ; 

in  tell  thee  how  'tis  cook*d,  before 
You  come  to  dine  with  me : 

The  Duck  is  truss'd  from  head  to  heefa^ 
Then  stew*d  with  butter  well ; 

And  streaky  bacon,  which  t«t«i^ 
A  most  4dlicioaa  igrt*A^, 
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^   biea  Duck  And  Baoon  in  a  nta^ 

To  a  in  tbc  etew-pan  lay, 
p\  ap<M>n  around  the  vessel  poaet. 

And  g>ently  atir  fcwny : 
A  tablespoon  of  flour  bring, 

A  quart  of  w&ter  l>ri)ig» 
Then  in  it  tweoty  oaions  flinjr, 

A     "  Bk 

I 

A 1  id  &  lo^ 

I 
Sh  drlADgttige  brief— 

Tr»  ft  f 
Then  take  your  Duck,  nor  let  the  strings 
For  trussing  it  remain. 

Tlie  parsley  fail  not  to  remove, 

Also  the  leaf  of  bay  ; 
Dish  up  your  Duck — the  sauce  improve 

In  the  accustoin'd  way, 
With  pepper,  salt,  and  other  things, 

1  need  not  here  explain : 
And,  if  the  dish  contentment  brings, 

You  '11  dine  with  me  a^fain. 


CURRY. 

Three  pounds  of  veal  my  darling  girl  prepares, 
And  chops  it  nicely  into  little  squares; 
Five  onions  next  prepares  the  little  minx 
(The  biggest  are  the  best  her  Saraiwel  thinks). 
And  Ej^ping  butter,  nearly  half  a  pound, 
And  stews  them  in  a  pan  until  they  're  brown'd. 

"What 's  next  my  dexterous  little  girl  will  do  ? 
She  pops  the  u\eiU  \u\o  \\\e  '?rvvoT>'  ^\.e\v, 
With  curry  powder,  tnb\<i-^vooxv?v\\\s  xXvcee, 
And  milk  a  pint  (U^e  rvc\^^^t  ^^^>  i^^^^  ^^^N 
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And,  when  Uie  dish  has  stewed  for  haUT-an-hoar, 
A  lemon's  ready  juice  she  'U  o'er  it  pour : 
Then,  bless  her  I  then  she  gives  the  luscious  pot 
A  very  gentle  boil — and  serves  quite  hot. 

P.  S.  Beef,  mutton,  rabbit,  if  you  wish; 
Lobsters,  or  prawns,  or  any  Idnd  of  fish 
Are  fit  to  make  ▲  oubrt.    'Tis,  when  done, 
A  dish  for  emperors  to  feed  upon. 


THE   RAILWAY    GILPIN. 

John  Gilpin  is  a  citizen ; 

For  lineage  of  renown, 
The  fiimed  John  Gilptn's  grandson,  he 

Abides  in  London  town. 

To  our  John  Gilpin  said  his  dear, 
"  Stewed  up  here  as  we  Ve  been 

Since  Wliitsuntide,  'tis  time  that  we 
Should  have  a  change  of  scene. 

"  To-morrew  is  a  leisure  day. 

And  we  '11  by  rail  repair 
Unto  the  Nell  at  Dedmanton, 

And  take  a  breath  of  air. 

"  My  sister  takes  our  eldest  child ; 

The  youngest  of  our  three 
Will  go  in  arms,  and  so  the  ride 

Won't  so  expensive  be." 

John  soon  replied,  "  I  don't  admire 

Tliat  railway,  I,  for  one ; 
But  you  know  bef«t,  my  dearest  dear, 

And  po  it  must  bo  done. 

"  I,  a-^  a  lincn-tlnip<»r  bold, 

WjjJ  bear  myself,  and  ihougU 
'Tis  FridAy  by  the  caleudar, 
Will  riak  my  liniba,  and  go " 
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1^1  11  go  by  tJw  Excursion  Train, 
^  rhjch  niakea  it  still  less  dt^ar/* 


Jos  Ki  GiLFis  poked  bid  clever  wife, 
^  Jid  «Ugbtly  smiled  to  find 

«L 

^^d 
T^  it;  butlo! 

For  half  an  bot  wre  Trere  rtay'd, 

And  when  they  aiU  get  m — 
"  No  train  I  a  hoax !"  cried  clerks,  agog 

To  swear  tlirougli  thick  and  thin. 

*'  Yaal"  went  the  throats;  stamp  went  tlie  he<^^• 

Were  never  folks  so  mad, 
The  disappointment  dire  beneath; 

All  cried  *'  it  was  too  bad  !" 

John  GiLriK  home  would  fiiin  have  hied, 

But  he  must  needs  remain, 
Commanded  by  his  willful  bride, 

And  take  the  usual  train. 

'T  was  long  before  our  passcngere 

Another  train  could  find, 
When — stop  I  one  ticket  for  the  fares 

Was  lost  or  left  behind  ! 

"  Good  lack  I"  quoth  Jonx,  ^'yet  try  it  on." 
"  'T  won't  do,"  the  Guard  replies  ; 

And  bearing  wife  and  babes  on  board, 
The  train  witliout  him  flies. 

Now  see  him  in  a  second  train, 

Behind  the  iron  steed. 
Borne  on,  slap  d'As\\ — ^^oy  W^e  v^^  V>owvi«^ 

With  smaW  coue^iTu  ox  \\«ae\. 
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Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  naugfat. 

Exclaiming,  "  Dash  my  wig  I 
Oh,  here's  a  game  1  oh,  here 's  a  go  1 

A  running  such  a  rig  I" 

A  signal,  hark  I — the  whistle  screamed — 

Smash  I  went  the  windows  all : 
"  An  accident  1"  cried  out  each  one, 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawL 

Away  went  Gilpin,  never  mind — 

His  brain  seemed  spinning  round ; 
Thou^t  he,  '^  This  q)eed  a  killing  pace 

Will  prove,  IH  bet  a  pound !" 

And  stiDy  as  stations  they  drew  near, 

The  whistle  shrilly  blew. 
And  in  a  trice,  past  signal-men. 

The  train  like  lightning  flew. 

Thus,  all  through  merry  Killbury, 

Without  a  stop  shot  they ; 
But  paused,  to  'scape  a  second  smash, 

At  Dedmanton  so  gay. 

At  Dedmanton  his  loving  wife, 

On  platform  waiting,  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  striving  much 

To  let  himself  outside. 

"  Hallo !  John  Gilpin,  here  we  ai-e — 

Come  out!"  they  all  did  cry ; 
"To  death  with  waiting  we  are  tired!'* 

" Guard  1"  shouted  Gilpin,  "Hi!" 

But  no— the  train  was  not  a  bit 

Arranged  to  tarry  there, 
For  why  ? — because  't  was  an  Exprefls, 

And  did  dispatches  bear. 

So,  in  a  second,  off  it  flew 

Again,  and  daslicd  along, 
As  if  the  deuce  'twere  go'mg  \o, 
Tl^ith  motive  impulse  strong. 
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Of  puffing  et<Mm,  imlil 
They  came  uuto  tht^rjutirutry^a  eiwi. 
Where  ihpy  ftt  l«at  fitood  ittilL 

And  tlieu— best  thing  thhi  be  coutd  do — 
Ba  book'd  himwJf  for  Town ; 

They  stopped  at  evety  station  up, 
Till  he  ogaiu  got  Jown, 

Says  Gilpin,  ''  Sing^  Long  livo  the  QutxXf 

And  ckc  ioaj^.  liib  to  nnii ; 
Atid  ere  I  'U  trust  that  Line  agiiin, 

Myaelf  I  ble.^  wiS  soo  1^' 


ELEGY, 


WRITTEN    IX    A    RAILWAY    STATION. 

The  Station  clock  proclainia  the  close  of  day ; 

The  hard-worked  clerks  drop  gladly  ofl'  to  tea; 
The  last  train  start.^  upon  its  dangerous  way, 

And  leaves  ttie  place  to  d.irkne.ss  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  j)anting  engine's  red  tail-light, 
And  all  the  platform  solemn  stillness  holds, 

Save  wlieie  the  watchmen,  pacing  for  the  night, 
By  smothered  coughs  announce  their  several  colds, 

Behind  tliat  (lo(jr  of  three-inch  planking  made, 
Those  frosted  j)an«'s  placed  too  high  up  to  peep, 

All  in  their  iron  safes  securely  laid, 

The  cooked  account-books  of  the  Railway  sleep. 

The  Dehts  to  credit  side  so  neatly  borne, 

What  should  be  losses,  profits  proved  instead  ; 

The  Dividends  those  pages  that  adorn 

No  more  shall  turn  the  fond  Shareholder's  head. 

Oft  did  the  douljtful  to  their  l)alance  yield. 

Their  evidence  arithmetic  could  choke: 
How  jocund  were  t\vo.y  \\i\\..  to  \\vn\\  w^y^^^-^^^ 
Ho^v  many  volc;^  of  l\uvuVs  d\v\v\^c^^  v^-on'oVv^A 


PUNCH. 
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Let  not  Derision  mode  Enro  'Hvuaoy'a  toQ, 

Who  nude  things  pleasant  greenlioms  to  allure ; 

Nor  prudery  give  hard  names  unto  tlie  spoil 

T  was  glad  to  share — ^whilo  it  oould  share  secure. 

AD  know  the  way  that  ho  his  fortune  made, 
How  ho  bought  votes  and  consciences  did  hire ; 

How  hands  that  Oold  and  Silver-sticks  have  swayed 
To  grm^  his  dirty  palm  would  oft  aspire, 

im  these  accounts  at  last  their  doctored  page, 

Thanks  to  mischance  and  panic,  did  unroll, 
When  virtue  suddenly  became  the  rage, 

And  wiped  Greorge  Hudson  out  of  fashion*s  scroll 

Full  many  a  noble  Lord  who  once  serene 
The  feasts  at  Albert  Gate  was  glad  to  share, 

For  tncks  he  blushed  not  at,  or  blushed  unseen. 
Now  cuts  tlie  Iron  King  with  vacant  stare. 

For  those  who,  mindful  of  their  money  fled. 

Rejoice  m  retribution,  sure  though  late — 
Should  they,  by  ruin  to  reflection  led, 

A?k  Punch  to  point  the  moral  of  his  fato. 

Haply  tliat  wooden-headed  sago  may  say, 
"Oft  havo  I  seen  him,  in  his  fortune's  dawn, 

When  at  his  levees  elbowing  their  way. 
Peer's  ermine  might  be  seen  and  Bb5ln.>p's  Liwn. 

"There  tlie  j^reat  man  voucli.safe«l  in  turn  to  each 
Advicv,  what  scrip  or' shares  't  Wiis  b<»st  to  buy. 

There  liis  own  arts  liU  favorites  he  would  t4»ach. 
And  put  them  up  to  good  tilings  on  the  sly. 

"  Till  to  the  Houso  by  his  admirers  borne, 

Wamii'd  with  Chmnpagne  in  flustered  sjwech  he  strove, 
And  on  through  commerce,  coloni(»s,  and  Ci>rn, 

Like  engine,  without  break  or  driver,  drove. 

"  Tin  when  he  ceased  to  dip  in  fortune's  till. 

Out  eame  one  r<H)ked  nccount^»f  our  M.  P. ; 
Another  catno — yot  men  scarce  venlure^\,  sUW, 
To  think  thvir  idol  such  a  n>guc  oouU  \Ki. 
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"Until  Ui'  ^  Bgures  sot  ijq  siuJ  array 

Proved  low^  liis  victims  he  had  fleeced  and  sliom— 
Approach  and  reod  (if  thou  canst  read)  ^J  l*7i 

Writ  OQ  biai  more  in  aadne®  Ihno  in  acoriL" 


THE  KPrTAPH, 

Here  liefli,  ti  sordid  earth, 

A  man  w^  o  Fa^on  known; 

Though  voi  «rta,  or  birth, 

God  Mar  im  for  Ilia  own, 

LoTgte  was  ti  ught  k  dear; 

When  he  t  &cly  spend* 

He  phmderod  no  on.  r  mucii  a-year, 

But  Chancery  o'ertooK  mm  lu  the  end. 


^ 


No  further  seek  his  frailties  to  disclose : 

For  many  of  his  sins  should  share  the  load  : 
While  ho  kept  rising,  who  asked  how  he  rose  ? 

While  we  could  reap,  what  cared  we  how  he  sowed? 


THE   BOA    AND   THE  BLANKET.* 

AN    APOLOGUK    OF    TIIK    ZOOLOGICAL    GARDENS. — [aFTER    WARREX.] 

PUNCH. 

It  is  talked  ol'  Now  I     W;us  talked  of  Yesterday! 
May  be  muttered  to-morrow!     Wliat? — 
The  Boa  that  Bolted  the  Bt.anket, 

Speckled  Enthusiast  I 

It  wjis  full  moon's  full  moonlight!     The  Sliilling 

I  had  paid  down  at  the  Gate 

Seem'd  hung  in  Heaven.     To  Newton's  Eye 

(As  Master  of  the  Mint). 

A  Splendid,  yea,  Celestial  Shilling! 

I  was  alone,  with  Nothing  to  Speak  of 

But  Creation ! 

*  A  few  days  before  W\U  h\\xV-^\\\^  ot  Wwtt^w  ».\>ve»-^<i^^^  «>  v>^-'sw^v^^\ftTV 
the  London  Zoological  Gardc^x.  Hwa\Wed  xXxe XA^V.v  VV.^V^  ^^^  ^v«.x* 
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Yes  I  Gigantic  Noah's  Ark  of  twenty  times  her  tonnage, 

Lay  crouch'tl,  and  purring,  and  velvety,  and  fanged 

About  me  I 

Cane-oolored  tigers — ^rug-spotted  Leopards — 

Snakes  (ah,  Cupid  I)  knit  and  intcrknit — to  true  love  knots 

Semblable  I 

Striped  Zebra — Onager  Calcitrant — Common  Ass, 

And  I — and  all  were  there  1 

The  bushy  Squirrel  with  his  half-cracked  Nut, 

Slept.    The  Boar  of  Allemagne  snored. 

The  Lion*s  Cage  was  hot  with  heat  of  blood: 

And  Peace  in  Curtain  Ring  linked  two  Ring  Doves ! 

Jn.  Gardens  Zoological  and  Regent, 

I,  meditating,  stood  I 

And  still  the  moon  looked  wondrous  like  a  Shilling, 

Impartial  Moon,  that  showed  me  alL 

My  heart  fluttered  as  tho'  winged  from  Mercury  I 

I  moved — approached  the  Snake-House  1 

Oh,  the  balm  of  Paradise  that  came  and  went  I 

The  silver  gleams  of  Eden  shooting  down  the  trembling  strings 

Of  my  melodious  heart  I 

Down— down  to  its  coral  roots  I 

I  dashed  aside  the  human  tear ;  and — ^yes — prepared  myself 

With  will,  dnink  from  the  eyes  of  Hope,  to  gaze  upon  the  Snake  I 

The  Boa  1 1 

The  Python  1 1 1 

The  Anaconda  1 1 1 1 

A  Boa  was  there  I     A  Boa,  *neath  Crystal  Roof  I 

And  rabbits,  taking  the  very  moonlight  in  their  paws, 

Washed  their  meek  faces.    Washed,  then  hopped  I 

"And  so  (I  couldn't  help  it)  so,"  I  groaned — "the  ancient 

Snake — 
That  milk-white  thing-rand  innocent — ^trustful  I 
And  then,  Death — Death — 
And  lo  I  there,  typical,  it  is — ^it  is — 
The  Blakket  1 1 

Death  shred  oftiving  thing  that  cropped^tbe  ^o^ex  \ 
And,  thougbUeaB,  bleated  forth  ItB  ^ttle  \)aAr&V' 

21 
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Avayl  I  will  noltettrl    Lot  the  B«ft  ilmiv 

Aad  KalibitA,  thsit  bnve  giteu  UUa  to  doBtlny, 

Mt-'ot  hi^  dtrm^nit  at  Utreo  uvl  Bix  mooUia*  (Lite  I 

(We  know  etich  Boss  «nd  mbbicai, 

Know  we  aal  ?) 

Lut  me  puss  on  I 

And  hei^  *tifl  c^ool ;  uaj,  evtui  oold 

WiUiout  tlie  SciAkc-ITouac  I 


or  MuluLuUm  wlio  're  paid  And  ^Art*dj  aad  jftwoed  &Dd  wi^ 

*l*TfHl  livnpl 

Thp  city  mackwornj,  wbo 

Prom  pwiL-ot^k  orient,  M«w  ooold  teU  a  codt 

Of  bay i 

Thou^^  bo  ye  8ur^  m  guhiea  fh>m  a  ^tne^pig 

He  knows,  lint!  (an  Tor  mon^y) 

Ever  has  his  squeak  for  *t  I 

Hexe,  too,  paused  the  wise,  sagacious  man, 

Master  of  probabilities  I 

He  sees  the  tusk  of  elephant — the  two  tusks — 

And,  with  a  thought,  cuts  *em  into  cubes — 

And  with  another  thought — another — and  another — 

Tells  (to  himself)  how  oft,  in  twenty  years 

Those  spotted  squares  shall  come  up  sixes  1 

And  tliis  in  living  elephant  1 

And  Her  Majesty  lias  trod  these  Walks, 

Accompanied 

By 

Prince  Albert, 

The  Prince  of  Wales, 
The  Princess  Royal, 

And 
The  Rest  of  the  Royal  Children  I— 


She  saw  the  Tiger  I 

Did  she  think  of  Tippoo  Saib's  Tiger's  Head? 

She  saw  the  L'\on\ 

Thought  she  of  one  ol  \ier  o-wtl  kixaa^l 

Bhe  did  not  see  tJie  T5iuoom\>a\x\. 
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rWitli  lnT  •.Taciou^  habits  of  coiidesc'ciision) 
Dili  she  tliink  of  him  a  bit  the  less? 

Thoughts  crowd  upon  me — cry  move  on  I 

And  now  I  am  here ;  and  whether  I  will  or  no, 

I  feel  I  'm  jolly ! 

The  Chameleons  are  asleep,  and,  like  the  Cabinet 

(Of  course  I  mean  the  Whigs), 

Know  notj  when  they  rise  to-morrow, 

What  color  they  will  wake  I — 

The  baby  elephant  aeems  prematurely  old : 

Its  in(ant  hide  all  corrugate  with  thoughts 

Of  cakes  and  oranges  given  it  by  boys ; 

Alas!  in  Chancery  now,  and  pimilyticl 

This  is  very  sad.    No  more  of  it  1 

Hal  ha  I  here  sits  the  Ape — the  many-colored  wight  I 

Thou  hast  marked  him,  with  nose  of  scarlet  sealing-wax, 

And  so  be-oolored  with  prismatic  hues, 

As  though  he  had  come  from  sky  to  earth — 

Sliding  and  wiping  a  fresh-painted  rainbow  I 

Hush  I  I  have  made  a  perfect  circle  I 
And  at  the  Snake-House  once  again  I  stand  I 
Such  is  life ! 

Eh!     Oh!     Help!     Murder!     Dreadful  Accident ! 
To  be  conceived — Oh,  perhaps ! 
DescrilxHl — Oh,  never ! 
Keepers  are  up,  and  crowd  about  the  box — 
The  Boa*8  box — with  unconcerned  rabbits ! 
Not  so  tlie  Boa  I     Look !     Behold ! 
And  where  's  Uie  Blanket  ? 
In  the  Boa's  inside  place !     The  Monster  mark  1 
How  he  writhes  and  wrestles  with  the  wool,  as  though 
He  had  within  him  rolls  and  rolls 
Of  choking,  suffocating  influenza, 

That  lift  his  eyes  from  out  their  sockets ! — Of  fleecy  phlegm 
That' will  neither  in  or  out,  but  mid- way 
Seem  to  !«tran;rle  1 

Silence  and  wonder  sef  tie  on  tlio  crowd ; 
•ftwD  wbom  iastiacUvely  and  breathlesa&y, 
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Afloend  two  ;    tj^tuuit  qutwtiotm ! 
*<  Will  the  Bu    t>oU  the  blAtikct  f 
Waittwblftnt  lobokotheBoAr 
Sudi  the  probv  ^m ! 

And  then  timn  mark  aad  deduce 
Differently. 

WiU  the  Pope  1 

''The  Elankd't  1 
la  the  Boa  ivith  j 

•*7%«  Blanktrit  lUfiyrm 
Aftd  naught  f{\  nfiiltfi/  / 

But  I,  a  lody  and  au  abstract  man, 

A  (Mcature  of  «i  hii^jher  element 
Than  rVi'v  nourished  the  wood 
Onlained  for  ballot-boxes — I 
Bay  nothin,^' ;  until  a  Keeper  comes  to  me,  and, 
llookinpf  his  tore-finger  in  his  forehead's  lock, 
Say? — '*  Wiiat  's  your  opinion,  Sir? 
If  Jioas  will  bolt  Blankets,  Boas  must: 
If  Snakes  will  rush  upon  their  end,  why  not?" 
''My  friend/'  said  I,  "The  Blanket  and  the  Boa — 
You  Avjll  conceive  nie — are  a  ty\K\  yes,  just  a  type, 
Of  this  our  day. 

The  dumb  and  monstrous,  tasteless  appetite 
Of  stupid  Boa,  \o  <:ol)ble  up  for  food 
What  n(M.Hls  must  scour  or  suffocate, 
Not  nourish ! 

My  friend ;  let  the  wool  of  that  one  blanket 
Warm  but  the  back  of  one  live  sheep, 
And  the  Boa  would  bolt  the  animal  entire. 
And  flourish  on  his  meal,  transmuting  flesh  and  bones, 
And  turning  them  to  h(>althful  nutriment ! 
Believe  this  vit-al  truth; 
The  stomach  may  take  down  and  digest 
And  sweetly,  too,  a  leg  of  mutton  ; 
That  would  turn  at  and  reject 
One  Utiic  balJ  of  worsted  V 
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On  saying  this  I  turned  away , 

Feeling  adown  the  small-o'-the  back 

That  gentle  warmth  that  waits  upon  us,  when  ws  kkow 

We  have  said  a  good  thing; 

Knowing  it  better  than  the  vain  world 

Ever  can  or  ever  wilL 

Reader,  I  have  sung  my  songl 

The  Boa  and  the  B ^  like  new-found  star, 

Is  mine  no  longer ;  but  the  world's  I — 

Tell  me,  how  have  I  sung  it  ?    With  what  note  ? 

With  note  akin  to  that  immortal  bard 

The  snow-white  Swan  of  Avon  ? 

Or  haply,  to  that 

— Bora  avis  J 

—That  has 

—"Tried  Wabrkn's?" 


THE  DILLY  AND  THE  D'S,* 

[aK    apologue    of    the    OXFORD    INSTALLATION.] 

BY  8 — L  W — RR — ^N,   Q.S.,   LL.D.,  F.R^. 

PUNCH. 

PART    FIRST. 

Oh,  Spirit  I  Spirit  of  Literature, 

AUen  to  Law  1 

Oh,  Muse  I  ungracious  to  thy  sterner  sister,  Themu, 

Whither  away  ? — ^Away  I 

Far  from  my  brief— 

Brief  with  a  fee  upon  it, 

Tremendous! 

And  probably — ^befbre  my  business  is  concluded — 

A  Refresher — nay,  several  I  1 

Whither  whirlest  thou  thy  thrall  ? 

Thy  willing  thrall  ? 

^^  Now  and  Thmf' 

But  not  just  at  this  moment^ 

If  you  please,  Spirit  I 

•  BaiUmitt9  of  Wkrren*!  Poem  of  **  The  lAl^  •»A«»i%'Bk«br- vW^^«^  ^^  "^ 
time  oftb0gimt  EzhiUtioii  of  1861. 
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Jiot  n^i  nxid  ponder  on 

Tux  rx       isoA, 
Docbnnci  1 
Tlcal  ! 

Replication  1  1  I 
Rejomderl  1  1  I 
Run-pjoiiider  I  MM 
I 

t  M  M 
ETC  I  ETC[  > 
It  may  not 
A3  UUJeii  c 
Though  \o^ 
And  wUi  h«f  c  DC 

♦  *  *      

And  am  I  not 

As  well  as  a  Q.S., 

An  F.R.S. 

And  LL.D.  ? 

Ask  Blackwood 

The  reiv<on  why,  and  he  "will  tell  you ; 

So  will  the  Mayor — 

TJie  Mayok  of  Hull  ! 

I  ol)oy,  Spiiit. 

Ilau^,^  my  biicf — 'tis  gone  ! — 

To-niorrow  let  my  junior  cram  me  in  Court 

Whither  away  ?     W^here  am  I  ? 

What  is  it  I  behold  ? 

In  space,  or  out  of  spaee  ?     I  know  not. 

In  fact 

I  've  not  the  least  idea  if  'I  'm  crazy. 

Or  sprung — sprung  ? 

I  've  only  had  a  pint  of  Port  at  dinner 

And  can't  be  sprung — 

Oh,  no ! — Shame  on  the  thought  1 

I  see  a  coach  ! — 

Is  it  a  coach  V 

Not  exactly. 

Yet  it  has  wlici'ls — 

A\'hcels  within  wUeck — ivad  on  the  box 

A  driver,  and  a  cadbe\\\uA, 

And  Horses— llovses'i— 
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Bethink  thee— Worm  I— 

Are  they  Horses  ?  or  that  race 

Lower  than  Horses,  but  with  longer  eafs  "'' 

And  less  intelligence — 

In  &ct — "  equi  agini" 

Or  in  yemacular 

JACKASSEa? 

TiB  not  a  coach  exactly — 

Now  I  see  on  the  panels — 

Pricked  ont  and  flourished — 

A  word  I    A  magic  word — 

"THE  DILLYr— "The  Dkhbt  DILLYr 

Oh  Dilly  I  Dilly  I^all  tliy  passengers 

Are  outsiders — 

The  road  is  rough  and  rutty — 

And  thy  driver,  like  Nmsm's  son — 

Driyeth 

Furiously  1 

And  the  cad  upon  the  monkey-board 

The  monkey-board  behind, 

Scometh  the  drag — ^but  goes 

Downhill  like  mad. 

He  hath  a  Caucasian  brow  1 

A  son  of  SiiEM,  ia  lie, 

Not  of  Ham— 

Nor  jAPHETn — 

In  fact  a  Jew — 

But  see,  the  pace 

Chrows  faster — ^and  more  fast — in  fact — 

I  may  say 

A  case  of  Furious  driving  I 

Take  care,  you  *11  be  upset — 

Look  out ! 

HoUoa! 

41  «  *  41 

Horrible!    Horrible!  !    Horrible!  !  I 

The  Dilly— 

With  all  its  precious  freight 

Of  men  and  Manners — 

Is  gone  I 

Ooae  to  immortal 
8MA8HI 
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Pick  Uj  the  piecea  I     Let  we  wipt  my  «y«! 
Oil  Muje — lead  me  my  scroll 
To  do  it  witli^  for  I  buve  lost 
My  wipo  I 


PART   SECOND, 

♦    ♦    ♦  id 

Tb*;  road  * 
To  iiowh 
Ali^no — - 
Th*t  LiaV 

And  "  he " — 

He  tbat  runs  ? 

But  I  am  not  ranmtig — 

I  am  riding — 

How  came  I  here  ? — what  am  I  riding  ou  ? 

Who  are  my  fellow-passengers  ? 

Ah^  ha ! 

I  recognize  them  now  I 

The  Coach — 

The  Box— 

The  Driver— 

And  tlie  Cad— 

I  III  on  the  Dill  J,  and  tlie  Dilly 

Is  on  the  road  again 

And  now  I  see 

Tliat  fmger-post  ! 

It  saith 

''  To  Oxford 

Fiily-two  miles." 

And,  hark  !  a  chorus  ! 

From  all  the  joyous  load, 

Driver  and  cad,  and  all  I 

"  We  go,"  tliey  ying— 

To  Oxford  to  bk  doctored." 

To  be  Doct<.)rcd  v 

Then,  wiien-fore 

Are  ye  so  cheerful  ? 

I  was  not  cheevfu\  \vi  \wy  eatVy  ^tv^^- 

Days  of  my  buoyant  boyVvoovi — 


of  too  xcxox^ 

Behold  Ijnpany 

^^^^^  the  meek,  the  cbi"^'^ 
.j^,e  wise,  toe  u^^^^^^ 

Mirror  of  taj^y.*^ 

Nor  »^«^';S'Si^  core. -re^y 
See  the  poem  ^^^ 


Of  Mnrmion^ 
By  aiR  VTai^tw  Swtt! 
DJZZYf 

D*ik— ^ipijl* — flubiie — 

Wilh  intnd  Uthe  as  the  limbe 

Ur  lauMAJEL**  aoa'*,  hi*  swart  prog^auUirs — 

Willi  tongue  slmrp  aa  the  Ppv^w 

Tlmt  o'er  Sahara 

Flings  the  blue  shadow 

Of  iibe  crown  of  oatricb  fcatiiera — 

JU  described  to  graphically 

By  Layard,  in  hia  rcoent  book 

On  Nineveh  1 

With  tongue  aa  5hftq> 

Afl  ttspic's  tooth  of  NiLira, 

Or  sugary 

tJpon  the  o(>ca3ion 

As  is  the  date 

Of  Tafilat. 

Dizzy,  the  bounding  Arab 

Of  the  political  arena —  * 

As  swifl  to  whirl 

Right  about  face — 

As  strong  to  leap 

From  premise  to  conclusion — 

As  great  in  balancing 

A  budget — 

Or  flinging  headlong 

His  somersets 

Over  sharp  swords  of  adverse  facts, 

As  were  his  brethren  of  EUAruhy 

Who 

Some  years  ago  exhibited — 

With  rapturous  applause — 

At  Astley's  Amphitheater — 

And  subsequently 

At  Vauxhall  Gardens  I 

*  *  ♦  ♦ 

Clustering,  front  and  back 
On  box  and  knife-board^ 
See,  petty  mwn.*, 
Beho\d\  aadtSaaQWVJcrj  «^ai^ 
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That  led  thee— Woiro— 

Thee,  that  art  merely  a  writer 

And  a  barrister, 

Although  a  man  of  elegant  acqmrements, 

A  gentleman  and  a  scholar — 

Nay,  F.R.a  to  boot— 

Into  such  high  society, 

Among  such  Swells, 

And  REAL  NOBSl 

Behold  I  ten  live  LORDS  I  and  lo  I  no  end 

Of  Ez-Cabinet  Ministers  1 

Oh  I  happy,  happy,  happy. 

Oh,  happy  Sam  I 

Say,  is  n't  this  worth,  at  the  least 

"Tfew  Thousand  a  YearT 

«  «  «  «  « 

And  these  are  all,  to  day  at  least — 
Thy  fellows! 
Qoing  to  be  made 
LL.D.S,  even  as  thyself— 
And  thou  shalt  walk  in  silk  attire, 
And  hob  and  nob  with  all  the  mighty  of  the  earth ; 
And  lunch  in  Hall — 
InHaUI 

Where  lunched  before  thee. 
But  on  inferior  grub. 
That  first  great  Sam — 
Sam  Johnson  I 

And  Laud,  and  Rogeb  Baoon, 
And  Cranmeb,  Latimer, 
And  Ridley, 

And  Ctril  Jackson — and  a  host  besides, 
Whom  at  my  leisure 
I  will  look  up 
In  Wood's 

'^Athence  Oxonienses  T 
Only  to  thinkl 
How  Blackwood 
Is  honored  I 
Alison  I  Attouk  I  I 

BtTLWXR!  I   I 

And  hist,  not  least 


4§$  ri     i>j>i£a  A.Ki>  BV&Lx&^0Bd 

The  gr  »t  Bi3i  GxxLmuu  J  M  1 
Oh  Kb  jirr  I 

OhMjciAl 

And  oix 

Our  noble  selves  ] 

•  •  *  ♦ 


"A  BUSTLE," 

A  TBUE  TALK  C  »*>&.      BT  Tia  HSOOT  Of 


The  p:irti]Yl  powrr  t' '^t  rr,  (  i -  rnro 

Is  charged  to  apportion  gifts  ot  tonn  and  graco, 

With  liberal  hand  molds  beauty's  curves  in  one, 

And  to  anotlier  gives  as  good  as  none : 
But  woman  still  for  nature  proves  a  match, 
And  grace  by  her  denied,  from  art  will  snatch. 
Hence,  great  Eliza,  grew  thy  farthingales  ; 
Hence,  later  Anna,  sw<'lled  thy  hoops'  wide  pales  ; 
To  tins  we  must  refer  the  use  of  stays; 
Nor  less  the  busile  of  more  modern  days. 

Artful  device  1  whose  imitative  pad 

Into  good  figures  roundeth  offtlie  bad — 

Whether  of  sinjple  sawdust  thou  art  seen, 

Oi"  tak'st  the  guise  of  costlier  crinohne — 

How  oft  to  thee  the  female  form  doth  owe 

A  grace  rotund,  a  line  of  ampler  flow, 

Than  flesh  and  blood  thought  fit  to  clothe  it  with  below  I 

There  dwc^lt  in  Liverpool  a  worthy  dame. 
Who  had  a  friend — James  Taylor  was  liis  name. 
He  dealt  in  glass,  and  drove  a  thriving  trade 
And  still  siivcd  up  the  piofits  that  he  made, 
Till  when  a  daughter  ble-s'-d  his  marriage  bed, 
The  father  in  the  savings-hank  was  led 
In  his  child's  name  a  siuaW  su\u  vo  "wwe^v, 
From  wliich  he  drew  l\ie  \ega\  Vvi\^Ye^\.. 
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Tears  went  and  came ;  Jaios  Tatlor  came  and  went ; 
Paid  in,  and  drew,  his  modest  three  per  cent. 
Till,  by  the  time  his  child  reach'd  girlhood's  bounds, 
The  sum  had  ris'n  to  two-and-twenty  pounds. 

Our  cautious  legislature — well  'tis  known — 
Round  sayings-banks  a  guardian  fence  has  thrown : 
*1^  easy  to  pay  into  them,  no  doubt^ 
Though  any  tiling  but  easy  to  draw  out 
And  so  Jaios  Tatlor  found ;  for  on  a  day 
He  wanted  twenty  pounds  a  bill  to  pay, 
And,  short  of  cash,  unto  the  bank  applied ; 
Failing  some  form  of  law,  he  was  denied  I 

Jamib  Tatlor  hummed  and  haw'd — ^look'd  blank  and  blue ; — 
In  short,  Jajos  Tatlor  knew  not  what  to  do : 
His  creditor  was  stem — ^the  bill  was  over  due. 

As  to  a  friend  he  did  his  plight  deplore — 

The  worthy  dame  of  whom  I  spoke  before — 

(It  might  cause  pain  to  give  the  name  she  owns. 

So  let  me  use  the  pseudonym  of  Jones)  ; 

"  Tatlor,"  said  Mrs.  Jones,  "as  I  'm  a  friend, 

I  do  not  care  if  I  the  money  lend. 

But  even  friends  security  should  hold : 

Give  me  security — ^I  Tl  lend  the  gold." 

"  This  savings-bank  deposit-book !"  he  cries, 

"  See — in  my  daughter's  name  the  sum  that  lies !" 

She  saw — and,  satisfied,  the  money  lent ; 

Wherewith  James  Tatlor  went  away  content 

But  now  what  cares  seize  Mrs.  Jones's  breast  I 
What  terrors  throng  her  once  unbroken  rest  1 
Cosh  she  could  keep,  in  many  a  secret  nook — 
But  where  to  stow  away  James  Tatlor's  book  ? 
Money  is  heavy :  where  'tis  put 't  will  stay ; 
Paper — as  Wiluam  Gobbett  used  to  say — 
Will  make  wings  to  itself,  and  fly  away ! 

Long  she  devised  :  new  plans  the  old  ones  chase, 
Until  at  last  she  hit  upon  a  place. 
Wms  't  Vbws  that  the  strange  conoeakaeiLX^^bHmi^ 
Or  nuber  Pmrva'a  irreverent  band? 
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Good  Mm,  J<  na  waafiTasciagKy  Hiake; 

But  ^vlle^  <Jid  womaa  T%ii:ty  £3(tBak«? 

WhaT.  naturo  EU^roly  to  her  form  denied, 

A  BaylJ^'s  ample  aid  had  wriU  auppliod,  ' 

Witliin  whose  vasty  dopUw  the  book  might  afely  hidel  | 

*T  was  though  i — 't  w*s  dcaui  i  bj  help  of  ready  pia^ 

The  sawdust  i  ^*a  ^*^  '^'j*^  *^  isrtrtlf  put  in* 

Heneofortli — i^p  jerri'er  siie  moved,  i 

Behind  her  lur"  Jie  love^i.  ^ 

She  laughed  tc  mhJ  hb  sleight : 

No  fear  of  burgi  igh  tho  night;  | 

But  ahj  what  ahrL  sed  of  gold, 

Wbftt  Fort  against  ■  ? 

Can  stoutest  buckrams  ix  eep  itij 

The  orfor  lucri^HiG  strong  went  ai  Hn  f 

For  which  Chubb's  locks  are  weak,  and  Mjlner's  safes  are  thia 

Some  time  ela})S'e(l — the  time  required  by  law, 
^Vhieh  p.-v^t,  Jamks  Taylor  might  the  money  draw, 
His  kind  but  cautious  credit<:)r  to  pay. 
So  to  the  savings-bank  they  took  tlieir  way. 
There  Mrs.  Jonks  with  modesty  withdrew — 
To  do  what  no  rude  eye  might  see  her  do — 
And  soon  returning — with  a  blushing  look, 
Unmarked  by  Taylor,  slie  produced  the  book. 
Which  he,  presenting,  did  tlie  sum  demand 
Of  Mr.  ToMKiNS,  the  cashier  so  bland. 

What  can  there  be  upon  tho  red-lined  page 

That  ToMKiNs's  quick  eye  should  so  engage  ? 

What  means  his  invitation  to  J.  T., 

To  "  Walk  in  for  a  moment" — "  he  would  see" — 

'•  Only  a  moment" — '*  't  was  all  right,  no  doubt," 

"  It  could  not  be" — "  and  yet" — hero  he  slipped  out. 

Leaving  James  Taylor  grievously  perplexed, 

And  Mrs.  Jones  by  liis  behavior  vexed. 

"  What  means  the  man  by  treating  people  so?" 

Said  Taylor,  "  I  am  a  loss  to  know." 

Too  soon,  alas,  the  secret  ctvvi?e  \\\ey  Vwev?  \ 
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PoucEMAN  X,  a  Stem  man  and  a  strong, 
Who  told  James  Taylor  he  must  *^  come  aiongf' — 
And  ToMKiKS,  seeing  Mrs.  Jones  aghast^ 
Revealed  the  book  was  forged — from  first  to  last  I 

Who  can  describe  the  wrath  of  Mrs.  Jomss  7 

The  chill  of  fear  that  crept  through  Taylor's  bones? 

The  van — the  hand-cuffii— and  the  prison  cell 

Where  pined  Jaios  Taylor — ^wherefore  pause  to  tell  7 

Soon  came  the  Assizes — and  the  legal  train ; 

In  form  the  clerk  Jajos  Taylor  did  arraign ; 

And  though  his  council  mustered  tears  at  will, 

And  made  black  white  with  true  Old  Bailey  skill, 

Taylor,  though  Mrs.  Jonks  for  mercy  sued, 

Was  doomed  to  five  years*  penal  servitude ; 

And  in  a  yellow  suit  turned  up  with  gray, 

To  Portland  prison  was  conveyed  away  I 

Time  passed :  forgot  James  Taylor  and  his  shame — 
When  lo— one  day  unto  the  bank  there  came 
A  new  James  Taylor — a  new  Mrs.  Jones — 
And  a  new  book,  which  Tomkins  genuine  owns ! 
"  Two  Taylors  and  two  Joneses  and  two  books" — 
Thought  wary  Tomkins,  "  this  suspicioua  looks — 
*•  The  former  Taylor,  former  Jones  I  knew — 
These  are  imposters — ^yet  the  book  is  true !" 
When  like  a  flash  upon  his  mind  it  burst — 
Who  brought  the  second  book  had  forged  the  first  1 

Again  was  summoned  X,  Uie  stem,  the  strong — 
Again  that  pair  were  bid  to  "  Come  along !" 
The  truth  before  the  justices  appeared. 
And  wTong*d  James  Taylor's  character  was  cleared. 

In  evil  hour — by  what  chance  ne'er  was  known, 

AMiether  the  bustle's  seam  had  come  unsewn, 

Or  Mrs.  Jones  by  chance  had  laid  aside 

The  artificial  charms  that  decked  her  side — 

But  so  it  was,  how  or  whene'er  assailed — 

The  treacherous  hiding-place  was  tried — and  faile<l  I 

The  book  was  U'en — a  forged  one  fill'd  its  place ; — 
And  Mrs.  Jowta  was  robb'd— not  to  Yiec  iso^— * 
And  poor  James  Taylor  doomed  to  thii  U^  ^qb^cica'^ 
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Who  sliall  describe  her  anguish — her  remorse? 
Jamxs  Tatlob  was  at  otice  rdyasedj  of  course ; 
And  Mrs.  Jokxs^  repentant,  inly  swore 
HeaceJbrUi  to  carry,  what  she'd  keep,  before. 

My  ttJo  is  told — and,  wliat  is  more,  'tis  tnie  : 
I  n^ad  it  in  the  pupera— 60  maj  you. 
And  thi3  its  moral :  Me^  Jo?7E3£3  all — 
Though  retieulus  may  drop,  ani  purses  CiU, 
Though  thieroB  may  unprotected  femalea  hustle, 
Kover  invest  your  money  in  a  bustle 


STANZAS  FOR  THE  SENTIMENTAL. 

PUNOBL 
I. 

ON  A   TEAR  WmOH  ANGELINA   OBSERVED  TRICKLING  DOWN  MT 
NOSE  AT  DINNER    TIME. 

Nay,  fond  one  I  I  will  ne*er  reveal 
Whence  flowed  that  sudden  tear : 

The  truth  't  were  kindness  to  conceal 
From  thy  too  anxious  ear. 

How  often  when  some  hidden  spring 

Of  recollected  grief 
Is  rudely  touched,  a  tear  will  bring 

The  bursting  breast  relief  I 

Yet 't  was  no  anguish  of  the  soul, 

No  memory  of  woes, 
Bade  that  one  lonely  tearlet  roll 

Adown  my  chiseled  nose : 

But,  ah  I  interrogation's  note 
StjSL  tmnSsXfc^  m  thine  eye ; 
"Know  \heii  \)cvaX  W^a^^^ovsCTi^xK^  >2m^^ 


PARODIES    AND    BUBLX8QUXB.  497 

n. 

>x  icT  RirnsiKO  akoklina  a  kiss  UNDSR  THB  mSUETOl. 

Nay,  fond  one,  shun  that  misletoe. 

Nor  lure  me  'neath  its  fatal  bough : 
Some  other  night 't  were  joy  to  go, 

But  ah  1  I  must  not^  dare  not  now  I 
'Tis  sad,  I  own,  to  see  thy  face 

Thus  tempt  me  with  its  giggling  glee, 
And  feel  I  can  not  now  embrace 

The  opportunity — and  thee. 

Tis  sad  to  think  that  jealousy's 

Sharp  scissors  may  our  true  love  sever ; 
And  that  my  coldness  now  may  freeze 

Thy  warm  affection,  love,  forever. 
But  ah  f  to  disappoint  our  bliss, 

A  fatal  hindrance  now  is  stuck : 
'Tis  not  that  I  am  loath  to  kiss, 

But,  dearest,  list^ — /  dined  off  duck! 


in. 

T  FUrDDfO   ANOELnrA  STOP  SUDDENLY  IX   A  RAPID   AFTKR-BUP- 
PER   POLKA   AT   MRS.    TOMPKINS'S   BALL. 

Edwin,     "  Maiden,  why  that  look  of  sadness  ? 

Whence  that  dark  o'erclouded  brow  ? 
What  hath  stilled  thy  bounding  gladness, 

Changed  thy  pace  from  fast  to  slow  ? 
Is  it  that  by  impulse  sudden 

Childhood's  hours  thou  paus'st  to  mourn  ? 
Or  hath  thy  cruel  Edwin  trodden 

Right  upon  thy  favorite  com  ? 

'^  Is  it  that  for  evenings  wasted 

Some  remorse  thou  'gin'st  to  feel? 
Or  hath  that  sham  champagne  we  tasted 

Turned  thy  polka  to  a  reel  ? 
Still  that  gloom  upon  each  feature  ? 

StiJJ  that  sad  reproacl^ful  frowivT' 
Ang^ina.     "  Can't  you  see,  you  duinsf  cttdXwx^ 
AH  mj  back  hair's  coaung  downV^  * 
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COLLOQUY    ON    A    CAB-vSTAND- 

AOAnxo  TOJL  m%  tiort>om. 

rvwHL 
**OhJ  William,"  JT* his  *'-8lie*rtlUj«ij^ 

Jxtas  drove  &  lid        v        -iolet: 
WiLUAMf  tlie  hdt  rwnd, 

With  Uayanil  wax  »  tent), 

"  Now,  tell  me,  Williaii  can  it  hc^ 
That  Matnk  bi^a  issued  ft     icrec^ 
Severe  anil  slam,  flj^nst  ^.,  jptWaod 
Of  comfort  to  deprive  our  Stand  ?" 

"  I  fear  the  tale  is  all  too  true," 
Said  WiLUAM,  "  on  my  word  I  do." 
**  Are  we  restricted  to  the  Row 
And  from  the  footpath  ?"     "  Even  so." 

"  Must  our  companions  be  resigned, 
We  to  the  Rank  alone  confined  ?" 
"  Yes ;  or  they  apprehend  the  lads 
Denominated  Bucks  and  Cads." 

"  Dear  me !"  cried  James,  "  how  very  hard  I 
And  are  we,  too,  from  beer  debarred  ?" 
Said  WiLUAM,  "  WhiJe  remaining  here 
We  also  are  forbidden  beer." 

"  Nor  may  we  breathe  the  fragrant  weed  ?" 
"  That 's  interdicted  too."     "  Indeed  I" 
*'  Nor  in  the  purifying  wave 
Must  we  our  steeds  or  chariots  lave," 

"  For  private  drivers,  at  request, 
It  is  Sir  RionARD  Mayne's  behest 
That  we  shall  move,  I  understand  ?*' 
"  Such,  1  V)e\ift\e,  \»  the  command." 

"  Of  aXViemaima  ol  ^ocA  «xA  ^\si«^ 
Left  %  our  ammaJa^,^  ^s^wa^ 
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We  are  required  to  clear  the  ground  ?" 
"  Yes :  to  remove  them  we  are  bound." 

"  These  mandates  should  we  disobey — ** 
"  They  take  our  licenses  away." 
*'  That  were  uxikind.    How  harsh  our  lot  I" 
"  It  is  indeed."    "  Now  is  it  npt  ?" 

"  Thus  strictly  why  are  we  pursued  ?" 
"  It  is  alleged  that  we  are  rude ; 
The  people  opposite  complain, 
Our  Upa  that  coarse  expressions  stain." 

"  Law,  how  absurd  I"  "  And  then,  they  say 
We  smoke  and  tipple  all  the  day, 
Are  oil  in  an  excited  state, 
Disturbance,  noise,  and  dirt  create." 

''  What  shocking  stories  people  tell  I 
I  never  1     Did  you  ever  ? — Well — 
Bless  them!"  the  Cabman  mildly  sighed. 
"  May  they  be  blest  1"  his  Friend  replied. 


THE    SONG    OF    HIAWATHA. 

AN   ENGLISH   CRITICISM. 

PX7K0B. 

Tou,  who  hold  in  grace  and  honor, 

Hold,  as  one  who  did  you  kindness 

When  he  published  former  poems^ 

Sang  Evangeline  the  noble. 

Sang  the  golden  Oolden  Legend, 

Sang  the  songs  the  Voices  utter 

Crying  in  the  night  and  darkness^ 

Sang  how  unto  the  Red  Planet 

Mars  ho  gave  the  Night's  FVwl  YT^Aribw^ 
Henry  Wadsworth,  whose  adnomiM 
(Comiag  awkward,  for  the  •ooenXis 


JO  this  his  bit*»t  rhTthra) 
•    ite  we  as  I'rotracted  FcUow, 
(     in  Latia,  LoTtgit^  Comes — 
L  y  ibe  Song  of  Eiawathfl. 

QiQld  you  a^  toGj  Ia  the  poem 
luthr  of  its  mcdeceasors, 
r  lonc^ptioiif 


c 

djction, 

Oi  -, 

or  pliant^ 

Of 

llie  pulses, 

Of 

m-'d  the  eyelash, 

Of  «., 

Heary? 

1 9km 

Ud  t*U  yon, 

You  majTi  — 

a  may  g«t  it — 

Don't  you  wish  Loat  you  may  get  it? 

Should  you  ask  me,  Is  it  worthless, 
Is  it  bosh  and  is  it  bunkum, 
Merely  fticile  flowing  nonsense. 
Easy  to  a  practiced  rhythmist. 
Fit  to  charm  a  private  circle, 
But  not  wortli  the  print  and  paper 
David  Bogue  hath  here  expended  ? 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you. 
You  're  a  fool  and  most  presumptuous. 
Hath  not  Henry  Wadsworth  writ  it  ? 
Hath  not  Punch  commanded  **Buy  it?" 

Should  you  ask  me,  What 's  its  nature  ? 
Ask  me,  What 's  the  kind  of  poem  ? 
Ask  me  in  respectful  language, 
Touching  your  respectful  beaver, 
Kicking  back  your  manly  hind-leg. 
Like  to  one  who  sees  his  betters ; 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
'Tis  a  poem  in  this  meter, 
And  embalming  the  traditions, 
Fables,  rites,  arvd  sv\pevsl\\.\oii?.^ 
Le""ends,  cliavms.,  awd  eeteiivom^^ 
Of  the  various  Inbes  o^  \m\v^x^, 
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From  the  land  of  the  Ojibways, 

From  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 

From  the  mountains,  moors,  and  fenlands, 

Where  the  heron,  the  Shuh-shuh-gah, 

Finds  its  sugar  in  the  rushes : 

From  the  fikst-decajing  nations, 

Which  our  gentle  Uncle  Samuel 

Is  improving,  rery  smartly. 

From  the  &oe  of  all  creation, 

Off  the  face  of  all  creation. 

Should  you  ask  me,  By  what  story, 
By  what  action,  plot^  or  fiction, 
AJl  these  matters  are  connected  7 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
€k>  to  Bogue  and  buy  the  poem. 
Published  neatly,  at  one  shilling, 
Publish*d  sweetly,  at  five  shillings. 
Should  you  ask  me,  Is  there  music 
In  the  structure  of  the  verses, 
In  the  names  and  in  the  phrases  ? 
Pleading  that,  like  weaver  Bottom, 
You  prefer  your  ears  well  tickled ; 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
Henry's  verse  is  very  charming ; 
And  for  names — there 's  Iliawatlia, 
Who 's  the  liero  of  the  poem ; 
Mudjeekee wis,  tliat  's  the  West  Wind, 
Hiawatha's  graceless  father ; 
There  *s  Nokomis,  there 's  Wenonah — 
Ladies  both,  of  various  merit ; 
Puggawangum,  that  *8  a  war-club ; 
Pau-puk-keewis,  he 's  a  dandy, 
"Barr'd  with  streaks  of  red  and  yellow ; 
And  the  women  and  tlie  maidens 
Love  the  handsome  Pau-puk-keewis," 
Tracing  in  him  PuncKs  likeness. 
Then  there 's  lovely  Minneliaha — 
Pretty  name  with  pretty  meaning — 
It  \mp\ic9  the  Laughmg-water  \ 
And  the  darling  MinneUnl\a 
MMrried  noble  Hiawatha; 


cot 


^«*a  ere  k^^  T    '^J^^ootiin, 

^^•" '-pentad  „r,"^  ""'dens, 
•''/rve  lum  ,1^,°'':'^  '»s  foes  off-_ 
^"d  the  n„  ^aw^atha  "^^ 

^•^''ou,;£-;j''jr.pe;,,,, 
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Mighty  writers — Punch  the  mightieBt; 

I  should  EDBwer,  I  should  tell  you, 

Shut  your  mouth,  and  go  to  DaWd, 

David,  Mr.  Punch's  neighbor, 

Buy  the  Song  of  Hiawatha, 

Read,  and  learn,  and  then  be  tliankfiil 

Unto  Punch  and  Heniy  Wadsworth, 

Punch  and  noble  Heniy  Wadsworth, 

Truer  poet,  better  fellow. 

Than  to  be  annoyed  at  jesting, 

From  his  friend,  great  Punch,  who  loves  him. 


5CKi! 


COMFORT    IN    AFFLICTION. 

WILLIAM  ATTOUK. 

"  Wherkfork  starts  my  bosom's  lord  ? 

Why  this  anguish  in  thine  eye  ? 
Oh,  it  seems  as  thy  heart's  chord 

Had  broken  with  that  sigh  1 

"  Rest  thee,  my  dear  lord,  I  pray, 

Rest  thee  on  my  bosom  now  I 
And  let  me  wipe  the  dews  away. 

Are  gathering  on  tliy  brow. 

"  There,  again !  that  fevered  start ! 

Wliat^  lovel  husband  1  is  thy  pain? 
There  is  a  sorrow  in  thy  heart, 

A  weight  upon  thy  brain  I 

"  Nay,  nay,  that  sickly  smile  can  ne*er 

Deceive  affection's  searching  eye ; 
'Tis  a  wife's  duty,  love,  to  share 

Her  husband's  agony. 

"  Since  the  dawn  b^;an  to  peep, 

Have  I  lain  with  stifled  bteaXK; 
Heard  thee  moaning  in  Uiy  f^p. 
As  tbou  wert  at  gripo  m\k  ^i^JOdu 


i04 


Db,  wbttt  py  it  was  to  »ee 

My  getitle  lor<l  <vnw  mtnv  aw^kef 
1  ?U  nte^  whfti  Ls  dmlsB  with  th&e  7 
Speak,  OT  my  heart  will  break  P 

"  Mary,  thou  »j\gt\  of  my  life, 
Thou  c?ver  good  sud  kitwl ; 
*!ki  ly  dew  wife, 

niadi 


«I1 

if^e^r, 

1. 

»  90oth; 

But 

hejB, 

Hert- 

1  toothl 

"  Tlion  give, — oh,  first,  host  antidote, — 

Sweet  partner  of  my  bed! 
Give  me  tliy  flannel  petticoat 

To  wrap  around  my  head  !" 


THE    HUSBAND'S    PETITION. 

WILLIAM    AYTOUy 

Come  liither,  my  heart's  darling, 

Come,  sit  upon  my  knee, 
And  li.^ten,  wliile  I  whisper, 

A  boon  I  ask  of  thee. 
You  need  not  pull  my  whiskers 

So  amorously,  my  dove ; 
'Tis  something:  quite  apart  from 

The  gentle  cares  of  love. 

I  feel  a  bitter  craving — 

A  dark  and  deep  desire, 
That  glows  beneath  my  bosom 

Like  coals  of  kindled  fire. 
The  passion  of  the  nightingale, 

Is  ii^eUcr  \\\an  W\c  tv^ow^j 
That  mvwders  \ny  xe^o^eX 
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Naj,  deftrestl  do  not  doubt  me, 

Though  madlj  thus  I  speak — 
I  feel  thj  arms  about  me, 

Thj  tresses  on  mj  cheek : 
I  know  the  sweet  devotion 

That  links  thj  heart  with  mine — 
I  know  mj  soul's  emotion 

Is  doublj  felt  by  thine : 


And  deem  not  that  a  shadow 

Hath  fidlen  across  my  love : 
No,  sweet,  my  love  is  shadowless. 

As  yonder  heaven  above. 
These  little  taper  fingers — 

Ah  I  Jane,  how  white  they  be  I — 
Can  well  supply  the  cruel  want 

That  almost  maddens  me. 

Thou  wilt  not  sure  deny  mo 

My  first  and  fond  request ; 
I  pray  thee,  by  the  memory 

Of  all  we  cherish  best — 
By  all  the  dear  remembrance 

Of  those  delicicious  days, 
When,  hand  in  hand,  we  wandered 

Along  the  summer  braes : 

By  all  we  felt,  uns]x>ken, 

When  'neath  the  early  moon, 
We  sat  beside  the  rivulet, 

In  the  leafy  month  of  Juno ; 
And  by  the  broken  whisper, 

That  fell  upon  my  ear, 
More  sweet  than  angel-music. 

When  first  I  woo*d  thee,  dear ! 

By  that  great  vow  which  bound  theo 

Forever  to  my  ade, 
And  by  the  ring  that  made  \h«« 
My  darling  and  my  bnAftX 
22 


5M  FA      ODtSa    AJN'B    BCCLS&QCSB* 

'    OM  will  not  &il  nor  Talbetf 
But  bend  thee  to  tfae  tofik — 

A  BOILED  SUHfil"  e  Kl^JkP  OH  SrNDAT 

Is  all  Lbo  Ixxm  I  a^ 


[T. 


Thi  sun  18  in  tlii 
And  the  melody 
The  river,  amiliTj 
And  happine&s  la 


f  WlLUAK   ATTODt, 

-era  nn?  efpnnf?mg^  Gir, 
itrrmg  in  the  %\r; 
word  to  the  eea, 
hf^r^  but  vrith  toe  I 


i 


They  are  goir^  to  the  oau  —I  hear  ihe  marriage  bell; 

It  booms  aloE^r  the  uplantJ — oft  i  ii  natinL^  mu  like  a  ktif.^ll; 
He  leads  her  on  his  arm,  mother,  he  cheers  her  faltering  step, 

And  clo.^ely  to  liis  side  slio  clings — she  does,  the  demirep ! 

They  are  crossing  by  tlie  stile,  mother,  where  wo  so  oft  have  stood. 
The  stile  beside  the  shady  thorn,  at  the  corner  of  the  wood; 
And  the  boughs,  that  wont  to  murmur  back  the  words  that  won 

my  ear. 
Wave  their  silver  branches  o'er  him,  as  he  leads  his  bridal  fere. 

He  will  pass  l^eside  the  stream,  mother,  where  first  n:y  hand  he 

])ressed, 
By   the   meadow   where,    with   quivering   lip,    his    passion   he 

confessed  ; 
And  down  tlie  hedgerows  where  we've  strayed  again  and  yet 

again  ; 
But  he  will  not  think  of  me,  mother,  hLs  broken-hearted  Jane! 

He  said  that  I  was  proud,  mother,  that  I  looked  for  rank  and  gold, 
He  said  I  did  not  love  liim — he  said  my  words  were  cold ; 
He  said  I  kept  him  oflfand  on,  in  hopes  of  higher  game — 
And  it  may  be  that  I  did,  mother ;  but  who  has  n't  done  tlie  same? 

I  did  not  know  my  heart,  mother — I  know  it  now  too  late  ; 
I  tiiought  that  I  without  a  pan^  could  wv-d  %ou\o.  nobler  mato  ; 
But  no  nobler  suitor  sought  me — awd\\e  \\^  \AvVe^\  ^Vvci^^ 
^nd  my  heart  is  gone,  and  1  ^m  \e^  a\oTve  .vxvcV\.\x^\vv^e.vVvEv^. 
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You  may  lay  me  in  my  bed,  mother — ^my  head  is  throbbiDg  sore ; 

And,  mother,  prithee,  let  the  sheets  be  duly  aired  before ; 

And,  if  you  'd  please,  my  mother  dear,  your  poor  desponding 

child. 
Draw  me  a  pot  of  beer,  mother,  and,  mother,  draw  it  mild  1 


A    MIDNIGHT   MEDITATION. 

BY   SIR  I B L 

WILLIAM  ATTOinr. 

Fill  me  once  more  the  foaming  pewter  up  I 

Another  board  of  oysters,  ladye  mine  I 
To-night  LucuUus  with  himself  shall  sup. 

These  mute  inglorious  Miltons  are  divine ; 

Ajid  as  I  here  in  slippered  ease  recline. 
Quaffing  of  Perkins*  Entire  my  fill, 
I  si^  not  for  the  lymph  of  Aganippe*s  rilL 

A  nobler  inspiration  fires  my  brain, 

Caught  from  Old  England's  fine  time-hallowed  drink ; 
I  sna'vch  the  pot  again  and  yet  again, 

And  as  the  foaming  fluids  shrink  and  shrink, 

Fdl  me  once  more,  I  say,  up  to  the  brink  I 
This  makes  strong  hearts — strong  heads  attest  its  charm — 
This  nerves  the  might  that  sleeps  in  Britain's  brawny  arm  I 

But  these  remarks  are  neither  here  nor  there. 

Where  was  I  ?    Oh,  I  see— old  Southey  's  dead  I 
They  H  want  some  banl  to  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

And  drain  the  annual  butt — and  oh,  what  head 

More  fit  with  laurel  to  be  garlanded 
Than  this,  which,  curled  in  many  a  fragrant  coil. 
Breathes  of  Castalia's  streams,  and  best  Macassar  oO  ? 

I  know  a  grace  is  seated  on  my  brow, 
Like  young  Apollo's  with  his  golden  beams ; 

There  should  Apollo's  bays  be  budding  now  : 
Aad  in  my  /lashing  eyes  the  raiVianco  beaxoA 
Ilmt  marks  the  poet  in  his  wikldng  drtAXU^ 


Mm       PA 

When  as  his  1  actes  cluster  thick  and  thicker, 

Hefoelstheti  nee  divbe  of  poesy  and  liquor. 

They  Ihrong  a  oond  me  iu>w^  thone  thia^  of  »ir. 
That  from  m  f  fkncy  took  their  beintrV  stamp : 

There  Pelham  lita  and  l^liU  his  glossy  hair, 
There  Cliffo  d  le^»  hia  pob  upon  tlio  tnuop ; 
Their  pale  1 '  '-'-''' '"  "^is  Iwnpv 

Roams  througi  p  of  thought^ 

Where  all  is  ei  P^^^S  ^  i^o^ght* 

Yes,  I  am  he  ^on 

The  gentle  p  1 

How  love  ana  ^  Imay  run, 

Cemented  by  ■ 

And  kisses  bl^.'H  me  *imi.  jj^ore  has  been  1 

Who  breathed  \hc  melting  sentiment  of  crime, 

And  for  the  assassin  waked  a  sympathy  sublime  I 

Yes,  I  am  he,  who  on  the  novel  shed 
Obscure  pliilosopliy's  (mchnnting  light  I 

Until  the  public,  wiMered  as  they  read, 

Relieved  they  saw  that  which  was  not  in  sight — 
(.)f  course  't  was  not  for  me  to  set  them  right ; 

For  in  my  nether  heart  convinced  I  am, 

Philosophy  's  as  good  as  any  other  bam. 

Novels  three-volumed  I  shall  write  no  more — 
SouK'how  or  other  now  they  will  not  sell ; 

And  to  invent  new  passions  is  a  bore — 
I  find  the  Magazines  pay  quite  as  well. 
Translating  's  simple,  too,  as  I  can  tell, 

Who  've  hawked  at  Schiller  on  his  lyric  throne, 

And  given  the  astonished  bard  a  meaning  all  my  own. 

Moore,  Campbell,  Wordsworth,  tlieir  best  days  are  grassed ; 
Battered  and  broken  are  their  early  lyres. 

Rogers,  a  pleasant  memory  of  the  past, 

Warmed  his  young  hands  at  Smithfield's  martyr  fires, 
And,  worth  a  plum,  nor  bays,  nor  butt  desires. 

But  these  are  things  wo\\\d  ^\u\  wv^  Vo  \\\vi\vi\Xx;\, 
For  though  this  Stout  is  good,  o\0l  ^X^v^vy^^  ^^^^^^  \i^\Xftx. 
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A  fico  for  your  small  poetic  ravers, 

Your  Hunts,  your  Tennysons,  your  Milnes,  and  these! 
Shall  they  compete  with  liim  who  wrote  "  Maltravers," 

Prologue  to  "  Alice  or  the  Mysteries  ?" 

No  I  Even  now,  my  glance  prophetic  sees 
My  own  high  brow  girt  with  the  bays  about 
What  ho,  within  there,  ho  I  another  pint  of  Stout  1 


THE    DIRGE   OF   THE   DRINKER. 

BY   W E A ,    ESQ. 

WILUAM   ATTOUlf. 

Bboteers,  spare  awhile  your  liquor,  lay  your  final  tumbler  down; 
He  has  droppM — tliat  star  of  honor — on  the  field  of  his  renown  I 
Rai:>e  the  wail,  but  raise  it  softly,  lowly  bentling  on  your  knees, 
If  you  find  it  more  convenient,  you  may  hiccup  if  you  please. 
Sons  of  Pantagniel,  gently  let  your  liip-hurraing  sink, 
Be  your  manly  accents  clouded,  half  witli  sorrow,  half  with 

drink! 
Lightly  to  the  sofa  pillow  lift  his  head  from  off  tlie  floor ; 
8ec»,  how  calm  he  sleeps,  unconscious  as  the  deadest  nail  in  door ! 
Widely  o*er  the  earth  I've  wandered;  where  the  drink  most 

freely  flow'd, 
I  have  ever  reelM  the  foremost^  foremost  to  the  beaker  strode. 
Deep  in  shady  Cider  Cellars  I  have  dream'd  o'er  heavy  wet, 
By  the  fountains  of  Damascus  I  have  quaff 'd  the  rich  Sherbet, 
Regal  Montepulciano  drained  beneath  its  native  rock, 
On  Johannis'  sunny  mountain  frequent  hiccup'd  o'er  my  hock ; 
I  have  bathed  in  butts  of  Xeres  deeper  than  did  e'er  Monsoon, 
Sangaree'd  with  bearded  Tartars  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon ; 
In  beer-swilling  Copenhagen  I  have  drunk  your  Danesman  blind, 
I  have  kopt  my  feet  in  Jena,  when  each  bursch  to  earth  dt»- 

clincd ; 
Gla»»  for  glass,  in  fierce  Jamaica,  I  liave  shared  the  planter's  rum. 
Drank  with  Iligldand  dhuinie-wassels,  till  each  gibbering  (vael 

grew  dumb ; 
But  M  stouter,  boldw  drinker— ono  thatVn«^VKMa>i^^  tssrsw — 
yererjet  did  I  enoounter  than  our  fcwttA'opaBL^Obft^tta^V 


1 
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Yet  tbe  best  of  us  are  tiiort»lf  we  to  tvcftknesa  nXt  4r*  heir, 
He  has  ffiilen,  who  nwely  BtflggCT'd— Jet  the  rtwt  of  tis  beintref 
Wc  Bbnll  lo^ve  him,  a^  w«  found  Lkim — lying  whirn;  his  maobood 

fell, 
'Mong  the  trophiea  of  th<j  revel,  for  h&  took  hia  tipple  wefl. 
Better  \  were  we  loosed  lu*  neckcloth,  Iwd  liia  thn>at  uid  bosom 

Pulled  liia  Hobit^s  ofT,  and  tiirn'd  hia  toes  to  tiiste  the  breery  air, 
Throw  tlie  sola  cover  o*er  Vilm,  dim  thtt  fUHng  of  the  ga^ 
Calmly,  CHlmly  let  him  aluiubor,  uml,  as  by  Uie  bar  we  paisi, 
We  flhall  bid  thut  though  if  id  waiter  pkee  beaide  hini,  near  wid 

hMiiJy» 
large  euppliefl   of  soik   water,   tumblers   bottomed   well  with 

brfttidy, 
So  when  wakio^,  he  ^all  dmo  them,  with  that  deatJ^kss  thlc^t 

of  his, 
Clinging  to  the  hand  that  smote  him,  like  a  good  'un  as  he  is  I 


FRANCESCA    DA    RIMINI. 

TO    BON    GAULTIER. 

WILUAM    AYTOCN. 

Abgumknt. — An  impasslonod  pupil  of  I^oigh  Hunt,  having  met  Bon  Gaoltier  at 
a  Fancy  Ball,  declares  the  destructive  consequences  thus; 

Didst  tliou  not  praise  me.  Gaiiltier,  at  the  ball, 
Ripe  lips,  trim  boddicc,  and  a  waist  so  small, 
With  clipsome  lightness,  dwindling  ever  less, 
Beneath  the  robe  of  pea-y  greeniness  I 
Dost  thou  remember,  when  with  stately  prance, 
Our  heads  went  crosswise  in  the  country  dance ; 
How  soft,  warm  fingers,  tipp'd  like  buds  of  balm, 
Trembled  within  tlie  squeezing  of  thy  palm  ; 
And  how  a  cheek  grew  flush'd  and  peachy-wise 
At  the  frank  lifting  of  tliy  cordial  eyes? 
Ah,  me  !  that  night  tiiere  Avas  one  gentle  thing, 
Who  like  a  dove,  with  \1^  ^cavcx^-Cv^atKet'd  wing, 
Fintter'd  at  the  a\>pro;\d\  o?  v\\^^  v\\v.\mv?.-^'iv'^\j,^x\w^\ 
There 's  wont  to  be,  al  cou^\om  Mv^wvi^Xx!^^  Ni5:^^'^^> 
^An  affectation  of  a  bn?U-eyed  e...^^- 
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A  crispj-checkincss,  if  so  I  dare 
Deflcribe  the  swaling  of  a  jaunty  air ; 
And  thus,  when  swirling  from  the  waltzes  wheel, 
You  craved  my  hand  to  grace  the  next  quadrille, 
That  smiling  voice,  although  it  made  me  start, 
Boil'd  in  the  meek  o*eiiifling  of  my  heart ; 
And,  picking  at  my  flowers,  I  said  wiUi  free 
And  usual  tone,  "  Oh  yes,  sir,  certainly  !** 

Like  one  that  swoons,  'twixt  sweet  amaze  and  fear, 
I  heard  the  music  burning  in  my  ear. 
And  felt  I  cared  not,  so  thou  wert  witli  me, 
If  Grurth  or  Wamba  were  our  vis-ri-vi:*. 
So,  when  a  tall  Knight  Templar  rin«(ing  came. 
And  took  his  place  against  us  with  his  dame, 
I  neither  turned  away,  nor  bashful  i<hrunk 
From  the  stem  survey  of  the  soldier-monk, 
Though  ratlier  more  than  full  three-quarters  drunk ; 
But  threading  through  the  figure,  fin^t  in  rule, 
I  paused  to  see  thee  plunge  into  La  I'oule. 

Ah,  what  a  sight  was  that  ?     Not  prurient  ^lara. 

Pointing  his  toe  through  ten  celestial  bars — 

Not  yoim<r  Apollo,  beauiil y  array'd 

In  tripsome  guis**  for  Juno's  niasquera«k' — 

Not  smarte:?L  Hermes,  witli  his  pinion  f;irtli, 

Jerking  witli  freaks  and  snatches  down  to  earth, 

Look'd  half  so  bold,  so  beautilul  and  stn)ng, 

As  thou  when  pranking  thro'  the  glittering  throng  I 

How  the  calmM  ladies  looked  with  eyes  of  love 

On  thy  trim  velvet  doublet  laced  above ; 

The  hem  of  gold,  Uiat,  like  a  wavy  river, 

Floweil  down  into  thy  back  with  glan<-ing  sliiverl 

So  bare  was  thy  fine  throat,  and  curl<  of  black 

So  lightaomely  dropp'd  on  thy  lordly  back. 

So  crisply  swaled  the  feather  in  thy  l)onnet, 

So  glanced  thy  thigh,  and  spanning  palm  upon  it, 

Tliat  my  weak  soul  took  in^^t^mt  flight  to  thee. 

Lost  in  the  fonJest  gush  of  that  sweet  wltchfti^  I 

Bat  when  die  dance  was  o'er,  and  anxv  m  aim 
(The  full  heart  beating  *gainBl  U\e  e\V>ow  *mxTsi^> 


^12  PARODlKfl    AHO    nVBLUn^VZB* 

Wo  pftasM  to  the  grcit  ri^frealiiiient  hftU, 

Where  the  hoap^d  dicc9e-tiaku»  viU  \hti  i?omAts  s^aU 

Lay,  like  a  Mv«  of  aunb«V^  U>  bom 

Around  the  mftrgin  of  tlw  negOB  um; 

When  my  poor  quiycriug  huid  yon  flng^fl'd  twice, 

And,  witli  iaquiring  orccaL-^  vrhisper'd  **  Tw, 

Water,  or  crcwn  ?'*     I  coxiltl  no  more  disecnible^ 

But  dropped  upon  the  couch  aII  m  *  tiembleL 

A  ammnjing  faiTi***' —  ij  br^in, 

Thf  corks  eocta'u.  risk  cluunpagiiej 

The  cust,^a  fell  floor^ 

Thine  eyes  met  %  7  daaced  no  more  I 


LOUIS  NAPOLEONS  ADDRESS  TO   HIS  ARMY. 

WILLIAM    ATTOrS. 

GuAUDsI  tvho  at  Sriiolen^kb  flt^d — 
No — 1  br^  your  panlon — bk^d  I 
For  my  UnoU-  l^loj^d  you  ac^  sbed^ 
Do  the  same  for  mc. 

Now  'd  tbc  day  iiod  uow's  thn  hour, 
Itt^uds  to  japlit  and  streeti?  to  acour  ; 
Stnke  for  rank,  promotion,  ])owcr, 
JSawir,  and  eau  rfe  rte. 

Who  's  afraid  a  child  to  kill  ? 
Who  respects  a  shopman's  till  ? 
Who  would  pay  a  tailor's  bill  ? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee. 

Who  would  burst  a  goldsmith's  door, 
Shoot  a  dun,  or  sack  a  store  ? 
Let  him  arm,  and  go  before — 

Tliat  is,  follow  me! 

See  the  mob,  to  maducss  riled, 
V\)  the  barricades  Uavo  \NvU^d*, 
In  among  l\icm,  uwwi  tv."a<\  c\v\^, 
\3YiTe\eTv\ktv^'3\ 
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Shoot  the  men  I  there 's  scaroelj  one 
In  a  dozen 's  got  a  gun : 
Stop  them,  if  they  try  to  run, 
With  artillery  I 

Shoot  the  boys  I  each  one  may  grow 
Into— of  the  state — a  foe 
(Meaning  by  the  state,  you  know. 
My  sopremacy  I) 

Shoot  the  girls  and  women  old  I 
Those  may  bear  us  traitors  bold — 
These  may  be  inclined  to  scold 
Our  severity. 

Sweep  the  streets  of  all  who  may 
Rashly  venture  in  the  way, 
Warning  for  a  future  day 
Satisfactory. 

Then,  when  still'd  is  ev'ry  voice, 
We,  the  nation's  darling  choice, 
Calling  on  them  to  rejoice, 

Tell  them,  Frakcs  is  Fbbi. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BOULEVARD. 

WIIXIAM    ATTOUN. 

Os  Paris,  when  the  sun  was  low, 
The  gay  "  Comique"  made  go<idly  show, 
Bahitues  crowding  every  row 
To  hear  Limnandicr's  opera. 

But  Paris  showed  another  sight, 
When,  mustering  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Her  masters  stood,  at  morning  light, 
The  crack  chasseurs  of  Africa. 

By  servants  in  my  pay  betrayed, 
Cavaignac,  then,  my  prisoner  made, 
Wrote  that  a  circumstanco  delayed 
His  mamage  rite  and  veTt^. 
22^ 
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Th      shook  3m»U  Thiet^  wilb  terror  riTtai  \ 
Thw    stormed  Bedt^au,  ivUile  gool-^ard  driTcti ; 
Anc    swenring  (not  done  by  Heavon), 
Was  suited  bold  Lamoricii-re. 

Bu  loud«rr  rwtf  thq  voicp  of  woa 
Wb  :D  Bo]dit*i9  fiftckttd  each  dt^fl  d^pAt, 
^^  * — :-«  J.., *-J~lesa  ft>^ 

d  artillery. 


Morr 
Is'di 
Not 


igfirtiier  bnv* 
EL  knave : 
II  to  ehive, 


'Tis  mom,  a;»  ^ose'a  son 

(Perchanco  her  spouse  s  too)  haa  wott 
The  imperial  crown.    The  French  are  done, 

Chawed  up  most  incontestably. 

Few,  few  shall  write,  and  none  shall  meet ; 
Suppressed  shall  be  each  journal-sheet ; 
And  every  serf  beneath  my  feet 

Shall  hail  the  soldier's  Emperor. 


PUFFS    POETICAL. 

WILLIAM    AYTOUX. 
I. 

PARIS    AND    HELEN. 

As  the  youthful  Paris  presses 

Helen  to  his  ivory  breast, 
Sporting  with  her  pfolden  tresses, 

Close  and  ever  closer  pressed. 

lie  said  :  ''  So  let  me  quaff  the  nectar, 

Whicli  thy  li])s  of  ruby  yield ; 
Glory  1  can  \oa\e  lo  YVvic^oT, 
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"  Let  me  ever  gaze  upon  thee, 

Look  into  tlunc  eyes  so  deep ; 
With  a  daring  hand  I  won  thee, 

With  a  faithful  heart  I  'U  keep. 

"  Oh,  my  Helen,  thou  bright  wonder, 

Who  was  ever  like  to  thee  ? 
Jove  would  lay  aside  his  thimder, 

So  he  might  be  blest  like  me. 

"  How  mine  eyes  so  fondly  linger 

On  thy  sofl  and  pearly  skin; 
Scan  each  round  and  rosy  finger. 

Drinking  draughts  of  beauty  in ! 

"  Tell  me,  whence  thy  beauty,  fairest! 

Whence  thy  cheek's  enchanting  bloom? 
Whence  the  rosy  hue  thou  wearest^ 

Breathing  round  thee  rich  perfume  T* 

Thus  he  spoke,  with  heart  that  panted, 
,      Claq)ed  her  fondly  to  his  side, 
Qazed  on  her  with  look  enchanted, 
While  his  Helen  tlius  replied : 

"  Be  no  discord,  love,  between  us, 

If  I  not  the  secret  tell  I 
*Twas  a  gift  I  had  of  Venus, — 

Venus  who  hath  loved  me  well 

"  And  she  told  me  as  she  gave  it^ 

'  Let  not  e*er  the  charm  be  known, 
O'er  thy  person  freely  lave  it, 

Only  when  thou  art  alone.' 

"  'Tis  inclosed  in  yonder  casket — 

Here  behold  its  golden  key ; 
But  its  name — ^love,  do  not  ask  it. 

Tell 't  I  may  not,  e'en  to  thee !" 

Long  with  vow  and  kiss  he  plied  her, 

Still  the  secret  did  she  keep. 
Till  at  length  he  sank  beside  W, 
Seemed  as  he  had  dropped  V>  ^^A«^ 


ftie       Pi 


So       Tfos  Helen  laid  in  eliimber^ 

en  her  P;*ri!f,  risuig  slow^ 
Did     s  fair  nevk  tlisenotimWr 
F    01  her  rouodcd  uitw  uT  buow  ; 

Th^     ber  htvKHoa*  fingers  oping, 

1     mihe  key  and  steak  aw^j, 
To  T"  I^Km  tAble  graping, 

Eagei 


n. 

TARQUIN   AND   THE   AUGUR. 

Gingp:rly  is  good  King  Tarquin  shaving, 

Gently  ghdes  the  razor  o'er  his  chin, 

Near  liiiii  stands  a  grim  Haruspex  raving, 

And  with  nasal  whine  he  pitches  in, 

Church  Extension  hints, 

Till  the  monarch  S(iuints, 

Snicks  liis  chin,  and  sweai-s — a  deadly  sin  I 

"Jove  confound  thot»,  thou  bare-legged  impostor  1 

From  my  dressing  table  get  thee  gone  I 
Dost  thou  think  my  ilesh  is  double  Glo'st<jr? 
There  again  !     Tliat  cut  was  to  the  bone  I 
Get  ye  Irom  my  sight ; 
I  '11  believe  you're  riglit 
AVhen  my  razor  cut^  the  sharping  hone  I" 

Thus  spoke  Tarquin  with  a  deal  of  dryness; 

But  the  Augur,  eager  tor  his  fees, 
Answered — "  Try  it,  your  Im[)erial  Highness, 
Press  a  httle  harder,  if  you  please. 
There!   the  deed  is  done  I" 
Througli  Uie  soWd  ^Vouvi 
Went  the  steel  a3  gVv\Ay  a^  v\wom«^\\  'iX^^^^^. 
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So  the  Augur  touched  the  tin  of  Tarquin, 

Who  suspected  some  celestial  aid : 
But  be  wronged  the  blameless  GkKls ;  for  hearken  1 
Ere  the  monarch's  bet  was  rashly  laid, 
With  his  searching  eye 
Did  the  priest  espy 
Bodgir's  name  engraved  upon  the  blade. 


REFLECTIONS  OF  A  PROUD  PEDESTRIAN. 

OUTER  WSKDILL  HOLMEa. 

I  SAW  the  curl  of  his  waving  lash, 

And  the  glance  of  his  knowing  eye, 

And  I  knew  that  he  thought  he  was  cutting  a  dash, 
As  his  steed  went  thundering  by. 

And  he  may  ride  in  the  rattling  gig, 

Or  flourish  the  Stanhope  gay, 
And  dream  that  he  looks  exceeding  big 

To  the  people  that  walk  in  the  way ; 

But  he  shall  think,  when  the  night  is  ^till, 
On  the  stable-boy's  gathering  numbers, 

And  the  ghost  of  many  a  veteran  bill 
Shall  hover  around  his  slumbers  ; 

The  ghastly  dun  shall  worry  his  sleep, 

And  constables  cluster  around  him, 
And  he  shall  creep  from  the  wood-hole  deep 

Where  their  specter  eyes  have  found  him  I 

Ay  I  gather  your  reins,  and  crack  your  thong, 

And  bid  your  steed  go  faster ; 
He  does  not  Imow  as  he  scrambles  along, 

That  he  has  a  fool  for  his  master ; 

And  hurry  away  on  your  lonely  ride, 

Nor  deign  from  the  mire  to  save  me ; 

I  wiB  paddle  it  stoutly  at  your  aide 

With  the  tandem  that  naUne  f^vr^iDftX 
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TIT  A  TAftML 

Dai  Ltii  put  on  bia  jadcet.  tMil  anmod 
Wa  \n  mg  bosom  butUAied  it  with  aum. 
Here  '^  lVeI  grassy 

That  k  t  me4p?r  ribt. 

And  he  te  ibja^  about  tw. 

Ail  me  Iden  brftid^ 

That  ^  1  descending  refbcl 

The  t  Ui*^ir  silken  liirtads, 

Do  maju  ing  satin^ 

As  the  U  beir  dowujr  lup^ 

Ha  I  what  is  this  that  rises  to  my  touch, 
So  like  a  cushion  ?     Can  it  be  a  cabbage  ? 

It  is,  it  is  tliat  dooply  injured  flower, 
Wliicli  buys  do  llont  us  with; — but  yet  I  love  thee, 
Thou  giant  rose,  wrapped  in  a  green  surtout. 
Doubtless  in  Eden  thou  didst  blush  as  bright 
As  these,  tliy  puny  bretliren ;  and  thy  breath 
Sweetened  the  fragrance  of  her  spicy  air  ; 
But  now  thou  seemest  like  a  bankrupt  beau, 
Stripped  of  his  gaudy  hues  and  essences, 
And  growing  portly  in  his  sober  garments. 

Is  that  a  swan  that  rides  upon  the  water  ? 

0  no,  it  is  that  other  gentle  bird, 
Whicli  is  the  patron  of  our  noble  calhng. 

1  well  remember,  in  my  early  years, 

When  these  young  liands  first  closed  upon  a  goose; 
I  have  a  scar  upon  my  thimble  finger, 
Which  chronicles  th(^  hour  of  young  ambition. 
My  father  was  a  tailor,  and  his  father, 
And  my  sire's  grandsire,  all  of  tliem  were  tailoi^ ; 
They  had  an  ancient  goose, — it  was  an  heir-loom 
From  some  remoter  tailor  of  our  race. 
It  happened  I  did  see  it  on  a  time 
When  none  was  near,  a\u\  1  *^Ad  <\e^  V\\X\\v 
And  it  did  burn  me,— oKmosV  ^e».T^u>X^\ 
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It  is  a  joy  to  straighten  out  one's  limbs, 
And  leap  elastic  from  the  level  counter, 
Leaving  the  petty  grievances  of  earth, 
The  breaking  thread,  the  din  of  clashing  shears, 
And  all  the  needles  that  do  wound  the  spirit, 
For  such  a  pensive  hour  of  soothing  silence. 
Kind  Nature,  shuffling  in  her  loose  undress. 
Lays  bare  her  shady  bosom ;  I  can  feel 
With  all  around  me ; — I  can  haU  the  flowers 
That  sprig  earth's  mantle, — and  yon  quiet  bird, 
That  rides  the  stream,  is  to  me  as  a  brother. 
The  vulgar  know  not  all  the  hidden  pockets, 
Where  Nature  stows  away  her  loveliness. 
But  this  unnatural  posture  of  my  legs 
Cramps  my  extended  calves,  and  I  must  go 
Where  I  can  coil  them  in  their  wonted  fashion. 


PHAETHON; 

OR,   THE   AMATEUR  COACHMAN. 


JOHN   G.    8AXB. 

Dak  Phaethon — so  the  histories  run — 

Was  a  jolly  young  chap,  and  a  son  of  the  Sun  ; 

Or  rather  of  Ph(ebu8— but  as  to  his  motlier, 

Genealogists  make  a  deuce  of  a  pother. 

Some  going  for  one,  and  some  for  another  I 

For  myself  I  must  say,  as  a  careful  explorer. 

This  roaring  young  blade  was  the  son  of  Aurora  I 

Now  old  Father  Phcebus,  ere  railways  bcgim 

To  elevate  funds  and  depreciate  fun, 

Drove  a  very  fiist  coach  by  the  name  of  "  Thk  Sun  ;" 
Running,  they  say, 
Trips  every  day 

(On  Sundays  and  all,  in  a  heathenish  way). 

And  lighted  up  with  a  famous  array 

Of  lanterns  that  shone  with  a  brilliant  display^ 
And  daaiuDg  along  like  a  gentlemaTift  ^^  ^B^a^r 
With  never  a  fare,  and  notbuig  V>  pa>3  \ 


Now  FnAiTBOx  beggfi*^  of  ^  doling  old  fiitiier, 

To  grant  him  ft  favor,  and  LbiB  the  nther, 

Siaue  some  one  had  hint^tl,  the  youth  to  atjiwj, 

That  ho  wfifl  tt't  by  wiy  mewis  PflfKBrsa  ht^j ! 

lateotiin^]  the  r&scaily  sou  of  a  gun^ 

To  darken  the  brow  of  the  son  of  the  Sew  I 

*'  By  the  terrible  Styx !"  said  tlie  angry  eire^ 

WhUe  his  eyes  flatbed  volumes  of  fuuy  aad  tiT% 

*^  To  prove  your  reviler  an  infftnaous  liar^ 

I  swear  I  will  gmnt  you  whatever  you  deaire  I" 

^' Then  by  my  head,*' 

The  youngster  said, 
*'  I  *ll  mount  the  coatih  when  the  hoiBwi  are  M  I— 
Fgr  (here 's  nothing  1  'd  chooae,  as  I  'm  ftlivc, 
Liko  a  Beat  on  the  box,  and  a  da^^hing  drivel" 

"ifay,  Phaetuon^  don't — 

I  beg  you  won't — 
Just  stop  a  moment  and  think  upon  *t  I 
You  're  quite  too  young,"  continued  the  sage, 
"  To  tend  a  coach  at  your  tender  age  ! 
«         Besides,  you  see, 

'T  will  really  be 
Your  first  appearance  on  any  stage  ! 

Desist,  my  child, 

The  cattle  arc  wild, 
And  when  their  mettle  is  thoroughly  ^  riled,' 
Depend  upon't,  the  coach '11  be  'spiled' — 
They  're  not  the  fellows  to  draw  it  roild  I 

Desist,  I  say, 

You  '11  rue  the  day — 
So  mind,  and  don't  be  foolish,  Piia  I" 

But  the  youth  was  proud, 

And  swore  aloud, 
'T  was  just  tlie  thing  to  astonisli  the  crowd — 
He  'd  have  the  horses  and  would  n't  be  cowed  I 
In  vain  the  boy  was  cautioned  at  large, 
He  Cidled  for  iht^  chargers,  unheeding  the  charge, 
And  vowed  that  any  young  fellow^ 
Could  manage  a  doz^ 
Now  PnocBus  felt 
He  liad  given  to 
But  having  swotft 
He  was  in  for  it  1 
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So  calling  PflAErnON  up  in  a  trice, 
He  gave  the  youth  a  bit  of  advice : — 

"  ^Parce  siimulit^  uiere  loris  P 
(A  "  stage  direction,"  of  which  the  core  is. 
Don't  use  the  whip— they're  ticklish  things — 
Bat,  whatever  you  do,  hold  on  to  the  strings  I) 
Remember  the  rule  of  the  Jehu-tribe  is, 

'  Medio  tutUnmua  ibis* 
(As  the  Judge  remarked  to  a  rowdy  Sootchman, 
Who  was  going  to  quod  between  two  watchmen  I) 
So  mind  your  eye,  and  spare  your  goad, 
Be  shy  of  the  stones,  and  keep  in  the  road  f 

Now  Phaethon,  perched  in  the  coachman's  place, 

Drove  off  the  steeds  at  a  furious  pace, 

Fast  as  coursers  running  a  race, 

Or  bounding  along  in  a  steeple-chase ! 

Of  whip  and  shout  there  was  no  lack, 

"  Cfack— whack— 

Whack— crack" 
Besoundcil  along  tlie  horses'  back  I — 
Fri^tencd  beneath  the  stinging  lash. 
Cutting  their  flanks  in  many  a  gash, 
On— on  they  sped  as  swift  as  a  flash, 
Through  thick  and  thin  away  they  dash, 
(Sudi  rapid  driving  is  always  rash  I) 
When  all  at  once,  witli  a  dreadful  crash, 
The  whole  "  establishment"  went  to  smash  I 

And  PnAETHON,  he. 

As  all  agree. 
Off  the  coach  was  suddenly  hurled. 
Into  a  puddle,  and  out  of  the  world ! 

MORAL. 

Don't  rashly  take  to  dangerous  courses — 
Nor  set  it  down  in  your  table  of  forces, 
That  any  one  man  equals  any  four  horses  I 
Don't  swear  by  the  Styx ! — 
It's  one  of  Old  Nick'b 
Diabolical  tricks 
To  get  people  into  a  regular  "  to,'' 
And  hold  'em  there  as  faai  aabikteX 
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THE  SCHOOL-HOUSE. 

[ATTyR  OOLDSinXH,] 

pBotT  0.1  the  nurah,  9  dw<?l]ing  dow,  I  se^ 

The  hua  jy  A,  B,  C^ 

Wbere  i  idh  behind  Lis  tire^ 

Waited  1-  otnmanTl  to  fire, 

TheD  all  ignal  came^ 

Discborgi  St  the  dAme, 

Who^  'mi^  Dg^  Qrui  &od  calm, 

Patted  thi  >n  her  palm, 

And,  to  oiu  tect  at  once 

Who  flashed  tae  pan,  aim  ^uo  waa  downriglit  disuse* 

There  young  Devotion  learned  to  climb  with  ease 
The  gnarly  limbs  of  Scripture  family-tree?. 
And  he  was  most  conmiended  and  admired 
Who  soonest  to  the  toj)most  twig  perspired  ; 
Each  name  w<as  called  iis  many  various  ways 
As  i)leased  the  reader's  ear  on  different  days, 
So  that  the  weather,  or  the  ferule's  stings. 
Colds  in  the  head,  or  lilty  other  things, 
Transformed  the  helpless  Hebrew  thrice  a  week 
To  guttural  Pequot  or  resounding  Greek, 
The  vibrant  accent  skipping  here  and  there 
Just  as  it  pleased  invt-ntion  or  despair  ; 
No  controversial  llcljraist  was  tlie  Dame  ; 
With  or  without  tlie  points  pleased  her  the  same; 
If  any  tyro  found  a  name  too  tough. 
And  looked  at  her,  pride  furnished  skill  enough ; 
She  nerved  her  laiyax  for  the  desperate  thing. 
And  cleared  the  five-barred  syllables  at  a  spring. 

Ah,  dear  old  times  !  there  once  it  was  my  hap, 
Perched  on  a  stool,  to  wear  the  long-eared  cap ; 
From  books  degraded,  there  I  sat  at  ease, 
A  drone,  t\\e  e\\\y  o?  eo\iv\)\A%or5  \i^«^^ 
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EPIGRAMMATIC. 


.EPIGRAMS    OF   BEN   JONSON. 

TO    FINE    GRAND. 

What  is 't  FncK  Grand,  makes  thee  my  friendship  fly, 

Or  take  an  Epigram  so  fbarfuUy, 

As  'twere  a  challenge,  or  a  borrower's  letter ? 

The  world  must  know  your  greatness  is  my  debtor. 

ImprimiSj  Grand,  you  owe  me  for  a  jest 

I  lent  you,  on  mere  acquaintance,  at  a  feast 

Item,  a  talc  or  two  some  fortnight  after. 

That  yet  maintains  you,  and  your  house  in  Uughter. 

Hem,  the  Babylonian  song  you  sing  ; 

/<em,  a  fair  Greek  poesy  for  a  ring, 

With  wliich  a  learned  madam  you  bely. 

Hem^  a  charm  surrounding  feaifuUy 

Your  partie-per-pale  picture,  one  half  drawn 

In  solemn  Cyprus,  th'  other  cobweb  lawn. 

Itemj  a  guUing  impress  for  you,  at  tilt 

/fern,  your  mistress'  anagram,  in  your  hilt 

/tern,  your  own,  sew'd  in  your  mistress'  smock. 

/fern,  an  epitaph  on  my  lord's  cock, 

In  most  vile  verses,  and  cost  me  more  pain, 

Than  had  I  made  'em  good,  to  fit  yotir  vein. 

Forty  things  more,  dear  Grand,  which  you  know  true, 

For  which,  or  pay  me  quickly,  or  I  '11  pay  you. 


TO    BRAINHARDY. 

HMrdjTy  thy  bnun  is  valiant,  'ixacotvtc^V, 

Thon  more ;  that  with  it  every  day  dif  f^  V*^ 


Thyadf  into  fresh  brA¥rl*;  vrhcn  caiiM  ti|JOo, 
Softtce  thy  week's  Pw<?ariO(j  brings  tbee  of^oToM; 
So  ID  short  time,  thou  art  in  om^nnigc  grovD 
Some  bjudretl  qnarrela,  yet  dost  thou  fight  i 
Nor  aeed'flt  thou  \  for  tliose  fow,  by  oath  reJeafted, 
Uftke  good  wh&t  thou  dar'st  io  all  the  rest 
Keep  thyeelf  there^  ond  think  thy  vaJor  right ; 
He  thftt  darea  d»ma  bimeeU;  d&re^  moro  than  fight 


TO    DOCTOR    KUPIBIO. 

When  men  a  dangerooa  diaoase  did  'acapp, 
or  old,  they  gave  a  oock  to  .^isculape  ; 
Let  me  give  two^  that  doubly  am  got  &t«j 
From  my  disease*3  danger,  and  from  thee. 


TO    SIR    ANNUAL    FILTER. 

Filter,  tlie  most  may  admire  thee,  though  not  I ; 

And  thou,  right  guiltless,  may'st  j)lead  to  it,  why  ? 

For  thy  late  sharp  device.     I  say  'tis  fit 

All  brains,  at  times  of  triumph,  should  run  wit ; 

For  then  our  water-conduits  do  nm  wine  ; 

But  that 's  put  in,  thou  'It  ya}^     Why,  so  is  thine. 


OX    BANKS    THE    USURER. 

Banks  feels  no  lameness  of  his  knotty  gout, 
His  moneys  travel  for  him  in  and  out. 
And  though  the  soundest  legs  go  every  day, 
He  toils  to  be  at  hell,  as  soon  a-^  they. 


ON    CIIEVRIL    THE    LAWYER. 

No  cause,  nor  client  fat,  will  Cheveril  leese, 
But  as  they  come,  on  both  sides  he  takes  fees, 
And  pleaseth  both  ;  for  wliile  he  melts  liis  grease 
For  this  ;  that  wins,  for  whom  he  liolds  his  peace. 
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?IGRAMATIC  VERSES   BY    SAMUEL    BUTLER. 

OPINION. 

OpiKioir  governs  all  mankind, 
like  the  blind*s  leading  of  the  blind; 
For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in  'b  head, 
Must  be  by  a  dog  glad  to  be  led ; 
And  no  beasts  have  so  little  in  'em 
As  that  inhuman  brute,  Opinion. 
*T28  an  infectious  pestilence, 
The  tokens  upon  wit  and  sense, 
That  with  a  venomous  contagion 
Invades  the  sick  imagination : 
And,  when  it  seizes  any  part^ 
It  strikes  the  poison  to  the  heart 
This  men  of  one  another  catch, 
By  contact,  as  the  humors  matdi ; 
.Ajid  nothing 's  so  perverse  in  nature 
As  a  profound  opiniator. 


CRITICS. 

Critics  are  like  a  kind  of  flies,  that  breed 
In  wild  fig-trees,  and  when  they  're  grown  up,  feed 
Upon  the  raw  fruit  of  the  nobler  kind, 
And,  by  their  nibbling  on  the  outward  rind, 
Open  the  pores,  and  make  way  for  the  sun 
To  ripen  it  sooner  than  he  would  have  done. 


HYPOCRISY. 

Hjrpocrisy  will  serve  as  well 
To  propagate  a  church,  as  seal ; 
As  persecution  and  promotion 
Do  equally  advance  devotion : 
Bo  round  white  stones  will  serve,  they  say, 
As  well  as  eggs  to  make  hens  lay. 


5^8                                   firlGRJLMUATlC.                           ■ 

POLISH.                           ^^M 

All  wit  &Qd  f*acyj  Uko  a  diamond^          ^^^B 
Th©  tnoTt  exact  aud  cunous  'tis  groonid,               ■ 

Ib  forced  Tor  every  carat  to  nlwle,                       H 
A«  mucb  in  value  as  it  >^aats  in  weight              ^| 

THE    GODLT.                   ^^B 

A  godly  m&n,  that  bos  served  out  bi^  time           H 
In  holinesfi,  nmy  eel  up  any  criiu*?;                          H 
Aa  sehoUis^  wht^a  Uiry  'vo  Uketi  their  dcgr^eei^       B 
May  set  up  (my  IkcLilty  tlitry  please                         U 

PIKTT. 

Why  should  not  piety  be  made, 
As  well  as  equity,  a  trade, 
And  men  get  money  by  devotion, 
As  well  as  making  of  a  motion  ? 
B'  allow'd  to  pray  upon  conditions, 
As  well  as  suitoi*s  in  petitions  ? 
And  in  a  congregation  pray, 
No  less  than  Chancery,  for  pay  ? 


MARRIAGE. 

All  iforts  of  votVies,  that  profess 
To  bind  themselves  apprentices 
To  Heaven,  abjure,  with  solemn  vows. 
Not  Cut  and  Long- tail,  but  a  Spouse 
As  the  worst  of  all  impediments 
To  hinder  their  devout  intents. 


POETS. 

It  is  not  poetry  that  makes  men  poor ; 
For  few  do  wiite  that  were  not  so  before ; 
And  those  that  have  ^vT\\,\)«ls.V^\v^v\.\\\e^\i^e\^Tv^^ 
Had  ne'er  been  dapped  VvtVi  o. ^oe\:\<i \^cJcv\ 
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Had  loved  their  ease  too  well  to  take  the  pains 
To  undergo  that  drudgery  of  brains ; 
But,  being  for  all  other  trades  unfit. 
Only  t'  avoid  being  idle,  set  up  wit 


PUFFING. 

They  that  do  write  in  authors*  praises^ 
And  finely  give  their  friends  their  voioee^ 
Are  not  confined  to  what  is  true ; 
That's  not  to  give,  but  pay  a  due : 
For  praise,  that's  due,  does  give  no  more 
To  worth,  than  what  it  had  before ; 
But  to  commend  without  desert^ 
Requires  a  mastery  of  art, 
That  sets  a  gioes  on  what 's  amiss. 
And  writes  what  should  be,  not  what  is. 


POLITICIANS. 

All  Uie  politics  of  the  great 
Are  like  the  cunmng  of  a  chcat^ 
That  lets  his  false  dice  freely  run, 
And  trusts  them  to  themselves  alone, 
But  never  lets  a  true  one  stir, 
Without  some  fingering  trick  or  slur ; 
And,  when  the  gamester  doubts  his  play. 
Conveys  his  false  dice  safe  away, 
And  leaves  the  true  ones  in  the  lurch 
T*  endure  the  torture  of  the  search 


FEAR. 

There  needs  no  other  charm,  nor  conjurer 
To  raise  infernal  spirits  up,  but  fear ; 
That  makes  men  pull  their  horns  in,  like  a  snail 
That 's  both  a  prisoner  to  itself,  and  jail ; 
Draws  more  fantastic  shapes,  than  in  the  grains 
Of  knotted  wood,  in  some  men's  cnx^  bmt&\ 
When  bU  the  cocks  they  think  the^  ti^vcA>»^S^ 
An  only  in  tho  insides  of  their  tkMS!i&. 
23 


^^I^^^BIH 

aO                        EnanAuic^Tic.               ^^| 

THE 

LAW,                            ^^B 

The  law  cam  take  a 
Vhilo  it  ooudemna  a 

puree  in  open  oottit             ■ 

less  ddinqueat  tor  X     1 

THE 

^H 

Wlio  ctm  deserve^  for 

breiJting  of  the  lawa,     ^^B 

an  honest  cftuse.            ^^H 

THE 

^^1 

M  those  that  do  hut  rob  and  sLeal  enough,  ^^^ 
Are  puniahment  and  couTtH^f-juetice  proof;                 % 

And  need  not  fuu-^  nor  be  concerned  a  sUnaw 
In  all  the  idle  buj:,^ear9  of  the  law  ; 
But  confidently  rob  the  gallows  too, 
As  well  as  otlicr  sufferers,  of  their  due. 


CONFESSION. 

In  the  Church  of  Rome  to  go  to  shrifl 
Is  but  to  put  the  soul  on  a  clean  shift. 


SMATTERERS. 

All  smatterers  are  more  brisk  and  pert 
Than  those  that  understand  an  art ; 
As  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 
Than  glowing  coals,  tliat  give  them  light 


BAD     WRITERS. 

As  he  that  makes  his  mark  is  understood 
To  wnte  his  name,  and  'tis  in  law  as  good. 
So  he,  that  can  not  write  one  word  of  sense 
Believes  he  has  as  legal  a  pretense 
To  scribble  whal  he  Aoea  wot  wwC^^v's.VATi^, 
As  idiots  have  a  l\\le  b:^  t\ie\T  \aiv^. 
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THE    OPINIONATIVE. 

OpinioDAtors  naturally  differ 
From  other  men ;  as  wooden  legs  are  stiffer 
Than  those  of  pliant  joints,  to  yield  and  bow, 
Which  way  soever  they  're  deaign'd  to  go. 


LANGUAGE  OF  THE  LEARNED. 

Were  Tully  now  alive,  he  *d  be  to  seek 
In  all  oar  Latin  terms  of  art  and  Greek ; 
Would  never  understand  one  word  of  sense 
The  most  irrefVagable  schoolman  means : 
As  if  the  Schools  designed  ^eir  terms  of  art, 
Not  to  advance  a  science,  but  to  divert ; 
As  H<KU8  Focus  conjures  to  amuse 
The  rabble  from  observing  what  he  does. 


GOOD    WRITING. 

As  'tis  a  greater  mystery  in  the  art 
Of  painting,  to  foreshorten  any  part. 
Than  draw  it  out;  so  'tis  in  books  the  chief 
Of  all  perfections  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 


COURTIERS. 

As  in  all  great  and  crowded  fairs 
Monsters  and  pnppetrplay  are  wares, 
Which  in  the  less  will  not  go  off| 
Because  they  have  not  money  enough ; 
So  men  in  princes'  courts  will  pass 
That  will  not  in  another  place. 


INVENTIONS. 

All  the  inventions  that  the  world  contains, 
Were  not  by  reason  first  found  out,  nor  bnia)s\ 
But  pMSB  for  theirs  who  liad  the  luck  to  \^^V 
UpoD  them  by  misUke  or  oTermi^t. 


Ui 


£rtGRA»34  ATtC. 


LOGlOtAKS* 

Loi  avma.  u^  Ui  clop  ft  (tropositioii. 

Ah  ji  i«!S  lio  <jrmiiiialH^  b  prison, 

Aurf.  a  ma  leam'd  ttutheotit:  notwens*?,  writ 

Tlie  imca  of  all  their  mooda  and  iigur««  fit ; 

For  .  ^cian^a  one  tlmt  baa  betrn  broke 
To  ri  '  *  ■  by  the  book ; 

Audi  '^^^P^  ^^^  exAmpH 

lOJl  Gftnininela. 


1 


raiTEBS. 


Those  I  KthegraBtestpttina,' 

But  moot  *  of  the  hnim^ 

A  natural  J^i^  ot  weuivuvTit',  «s  an  ant 
Is  more  laborious  tlma  on  elephant: 
And  children  are  more  busy  at  their  play, 
Than  those  that  wiseliest  pass  their  time  away. 


ON    A    CLUB    OF    SOTS. 

The  jolly  members  of  a  toping  club, 
Like  pipcsUives,  are  but  hoop'd  into  a  tub ; 
And  in  a  close  confederacy  link, 
For  nothing  else  but  only  to  hold  drink. 


HOLLAND. 

A  country  that  draws  fifty  feet  of  water, 
In  which  men  live  as  in  the  hold  of  Nature ; 
And  when  the  sea  does  in  upon  them  break, 
And  drown  a  province,  does  but  spring  a  leak  ; 
That  always  ply  the  pump,  and  never  tliink 
They  can  be  safe,  but  at  the  rat<3  tliey  stink ; 
That  live  as  if  they  had  been  run  a-ground, 
And,  when  they  die,  are  cast  awaj'  and  drown'd  ; 
That  dwell  in  ships,  like  swarms  of  rats,  and  prey 
Upon  the  goods  all  nations'  lleet.s  convey ; 
Andj  wiien  their  n\(nT\\i\uV-  vvY'e\>V^v;uw\>  xs^xv^  <«\iRS6L^^^ 
Whole  towns  are  cast  away  -atvA  nvyocVvA-, 
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That  feed,  like  cannibals,  on  other  fishes, 
And  serve  their  cousin-germans  up  in  dishes : 
A  land  that  rides  at  anchor,  and  is  moor'd, 
In  which  they  do  not  live,  but  go  a-board. 


WOMBN. 

The  sools  of  women  are  so  small, 
That  some  beHeve  they  Ve  none  at  all ; 
Or  if  they  have,  like  cripples^  still 
They  've  but  one  faculty,  the  will ; 
The  other  two  are  quite  laid  by 
To  make  up  one  great  tjrranny ; 
And  though  their  passions  have  most  pow'r. 
They  are,  like  Tuiks,  but  Slaves  the  more 
To  th'  absolute  will,  that  with  a  breath 
Has  sovereign  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
And,  as  its  little  interests  move, 
Can  turn  'em  aU  to  hate  or  love ; 
For  nothing,  in  a  moment,  turn 
To  fiantio  love,  disdain,  and  scorn; 
And  make  that  love  degenerate 
T*  as  great  extremity  of  hate ; 
And  hate  again,  and  scorn,  and  piques, 
To  flames,  and  natures,  and  love-tricks. 


EPIGRAMS  OF   EDMUND   WALLER. 

ON  A  PAINTED  LADY  WITH  ILL  TEETH. 

WxRx  men  so  dull  they  could  not  see 
That  Ltce  painted ;  should  they  flee. 
Like  simple  birds,  into  a  net, 
So  grossly  woven,  and  ill  set, 
Her  own  teeth  would  undo  the  knot, 
And  let  all  go  that  she  had  f^t. 
Tboee  teeth  fair  Ltcb  must  not  f^'w^ 
If  she  would  bite :  bet  V>v«c^  ^iiiA»^ 


lAke  binlv  ihfij  stoop  ^  ftMinittg^  gri^^ 
Are  diap*ibin'tl^  wh«i  first  «hi?  ^apa: 
The  roUeii  l)oa«  dwiovm^d  thm, 
Show  'tra  ft  pdiDl^  KpiUdicr. 


OF  THE  MAREIAGB  DP   THE   DWAKFS 

Defflgn,  c 
But  natut 

Eve  mighi 
Aa  she  dt!ti 
To  Uini,  for 
AdiI  nciea^ 

Thrioel 
Beneatli  th 

07t*r  whono  i^t<*M*  MJOfl«  nrro^wp  fly 
Of  sail  diatru&t^  and  jeftloujy; 
Secured  ii;  us  liif^h  (^xiremc, 
Aif  if  tlK'  svorld  Ldd  none  but  iherD. 

To  limi  tlu*  fjiin^i^t  nym]>hs  do  ahow 
Like  movin;^  mounuiin=s  toppM  wiUi  snow; 
Anil  irv'ry  man  ii  PoLVPnEHE 
Doi;^^  fo  hi^  Galatka  ?(.*ein  ; 
NriRM  mnj  ]^n'*LiTnr  hnr  f;iith  to  proTTC  ; 
lie  protlers  death  tliat  prott'ers  love. 

Ah  Chloris  !  that  kiml  nature  thus 
From  all  the  w<mK1  had  sever'd  us : 
Creating  for  ourselves  us  two, 
As  love  has  nic  for  only  you  I 


EPIGRAMS    OF    MATTHEW   PRIOR. 

A    SIMILE. 

Dear  Thom;u«,  didst  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  iuto  a  \.\w-\uv\yvV  ^^W^v^^. 
Tliero,  Thomas,  vV\v\sV  v\\o\\  wviN^\  ^^ 
CTis  but  by  -way  oV^  s\w\\e> 
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A  flqairrel  ^nd  his  little  rage, 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage  ? 
The  cage,  as  either  side  tum*d  up, 
Striking  a  ring  of  bells  a-top  ?— 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chimes, 
The  foolish  creature  thinks  he  dimbs : 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire, 
He  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fiures  it  with  those  merry  blades, 
That  frisk  it  under  Pindus'  shades. 
In  noble  songs,  and  lofty  odes. 
They  tread  on  stars,  and  talk  with  gods ; 
StiQ  dancing  in  an  airy  round, 
Still  pleased  with  their  own  verses'  sound ; 
Brou^t  back,  how  fast  soe'er  they  go, 
Always  aspiring,  always  low. 

THE  FLIES. 

Say,  sire  of  insects,  mighty  Sol, 

(A  Fly  upon  the  chariot  pole 

Ones  out),  what  Blue-bottle  alive 

Did  ever  with  such  fury  drive  ? 

Tell  Belzebub,  great  father,  tell 

(Says  t*  other,  perch'd  upon  the  wheel). 

Did  ever  any  mortal  Fly 

Raise  such  a  cloud  of  dust  as  I  ? 

My  judgment  tum*d  the  whole  debate : 
My  vidor  sav'd  the  sinking  state. 
So  talk  two  idle  buzzing  things ; 
Toss  up  their  heads,  and  stretch  their  wings. 
But  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought ; 
This  neither  spoke,  nor  t*  other  fought : 
No  merit  in  tlieir  own  behavior : 
Both  rais'd,  but  by  their  party's  favor. 

PHILLIS'S    AGE. 

How  old  may  Phillis  be,  you  ask. 

Whose  beauty  thus  all  hearta  en^siiqsea? 
To  answer  is  no  easy  task: 
-FVxr  ahe  has  reaUy  t^iro  145^^ 


^(M  XPIGB 

Stiff  m  brocade^  and  pincii^d  in  sUys, 
Her  patches^  pamt,  and  jevreU  on; 

A)l  day  let  ctivy  view  her  fflcr, 
ABd  Pliillis  15  but  twenty-ofie. 

PwniV  pAtchei,  jewols  laid  aside, 
At  night  astronomers  flgree. 

The  evccking  Laa  the  day  belied ; 
And  PhlllL^  h  snrac  forty-three. 


TO   THE    D 

Vain  the  concern  i 
That  uDcaU'd  AJartl 

Your  house  and  , 
And  that  M^beU 

By  Banquo's  r^ 

With  fifteen  tbouannd  p< 

Do  you  comply  you  can  not  t>ear 

An  iWf  you  may  so  eoon  retrieve  ? 
Good  AI:;riL  f^iith,  i?  niodL'sttr 

By  :riij^"h,  thun  vfiii  believe. 


ILLSS 


id  night) 


Lend  him  but  fifty  loiiis-d'or ; 
And  you  sliall  never  see  liira  more : 

Take  tlie  advice ;  probatum  est 
Wliy  do  the  gods  indulge  our  store, 

But  to  secure  our  rest? 


ON    BISHOP    ATTERBURY. 

Meek  Francis  lies  here,  friend :  without  stop  or  stay, 
As  you  value  your  peace,  make  the  best  of  your  way. 
Though  at  present  arrested  by  death's  cmtiff  paw, 
If  he  stirs,  he  may  still  have  recourse  to  the  law. 
And  in  the  King  a  Bei\c\\  ^\\ovvYv\  a^  >j<iYv^cV.\i^  ^owxA^ 
That  by  livery  and  sc\s\i\\^s  ^t^>7e  \a\l:^a  ^qmxw^. 
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He  will  cslaim  to  himself  what  is  strictly  his  due, 
And  an  action  of  trespass  will  straightway  ensue, 
That  you  without  right  on  his  premises  tread. 
On  a  simple  surmise  that  the  owner  is  dead. 


FORMA    BONUM   FRAGILE. 

What  a  frail  thing  is  beauty  I  says  baron  Le  Cras, 
Perceiving  his  mistress  had  one  eye  of  glass : 

And  scarcely  had  he  spoke  it^ 
When  she  more  confus'd  as  more  angry  she  grew, 
By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxim  too  true : 

She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it. 


EARNING    A    DINNER. 

Full  oft  doth  Mat  with  Topaz  dme, 
Eatcth  baked  meats,  drinketh  Greek  wine ; 
But  Topaz  his  own  werke  rehearseth ; 
And  Mat  mote  praise  what  Topaz  verseth. 
Now  sure  as  priest  did  e*er  shrive  sinner, 
Full  hardly  enrneth  Mat  his  dinner. 


BIBO    AND    CHARON. 

When  Bibo  thought  fit  from  the  world  to  retreat. 
And  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg*s  full  of  meat. 
He  waked  in  the  boat ;  and  to  Charon  he  said. 
He  would  be  row*d  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead. 
Trim  the  boat,  and  sit  quiet,  stem  Charon  replied : 
You  may  have  forgot,  you  were  drunk  when  you  died. 


THE    PEDANT. 

Lysander  talks  extremely  well ; 
On  any  subject  let  him  dwell, 

His  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye : 
He  should  possess  to  all  degrees 
The  art  of  talk;  he  practkea 

FuR  fourteen  houn  in  {(Aix-«QdL-\?«ic£D^* 


SPIO 

MS    OF    JOSEPH    ADDISON-  1 

THB  ( 

lUNTESS   OF   MANCHESTER.          1 

rritltB<mUi 

iUtltm  to  tbfl  EtUC*!  ClBb,  In  »iiit>Uuc«  wfUi  tli*  rfelc  1m| 

(yaevnenl 

ic^tdd  umebli  tout,  «(bd  write  «  T«r»e  to  Jut  r»toiL    ^ 

Wbiu                                      6^  tbat  spread                ■ 

O'er                                       fUl  red,                            ■ 

Behe.                                    &r  there,                   ^H 

In  nat                                    bir ;                          ^^M 

Qoafobi                                  '  shovred,                 ^^H 

Andwii                               »jsbwed               ^H 

Sn-        ^*      *■ 

TO  AN   ILL-FAVORBD    LADY. 

[imitated    from   MARTIAL-] 

While  in  the  dark  on  thy  soft  hand  I  hung, 
And  heard  the  tempting  syren  in  thy  tongue, 
What  flames,  what  darts,  what  anguish  I  endured  I 
But  when  the  candle  entered  I  was  cured. 


TO    A    CAPRICIOUS    FRIEND. 

[imitated  from  martial.] 

In  all  thy  humors,  whether  grave  or  mellow, 
Thou'rt  such  a  touchy,  testy,. pleasant  fellow  ; 
Hast  so  much  wit,  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about  thee, 
There  is  no  Uving  with  thee,  nor  without  thee. 


TO    A    ROGUE. 

[imitated  from  martial.] 

Thy  beard  and  head  are  of  a  difl-erent  dye : 
Sliort  of  one  foot,  d\slor\ev\  \w  ^u  e^^i'- 
With  all  tliese  tokens  of  a  Vuav^  eou'vv'^viX^ , 
Should'st  thou  be  houest,  l\vou^t^  a  ^^^^>^^^  ^^^^ 
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EPIGRAMS   OF   ALEXANDER   POPE. 

ON    MRS.    TOFTS. 

(a  celebrated  opera  singer.) 

So  brij^t  18  thy  beanty,  so  charming  thy  song, 

As  hid  drawn  both  the  beasts  and  their  Orpheus  along ; 

But  such  is  thy  avarice,  and  such  is  thy  pride, 

That  the  beasts  must  have  starved,  and  the  poet  have  died. 

TO   A    BLOCKHEAD. 

Tou  beat  your  pate,  and  fancy  wit  will  oome : 
Knock  as  you  please,  there 's  nobody  at  home. 

THB   FOOL   AND    THE    POET. 

Sir,  I  admit  your  general  rule, 
That  every  poet  is  a  fool, 
But  you  yourself  may  serve  to  show  it, 
That  every  fool  is  not  a  poet 


EPIGRAMS    OF   DEAN    SWIFT. 

ON    BURNINQ   A    DULL  POEM. 

Av  ass*s  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poisonous  juice,  which  kills  by  cold. 

Methought  when  I  this  poem  read. 

No  vessel  but  an  ass*s  head 

Such  frigid  fustian  could  contain ; 

I  mean  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts, 

Went  down  like  stupefying  dnRi|^ta\ 
I  found  my  head  begin  to  sw\m, 
A  oumbncas  crept  thxoii|^  n^mrf  ^ubSk^ 


SPIGSAUUATiO. 

In  bnste^  wth  imprecatioaa  dirff, 

T  tiirew  th<>  volume  In  the  fire; 

Wheu  (who  uoTild  tliitik?)  though  c^W  as  tor. 

It  burnt  to  aalies  in  ft  trice. 

How  could  I  more  ieoliftnce  \tA  fame  It 
Though  bom  in.  enow^  it  died  m  QAnuf, 


TO  i  LADT, 

On  bflulnc  Iter  pttlno  h«ir  hniti^fij. 

Yofli  always  are  nmking  a  god  of  your  spouse; 
But  this  neither  R*iasoa  nor  Conscience  allows ; 
Perhaps  you  will  aaj,  'da  m  gratitude  d^ie^ 
And  you  adore  him  because  ho  adorea  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  so  you  will  find, 
For  you,  by  tliis  rale,  mu&t  adore  all  mankiiid* 


THE    CUDGELED    HUSBAND. 

As  Thomas  Wivs  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 

He  took  to  his  heels  and  fled  for  his  Hfe  : 

Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  tlie  squabble, 

And  saved  him  at  on«'e  from  tlie  shrew  and  the  rabble ; 

Then  ventured  to  give  him  some  sober  advice — 

But  Tom  is  a  person  of  honor  so  nice, 

Too  wise  to  take  counsel,  too  proud  to  take  warning, 

That  he  sent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning. 

Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventured  his  life  ; 

"Went  home,  and  was  cudgeled  agaui  by  his  wife. 


)N  SEEING  VERSES  WRITTEN  UPON  WINDOWS  AT  INNS. 

The  sage,  who  said  he  should  be  proud 

Of  windows  in  his  breast, 
Because  lie  ne'er  a  thought  allow'd 

That  might  not  be  confest ; 
His  window  scrawled  by  every  rake, 

His  breast  again  would  cover^ 
And  fairly  bid  \\\e  OieV\\  X»^^ 

The  diamond  and  \\\e\o>?^v. 
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ON  SEEINO  THE  BUSTS  OF  NEWTON,  LOCKE,  AND  OTHERS, 

Placed  hy  Queen  CaroUne  in  Btdunond  HenniUge. 

Louis  the  living  learned  fed, 
And  raised  the  scientific  head ; 
Cor  frugal  queen,  to  save  her  meat 
Exalts  the  heads  that  cannot  eat 

ON  THE  CHUBCH'S  DANGER. 

GkxMl  Halifiuc  and  pious  Wharton  cry, 

The  Church  has  vapors;  there 's  no  danger  nigh. 

In  those  we  love  not,  we  no  danger  see. 

And  were  they  hang'd,  there  would  no  danger  be. 

But  we  must  ^ent  be,  amid  our  fears, 

And  not  believe  our  senses,  but  the  Peers. 

So  ravishers.  that  know  no  sense  of  shame. 

First  stop  her  mouth,  and  then  debauch  the  dame. 


ON  ONE  DELACOURT'S  COMPLIMENTINa  CARTHY  ON  HIS 
POETRY. 

Garthy,  you  say,  writes  well — his  genius  true. 
You  pawn  your  word  for  him — he  11  vouch  for  you. 
So  two  poor  knaves,  who  find  their  credit  &il. 
To  cheat  the  world,  become  each  other's  bail 


ON  A  USURER. 

Beneath  this  verdant  hillock  lies, 
Demar,  the  wealthy  and  the  wise. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  aafdy  rest, 
Have  put  his  carcass  in  a  cbost, 
The  very  chest  in  which,  they  say, 
His  other  sel^  his  money  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  sdf  he  left  behind^ 
I  dare  beliere,  tbiA  four  ia  fkre 
Will  think  hii  better  Yiitf  •SoKf^ 
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TO    MRS.    BIDDY    FLOTD: 

oa,  THE  RECtrpT  to  roKM 

Whco  Ctipid  t3i*l  )titf  ^ndaire  Jotc  entreat 
To  form  aome  BcAUty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  nent,  and  found,  fftr  m  a  oonnlry  i 
Truth,  innweiM^  jffwi  -  '^srt^  look  feren^ : 
From  w'    "  it  tire  dcit'roTra  boy 

Pick'd  t  ^&rd^  and  the  oay. 

The  Gr  lid  tl*^x1  provide 

Brecdi  nd  dw^nt pride; 

These  ?j  spurious  grain 

Jove  tn  ft  day  einpby'd ; 

Then  ca*i  tion  Floyd. 


THE    REVERSE; 


OR,  MRS.  CLUDD. 

Venus  one  day,  as  story  goes, 

But  for  what  reason  no  man  knows, 

In  sullen  mood  and  cfi'ave  deport, 

Trudged  it  away  to  Jove's  high  court ; 

And  there  his  Godship  did  entreat, 

To  look  out  for  his  best  receipt  : 

And  make  a  monster  strange  and  odd, 

Abhorr'd  by  man  and  every  god. 

Jove,  ever  kind  to  all  the  fair, 

Nor  e'er  refused  a  lady's  prayer. 

Straight  oped  'scrutoire,  and  forth  he  took 

A  neatly  bound  and  well-gilt  book ; 

Sure  sign  that  nothing  enter'd  there, 

But  what  was  very  choice  and  rare. 

Scarce  had  he  turn'd  a  page  or  two — 

It  might  be  more,  for  aught  I  know  ; 

But,  be  the  matter  more  or  less, 

'Mong  friends  't  will  break  no  s<\iiarea,  I  guess. 

Then,  smiling^  to  l\ve  danve  c\v\o\}a\ie. 

Here  *s  one  wiiV  &t  yoM  to  ^"t. 
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But,  iLS  tlu'  writinj^'  doth  prescribe, 
Tis  fit  the  ingredients  we  provide. 
Away  he  went,  and  search'd  the  stews. 
And  every  street  about  the  Mews ; 
Diseases,  unpudencc,  and  lies, 
Are  found  and  brought  him  in  a  trioe. 
From  Hackney  then  he  did  provide, 
A  clumsy  air  and  awkward  pride ; 
From  lady's  toilet  next  he  brought 
Noise,  scandal,  and  malicious  thought 
These  Jove  put  in  an  old  close-stool, 
And  with  them  mix'd  the  vain,  the  fooL 

But  now  came  on  his  greatest  care, 
Of  what  he  should  his  paste  prepare ; 
For  common  day  or  finer  mold 
Was  much  too  good,  such  stuff  to  hold. 
At  last  he  wisely  thought  on  mnd ; 
So  raised  it  up,  and  call'd  it — Cludd. 
With  this,  the  lady  well  content, 
Low  curtsey'd,  and  away  she  went 


THE    PLACE    OP   THE    DAMNED. 

AH  folks  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace, 
Allow  there  *s  a  Hell,  but  dispute  of  the  place : 
But,  if  Hkll  may  by  logical  rules  be  defined 
The  place  of  the  damn'd — I  Tl  tell  you  my  mind. 
Wherever  the  damn*d  do  chiefly  abound, 
Must  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found : 
Damn*d  poets,  damn'd  critics,  damn'd  blockheads,  damn'd  knaves^ 
Damn'd  senators  bribed,  damn'd  prostitute  slaves ; 
Damn'd  lawyers  and  judges,  damn'd  lords  and  damn'd  squires ; 
Damn'd  spies  and  informers,  damn'd  friends  and  damn'd  liars ; 
Daom'd  villains,  corrupted  in  every  station ; 
Damn'd  time-serving  priests  all  over  the  nation ; 
And  into  the  bargain  1 11  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant  prelates,  and  councillors  privy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parsons  be  flamm'd, 
For  we  know  by  these  marks  the  plaoe  oC  \bfi  OADaCd\ 
And  Hkll  to  be  sure  ia  at  Paris  or  Boaie. 
-fibw^ /MPP7  for  ofl  f hat  it  is  not  tt  bomeX 


Witl    I  woriJ  of  thoti^ht  oppreae'd, 

I  0       from  rtrvcrir?  to  rrsL 

A )      "id  vision  seised  my  headj 

Is      the  grave* givA  iip  their  dead ! 

Ja       inu'd  with  terrors,  bnrat^  the  tfkied^ 

Ana  titnisg  fliea ; 

Amiui  unknown^ 

Tb  g  at  hiA  throne  1 

W,  i^bia  head, 

Ja«  leav^ua^  and  said: 

"Oua  kmd, 

By  nai.  ?,  blind ; 

You  Wi*w  BbeppM  aside  j 

And  youj  wiio  never  leji  irora  pride : 

You  who  in  different  sent^  w.  n^  ^liainm'd, 

And  come  to  see  each  other  damn'd ; 

(So  some  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 

No  more  of  Jove's  desij^ns  than  you)  ; 

— The  world's  mad  business  now  is  o'er, 

And  I  resent  these  pranks  no  more. 

— I  to  such  blockheads  set  my  wit  I 

I  damn  such  fools  ! — Go,  go,  you  're  bit" 


PAULUS   THE   LAWYER. 

UNDSAT 

"A  slave  to  crowds,  scorch'd  with  the  summer's  heats, 

In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  sweats ; 

While  smiling  Nature,  in  her  best  attire, 

Regales  each  sense,  and  vernal  joys  inspire. 

Can  he,  who  knows  that  real  good  should  please, 

Barter  for  gold  his  hberty  and  ease  ?" 

This  Paulus  preach'd  : — When,  entering  at  the  door, 

Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 

He  grasps  tlie  sYumug  ^^\^\;i,^ov^  o^t  \>cv^  ^.^wsfc^ 

Forgets  the  sun,  and  dozea  ocx  \i:ie  W^^ 
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EPIGRAMS   BY  THOMAS   SHERIDAN. 

ON    A    CARICATURE. 

If  you  say  this  was  made  for  friend  Dan,  you  belie  it, 
I H  swear  he 's  so  like  it  that  he  was  made  by  it. 


ON  DEAN  SWIFT'S  PROPOSED  HOSPITAL  FOR  LUNATICa 

Great  wits  to  madness  nearly  are  allied, 
This  makes  the  Dean  for  kindred  thus  provide. 


TO    A    DUBLIN     PUBLISHER. 

WbQ  diaplayed  •  tmst  of  Dmd  SwUt  In  bis  window,  while  pobUahlng  Lord  Orr»> 
17*1  oflbnatre  renuo^  upon  the  Deen. 

Faulkner  I  for  once  thou  hast  some  judgment  shown, 
By  representing  Swift  transformed  to  stone ; 
For  could  he  thy  ingratitude  hare  known, 
Astonishment  itself  the  work  had  done  I 


WHICH    IS    WHICH. 

BTROIC 

"  Gk>D  bless  the  King  1     God  bless  the  faith's  defender  I 
God  bless — ^no  harm  in  blessing — the  Pretender. 
But  who  that  pretender  is,  and  who  that  king, 
God  bless  us  aJl,  is  quite  another  thing." 


ON  SOME  LINES  OF  LOPEZ  DB  VEGA. 

DB.  JOBKBON. 

Ir  the  man  who  turnips  criei^ 
Cry  not  when  his  father  dies^ 
'Tia  a  proof  that  he  Yiid  ta^iyAT 
Hare  a  turnip  thia  bis  ^iJOmx. 


KPlGfiJ^UMATlC, 


ON   A  rULL-LENGTH   PORTRAIT   OF  BEAU   ItARSa 
TUnA  b«iT«ui  tba  btuU  of  Noirtcm  uid  P^pa. 

Mon  you'il  find- 

Nor  Poiw  miiM  ajolw 

4. 

\  *  busts  between^ 

ngth; 
Tf  tie  Bccn^ 

J>u.  _.  Ill  •'n*-^ 


ON   SCOTLAND. 

CLETKLAXD. 

"  Had  Cain  been  Scot^  G-od  would  have  changed  his  doom ; 
Nor  forced  him  wander,  but  confined  him  home." 


EPIGRAMS  OF  PETER  PINDAR. 

KDMUND   BURKE'S   ATTACK   ON   WARREN   HASTINGS 

Poor  Edmund  sees  poor  Britain's  setting  sun :. 
Poor  Edmund  groans — and  Britain  is  undone  I 

Reader !   thou  hast^  I  do  presume 

(God  knows  though)  been  in  a  snug  room, 
By  coals  or  wood  made  comfortably  warm, 

And  often  fancied  that  a  storm  wWiotU, 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  rout — 
Sunk  slups,  tore  trees  up — done  a  world  of  harm. 

Yes,  t\\ou\\asX\\S\fc^\5L^\foL^  tearful  eyes, 
Fancying  t\\o\i  "\\ea.T^?X  ofi  xajwwiss^  '^^  vswsi^ 

And  »gVd,  "H.OVI  N?T^\«3ci<fc^TiQrw  \sssa\.'^^xsass^a,N«\ 

Ohl  bow  1  p\ty  V3ii^  V>^  ««v^^\.«R»X^ 
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When,  lo  I  this  dreadful  tempest^  and  his  roar, 
A  zephyr — ^in  the  key-hole  of  the  door  I 

Now  may  not  Edmund's  howlings  be  a  sigh 

Pressing  through  Edmund's  lungs  for  loaves  and  fishes, 

On  which  he  long  hath  looked  with  longing  eye 
To  fill  poor  Edmund's  not  o'erburden'd  dishes? 

Give  Mun  a  sup — forgot  will  be  complaint ; 
Britain  be  safe,  and  Hastings  prove  a  samt 


ON    AN    ARTIST 

WbQ  boastad  that  hia  pietnrM  bad  hong  oaar  thoaa  of  Sir  Joabna  Bajnolda  ia  tha 
Exhibitloii. 

A  shabby  fellow  chanc'd  one  day  to  meet 
The  British  Roscius  in  the  street, 

Garrick,  on  whom  our  nation  justly  brags — 
The  fellow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace — 
"  Good  sir,  I  do  not  recollect  your  fiice," 

Quoth  Garrick — "  No  I"  replied  the  man  of  rags : 

**  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  I  have  trod 
Full  many  a  time  together,  I  am  sure — '* 
"  When  ?"  with  an  oatli,  cried  Garrick— "for  by  G— 
I  never  saw  that  face  of  yours  before  I — 
What  characters,  I  pray. 
Did  you  and  I  together  play?" 

"  Lord  I"  quoth  the  fellow,  "  think  not  that  I  mock — 
When  you  play'd  Hamlet,  sir— I  play'd  the  cock." 


ON  THE  CONCLUSION  OF  HIS  ODES. 

*^  Finished  r  a  disappointed  artist  cries, 
With  open  mouth,  and  straining  eyes ; 
Gk^ing  for  praise  like  a  young  crow  for  meat — 
"  Lord !  why  have  you  not  mentioned  me  /" 
Mention  thtf  I 
Thj  impudence  liatli  put  me  in  a  noeol — 
TFiat  rag©  for  fame  attends  bolVi  greaX  ucA  «BtfS^\ 
Better  bo  d^-^'d,  than  mcAtion'd  not  oldUl 
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THB   I*K   TALIONIS   UPON    BENJAMIN  yfESt 


WeeK   ella  the  world  that  Peter  cam  not  rfijiae^ 
Pei»  r  declares,  point  bUnk,  thftt  West  can'l  piint:_ 

Wei^  '  iwears  I  've  noi  &n  atom  of  sublime — 
I  f    «ar  he  h&tb  no  notion  of  a  saint : 

And  tl  tienibim  ue  f<m\s^ 

BH>tii  9: 

Half  r  wig9  of  robbers; 

His  m  taded  lubbera. 

The  iUEeahisgrrasa;** 

Witl  arick  and  braaa ; 

Jii'xoepit  H  that  I  &irly  own 

Is  oflen  01  Lbe  ctioicest  Portland  stonew 
I've  said  it  too,  that  ihiB  arti^t*a  faces 
Ne'er  paid  a  visit  to  the  graces : 

That  on  expression  ho  can  never  brag : 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  studying, 
But  in  it  never  could  surpass  a  pudding — 

No,  gentle  reader,  nor  a  pudding-bag. 

I  dare  not  say,  that  ^Ir.  West 

Can  not  sound  cntieism  impart: 
I  'm  told  the  man  with  technicals  Ls  blest, 

That  he  can  talk  a  deal  upon  the  art ; 
Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it — 
"  About  it,  goddess,  and  about  it" 

Thus,  then,  is  Mr.  West  deserving  praise — 

And  let  my  justice  the  feir  laud  afford  ; 
For,  lo  I  tliis  far-fam'd  artist  cuts  both  ways, 

Exactly  like  tlie  angel  Gabriel's  sword  ; 
The  beauties  of  the  art  his  converse  shows, 

His  canvas  almost  ey\y  thing  that's  bad  I 
Thus  at  th'  Academy,  we  nnist  suppose, 

A  man  more  usetVil  never  coaUl  be  had : 
Who  in  \niuseU,  a.  \\o^\,  ?,o  vci\\<i\i  oaxv  vV^-, 
Who  is  both  ptvcept  tim\  c^^^mv^^.  ^.oo\ 
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lARRT'S  ATTACK   UPON   SIR   JOSHUA   REYNOLDa 

When  Barry  dares  the  President  to  fly  on, 
Tis  like  a  mouse,  that^  work*d  into  a  rage, 
Daring  some  dreadful  war  to  wage, 

Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nemssan  lion. 

Or  like  a  louse,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  some  giant*s  skuU — 
Because  Gk)liath  scratch*d  him  as  he  fed. 
Employs  with  vehemence  his  angry  daws, 
And  gaping,  grinning,  formidable  jaws, 
To  carry  off  the  gianfi  head! 


ON   THE    DEATH    OF    MR.    HONE,    B.A. 

There 's  one  R  A.  more  dead  I  stiff  is  poor  Hone — 

His  works  be  with  him  under  the  same  stone : 

I  think  the  sacred  art  will  not  bemoan  'em ; 

But,  Muse  I — De  mortuis  nU  nini  honum — 

As  to  his  host,  a  travUr^  with  a  sneer, 

Said  of  his  dead  SmaU-hter, 

Qo,  then,  poor  Hone  I  and  join  a  numerous  train 

Sunk  in  Oblivion's  'wide  pacific  ocean ; 

And  may  its  whaMike  stomach  feel  no  motion 
To  cast  thee,  like  a  Jonah,  up  again. 


r  GEORGE  THE  THIRD'S  PATRONAGE  OF  BENJAMIN 
WEST. 

Thus  have  I  seen  a  child,  with  smiling  face, 
A  little  daisy  in  tlie  garden  place. 

And  strut  in  triumph  round  its  fav'rite  flowV ; 
Qfoe  on  the  leaves  with  infant  admiration, 
Thinking  the  flowV  the  finest  in  the  nation, 

Then  pay  a  visit  to  it  ev*ry  hour : 
Lugging  the  wat*ring-pot  about^ 

Which  John  the  ganrner  was  obU^*d  lo  fill; 
Ihe  child,  bo  ploasM,  would  pov\T  \Yvc  'W^Xiet  wvV^ 
To  show  its  marveloud  gard'nmg  !Sk5^\ 
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Then     inng  round,  nil  wild  for  praisaa  pantltig^ 
Tefl  1     he  woM  it  wm  its  own  swtret  pLmting; 
i.nd  boast  away^  too  Ijappy  elf, 
low  thftt  it  found  the  daif j  all  itself! 


ANOTHEB  ON  TUE   SAUB, 


Innmii 

?u — 

Thnfl 

ihen                     , 

W 

chick,                 ^ 

Bostu 

^\              ! 

Nowm 

ing  hard, 

Scrai 

hin  and  thick, 

Flutt'rii 

king  Ruch  a  noise  I 

Cackling  aiou. 

ties  of  joJBj 

As  if  this  chicjc,  to  wnicn  her  ogg  gave  birth^ 
Was  born  to  deal  prodigioxw  knocks; 
To  shine  tlic  BroutrhtOD  of  pRiite  cocks, 

And  kill  tlie  fuwla  of  all  the  earth ! 


EPITAPH    ON    PETER    S  T  A  G  G  S. 

Poor  Peter  Staggs,  now  re.sts  beneath  this  rail, 

Who  loved  his  joke,  his  pipe,  and  mug  of  ale  ; 

For  twenty  years  he  (hd  the  duties  well, 

Of  ostler,  boots,  and  waiter  at  the  "  Bell." 

But  Death  stepp'd  in,  and  order'd  Peter  Staggs 

To  feed  liis  worms,  and  leave  tlie  farmers'  nags. 

The  church  clock  struck  one — alas!  'twas  Peter's  knell, 

Who  sigh'd,  "  I  'm  coming — that 's  the  ostler's  bell  I" 


TRAY'S    EPITAPH. 

Here  rest  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 

Blest  with  more  sense  than  half  the  folks  I  know : 

Fond  of  his  case,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 

He  damn'd  no  sect,  but  calmly  gnaw'd  his  bone ; 

PcrformM  \V\s  fv\weVvo\v?>  \vvA\  m  vn  \n[  nnvV>5 — 

Blush,  Christlan^^  \V  you  caxv,  axiv\  ^o^^  TVaxj. 
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JS  A  STONE  THROWN  AT  A  VERY  GREAT   MAN,    BUT 
WHICH  MISSED  HIM. 

Talk  no  more  of  the  lucky  escape  of  the  head 

From  a  flint  so  unluckily  thrown — 
I  think  very  different^  with  thousands  indeed, 

'T  was  a  lucky  escape  for  the  stone. 


"bt  fitllowiog  ili»M,  on  Um  death  of  ImAj  Moant  E       *•  fkTorite  pig  Capid,  U 
rerfly  «zeeed«d  1»7  Dotbiog  In  the  anxiali  of  iinpertiiMiMe.— -P.  P.] 

A    CONSOLATORY    STANZA 

TO  LAOT  MOUNT  E ,  OV  THE  DEATH  OP  HBB  FIQ  CUPID. 

0  dry  that  tear,  so  round  and  big, 
Nor  wasto  in  sighs  your  precious  wind  I 

Death  only  takes  a  single  pig — 
Your  lord  and  son  are  still  behind. 


EPIGRAMS    BY    ROBERT    BURNS. 

THE    POET'S    CHOICE. 

I  MUBDEB  hate,  by  field  or  flood, 
Though  glory's  name  may  screen  us ; 

In  wars  at  hame  I  *11  spend  my  blood, 
Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 

The  deities  that  I  adore, 

Are  social  peace  and  plenty ; 
I  *m  better  pleased  to  make  one  more. 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 


ON     A    CELEBRATED     RULING    ELDER. 

Here  souter  Hood  in  death  does  sleep ; — 

To  h — 11,  if  he 's  gane  thither, 
8aUn,  gio  him  thy  gear  to  keep, 

He  Tl  haud  it  wed  thegvtber. 


6^2 
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OS   JOHN    DOVE 

Here  lies  Johnny  Pidgeou; 
What  was  hb  religion  ? 
Wha  e'er  desirtss  to  kcttj 
To  acme  other  warl* 
Mftua  follow  tbo  carl, 

For  h<*re  Johnny  Pidgpon  had 

Strong  alo  was  ablution^ — 
Small  betTj  pereecution, 

A  dnun  waa  tntfmento  mtfrt  ; 
But  a  full  ilowmg  howl 
Was  ihe  saving  ita  aoul^ 

And  port  was  celtjstial  glory* 


ON    ANDREW    TURNER. 

In  seventeen  hunder  an'  forty-nine, 
Satan  took  stuff  to  mak'  a  swine, 

And  cuist  it  in  a  comer ; 
But  wilily  he  chang'd  his  plan, 
And  shaped  it  something  like  a  man, 

And  ca'd  it  Andrew  Turner. 


ON   A   SCOTCH   COXCOMB. 

Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast^ 
His  chicken  heart  so  tender ; 

But  build  a  castle  on  his  head, 
His  skull  will  prop  it  under. 


ON    GRIZZEL    GRIM. 
Here  \\ca  vivth  death  auld  Grizzel  Grinv, 

To  \ie  -mOa.  Ka<3cL  ^\i \ 
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ON    A   WAG    IN    MAUCHLINE. 

Lament  him,  Mauchlinc  husbands  a*, 

He  aflen  did  assist  ye ; 
For  had  ye  stayed  whole  years  awa, 

Your  wives  they  ne*cr  had  missed  ye. 
Ye  Mauchline  baims,  as  on  ye  pass 

To  school  in  bands  thegither, 
0  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass — 

Perhaps  he  was  your  father. 


EPITAPH    ON    W . 

Stop,  thief  I  dame  Nature  cried  to  Death, 
As  Willie  drew  his  latest  breath ; 
You  have  my  choicest  model  ta'en ; 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again  ? 


ON    A   SUICIDE. 

£arth*d  up  hero  lies  an  imp  o*  heU, 
Planted  by  Satan's  dibble — 

Poor  silly  wretch,  he  *s  damn*d  himsel' 
To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


EPIGRAMS  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  LESSING. 
NIGER. 

"  Hi  *8  pone  at  lastr— old  Niger's  dead  I" 
Last  night  *t  was  said  throughout  the  city ; 

Each  qui<lnimc  gravely  sliook  his  head. 
And  half  the  town  cried,  **  What  a  pity  V 

The  news  proved  false — ^"t  wa»  tAV  ti  cW»X — 

The  morm'ng  came  the  fact  i\cii5m^\ 
And  aO  tlio  town  to-day  rexvcM. 
Whiit  half  the  town  last  xn^jkil  -w^a  crjS»^- 
24 
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A  KICH  POINT. 

Sfty  which  eiyoys  the  greater  blisBed^ 
Joho^  who  Doriiida>  picUrc  kisses^ 
Or  Tomj  hia  frienJ,  the  favor'd  el^ 
Who  kL«®es  fflir  Doriada'a  self? 
Faith,  'tia  not  e^ay  to  divine^ 
While  both  are  thus  with  fAptui'es  romtlng; 
To  which  rhe  balance  should  iodine, 
Since  Tom  knd  John  both  ki^  a  paintu^. 

THK   POINT   I>KCII>EI>. 

Nay,  sorely  John's  the  happier  of  the  tw^itij 
Bc*cau5c — the  picture  can  not  kiss  i^gain  1 


TRUE   NOBILITY. 

Youn;^  Stirp?  as  any  lord  is  proud, 
Vain,  haufrlity,  insolent,  and  loud, 
Games,  drinks,  and  in  the  full  career 
Of  vice,  may  vie  with  any  peer ; 
Seduces  daufrhters,  wives,  and  mothers, 
Spends  his  own  cash,  and  that  of  others, 
Pays  like  a  lord — that  is  to  say, 
lie  never  condescends  to  pay, 
But  bangs  his  creditor  in  requital — 
And  yet  this  blockhead  wants  a  title  1 


TO    A    LIAR. 

Lie  a^  long  as  you  will,  my  fine  fellow,  believe  me, 
Your  rhodomontading  will  never  deceive  me ; 
Though  you  took  me  in  then,  I  confess,  my  good  youth, 
When  moved  by  caprice  you  once  told  me  the  truth. 


MEND  AX. 

See  yonder  goes  old  Mendax,  telling  lies 
To  that  good  easy  mati  Vv\.\\  N<7V\o\A\\ie'?»  nv^j^vcv^^ 
How  know  I  that?  you  -ask,  VvOa  ^om^.  ^Mx^^v^y, 
Why,  don't  you  see,  my  CneM,  Oae  l.\W.xA>--^. 
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THE    BAD    WIPE. 


Sftvans  have  decided,  that  search  the  globe  round, 
One  only  bad  wife  in  the  world  can  be  found ; 
TIio  worst  of  it  is,  as  her  name  is  not  known, 
Not  a  husband  but  swears  that  bad  wife  is  his  own. 


THE   DEAD    MISER. 

/rom  the  grave  where  dead  Gripeall,  the  miser,  reposes, 
What  a  villainous  odor  invades  all  our  noses  I 
It  can*c  be  his  body  alone— in  the  hole 
They  have  certainly  buried  the  usurer's  90ul 


ON  FELL. 

While  Fell  was  reposing  himself  on  the  hay, 

A  reptile  concealM  bit  his  leg  as  he  lay ; 

But  all  venom  himself,  of  the  wound  he  made  light, 

And  got  well,  while  the  scorpion  died  of  the  bite. 


THE    BAD    ORATOR. 

So  vile  your  grimace,  and  so  croaking  your  speech, 
One  scarcely  can  tell  if  you  *re  laughing  or  crying ; 

Were  you  fix'd  on  one's  funeral  sermon  to  preach, 
The  bare  apprehension  would  keep  one  from  dying. 


THE   WISE    CHILD. 

How  plain  your  little  darling  says  "  Mamma," 
But  still  slie  calls  you  ''  Doctor,"  not  "  Papa." 
One  thing  is  clear :  your  conscientious  rib 
Has  not  yet  taught  the  pretty  dear  to  fib. 


SPECIMEN    OF   THE   LkCO^l^i. 

''Be  less  prolix,"  says  Gritt.     1  \iVc  ^Axvcft — 
''OnU,  you  're  an  wmV'     Ko^  Mt^Vj  ^^013^;%  Wi«««^ 
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zviQ^^^J^^rtc, 


OirPID  AND   MERCtniTj  OE  THE  BAEOAIH. 

Agrtod  to  Uvc!  ^  rrieiid  and  brother  ; 
In  proof,  hw  bow  and  stwils  Uio  one 

Cban^U  for  tba  well-&lL'd  purae  of  t'otJur. 

Afid  now,  the  trnn^i^r  dul^  iDAihr, 

Together  through  the  world  they  rove; 

ThG  thi^^ring  ^d  in  ftrma  array'tl, 
And  gold  the  panoplj  of  hire  J 


FRITZ. 

Quoth  pdliuit  Fritz,  "  I  ran  away 
To  fight  agivin  Jinotlier  daj." 
The  meaning  of  liis  i^peech  is  p^n, 
He  only  fled  to  fly  again. 


ON    DU  III  LIS. 

Tiial  Dorili.s  thus,  on  licr  lap  as  he  lies, 

Shoulfl  kiss  little  Pompey,  excites  no  surprise  ; 

But  till'  lapdog  whom  thus  she  keeps  fondhng  and  praising, 

Lieks  her  face  iu  return — that  I  own  is  amazing! 


TO    A   SLOW   WALKER    AND    QUICK    EATER. 

So  slowly  you  walk,  an-l  so  quickly  you  eat, 

You  should  mareh  with  your  mouth,  and  devour  with  3*our  feet^ 


ON    TWO    B  K  A  U  T  I  F  i;  L    O  N  1-:  -  K  Y  E  D    SISTERS. 

Give  u])  on(^  rye,  anrl  make  your  sister's  two, 
Venus  she  then  would  be,  and  Ciipid  you. 


THE   TER-CONTRA,   OR    MATRIMONIAL  BALANCE. 

How  slvuw^^e,  -A  vV-a't  \v\^v  Vo  v^^'^ctX 
Tnic,  but  she's  aX-o  0.vmA\>,  ^<>o«\  ^xv. 
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EPIGRAMS   S.T.COLERIDGE. 

AN    EXPECTORATION, 
Or  SpltMtic  Extempore,  on  mj  joyfU  departure  from  th«  dtj  of  OolofBe. 

Ab  I  am  rbjrmer, 
And  now,  at  least^  a  merry  one, 

Mr.  Mum's  Rudcaheimer, 
And  the  church  of  St  Geryon, 
Are  the  two  things  alone, 
That  deserve  to  be  known, 
In  the  body-and-soul-8tinking  town  of  Cologne. 

EXPECTORATION  THE  SECOND. 

In  Clon,  the  town  of  monks  and  bones, 

And  pavements  fanged  with  murderous  stones, 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  wenches, 

I  counted  two-and-seventy  stenches, 

All  well  defined  and  sejmrate  stinks  I 

Ye  nymphs  that  reign  o*er  sewers  and  sinks, 

The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known. 

Doth  wash  your  city  of  Cologne. 

But  tell  me,  nymphs,  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhine  ? 

TO    A    LADY, 

Offndad  bf  a  iportlTe  obeerratioD  Uiat  vomen  have  no  eoalik 

Nay,  dearest  Anna,  why  so  grave  ? 
I  said  you  had  no  soul,  'tis  true. 
For  what  you  are  you  can  not  have  ; 
'Tis  /  that  have  one  since  I  first  had  you. 

AVARO. 

[stolen   ntOM   LESSIXG.] 

There  comes  from  old  X\Tikto'%  ^cv«^ 
A  deadly  stench^  w\iy  sor^  >^^  ^asi% 
XauDured  his  totU  ^Umi  VuA  ^5cv«^ 


It*  - 

The  rose  that  Di 

,.e  rose  there  gro^**^*^ 

Tb^t^'^^^^^remorselesscorn, 
^d  BO  dost  thou,  re 

OnMgetoastoe. 

Dear  sir,  >tc^^^,le, 
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TO  MR.  ALEXANDRE,  THE  VENTRILOQUIST. 

8IB  WALTER  800TT. 

Op  jore,  in  Old  England,  it  was  not  thought  good, 

To  carry  two  visages  under  one  hood  : 

What  should  folks  say  to  youf  who  have  faces  so  plenty, 

That  from  under  one  hood  you  last  night  showed  us  twenty  I 

Stand  forth,  arch  deceiver,  and  tell  us  in  truth, 

Are  you  himdsome  or  ugly,  in  age  or  in  youth  ? 

Man,  woman  or  child — a  dog  or  a  mouse? 

Or  are  you,  at  once,  each  hve  thing  in  the  house  ? 

Each  live  thing  did  I  ask  ?— each  dead  implement  too, 

A  workshop  in  your  person — saw,  chisel,  and  screw  t 

Above  all,  are  you  one  individujil  ? — ^I  know 

You  must  be,  at  least^  Alexandre  and  Co. 

But  I  think  you  're  a  troop,  an  assemblage,  a  mob. 

And  that  I,  as  the  sheri£f,  should  take  up  the  job : 

And,  instead  of  rehearsing  your  wonders  in  verse, 

Must  read  you  the  riot-act^  and  bid  you  disperse  I 


THE   SWALLOWS. 

K.    BRIN8LET  8HKRIDAK. 
TIm  Prlnea  of  Wales  eune  Into  Brooke*!  one  daj,  and  eomplaliMd  of  ooU,  bi 
after  drlnklnf  three  gliaiHi  of  brandy  and  water,  aald  he  felt  eomfbrtable. 


Ths  prince  came  in  and  said  *t  was  cold. 
Then  put  to  his  head  the  rummer. 

Till  iwallaw  after  noaHow  came, 
When  he  pronounced  it  summer. 


FRENCH   AND   ENGLISH. 

Thx  French  have  taste  in  all  they  do, 
Which  we  are  qvutA  w\\ho*OL\.\ 

For  Nature,  that  to  them  ^^«  90^ 
To  us  gate  only  gowiU 


1PIGRAM9    BY    TBOMAS    MOOBK. 

TO    aiK   HUDSON    tOTTK, 

Sib  Hudson  Lowt^  Sir  Iliidraa  L»w 
(By  DitTtit?,  &Q'l  tth  r  hy  oftture  eo), 
As  thou  iul  foDiS  '**"  *  nKCttUoaa, 

Ho*-  ktn^trf, 

A  ^  liHipaiijvn*. 

Ttw»7  tlet  e  little  mfiti  diJ — 

Aii4  tuvi  led 

Upon  t  protuberance^ 

Thpy  did  y  eoul, 

It  must  bavL'  b^n  cjctremeiy  droU 

To  see  thoir  pigmy  pn  Je's  exuberance  I 

An<l  liow  tlie  doiiirlity  niannikins 
AiuuscmI  thrni<('lvt's  with  sticking  pins 

And  ni'ctllt's  in  i\\o  r,T<\it  man's  breeclios; 
And  how  s(>m.>  i-cry  little  tiling. 
That  ]»assM  tor  L():«ls,  on  scafiblding'S 

(rot  np  and  worried  him  with  speeches. 

Alas!  alas!  that  it  .should  happen 

To  mighty  men  to  he  caught  napping  I —  ^ 

Though  dillerent,  too,  these  persecutions  ; 
For  Gulliver,  there,  took  the  nap, 
While,  here,  the  Nap,  oh  sad  mishap, 

Is  taken  by  the  Lilliputians  1 


D  I  A  L  0  C;  U  E 

BETWEEN    A    CATHOLIC    DELrCVTE    AND    HIS    ROVAL    HIGHNESS    THE 
Dl'KE    OF    CLMBEULAND. 

Said  his  Ilighness  Uy  Xi: d.  with  that  grim  Hice  of  his, 
^^  Why  refuse  us  th.^  Veto,  (k-ar  Catholic  Neddy  ?"— 

*' Because,  sir,"  said  Ned,  looking  full  in  his  phiz, 

''You're  forhiddiag  enough,  in  all  conscience,  already  I" 
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TO   MISS 


With  woman's  form  and  woman's  tricks 
So  much  of  man  you  seem  to  mix, 

One  knows  not  where  to  take  you ; 
I  pray  you,  if  'tis  not  too  far, 
Gro,  ask  of  Nature  which  you  are, 

Or  what  she  meant  to  make  you. 

Yet  stay — ^you  need  not  take  the  pains — 
With  neither  beauty,  youth,  nor  brains, 

For  man  or  maid's  desiring : 
Pert  as  female,  fool  as  male. 
As  boy  too  green,  as  girl  too  stale — 

The  thing 's  not  worth  inquiring  I 


TO 


Die  when  you  will,  you  need  not  wear 
At  heaven's  court  a  form  more  fair 

Than  Beauty  here  on  earth  has  given ; 
Keep  but  the  lovely  looks  we  see — 
The  voice  we  hear  and  you  will  be 

An  angel  ready-made  for  heaven  I 


UPON  BEING  OBLIGED  TO  LEAVE  A  PLEASANT  PARTY, 

FROM  THE  WANT  OF  A  PAIR  OP  BREECHES  TO  DRESS  FOR  DINNER  IN. 

Between  Adam  and  me  the  great  difference  is, 
Though  a  paradise  each  has  been  forced  to  resign, 

That  he  never  wore  breeches  till  tum'd  out  of  his. 

While,  for  want  of  my  breeches,  I  'm  banish'd  from  mine. 

WHAT'S    MY    THOUGUT    LIKE? 

QttesL — Wliy  is  a  Pump  like  Viscount  Castlerraoh  ? 

Antw. — Because  it  w  a  slender  tiling  of  wood, 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  arm  doth  sway, 
And  coolly  q)out,  and  spout,  and  spout  away^ 

In  one  weak,  waabj,  ereiUsting  fkxA\ 
24* 


Of  till  the  tnt*i3  ono  mf^rts  ft^out^ 

Tbiirc's  none  like  Jack — bta  '3  ^rrcrywUrro : 
At  church — park — auction — dituier — rout — 

Go  when  and  wherie  you  wilt,  he  *8  thcrew 
Try  Uic  West  End,  he  *5  wt  your  back — 

Meets  j-oa,  like  Eurua^  in  the  East — 
You're  oall'd  upon  Ibr  '*  How  do,  JadcT 

One  hundred  times  tt-daj,  al  J 
A  friend  of  his  one  evcmng  said, 

A3  homo  he  took  hi^  peoisivie  way, 
*'  Upon  my  soul,  1  fear  Jack*3  dead — 

I  've  seen  him  but  tliree  times  tcMlny  I'' 


A    JOKE    VERSIFIED. 

*'  Come,  come,"  said  Tom's  fiither,  "  at  your  time  of  life, 
There  's  no  longer  excuse  for  thus  playing  the  rake — 

It  is  time  you  sliould  think,  boy,  of  taking  a  wife." — 
''  Why,  so  it  is,  father — whose  wife  shall  I  take?'' 


THE    SURPRISE. 

Chloris,  I  swear,  by  all  I  ever  swore, 

That  from  this  hour  I  shall  not  love  thee  more. — 
"  What !  love  no  more  ?  Oh  !  why  this  alt^M-M  vow  ?" 
Because  I  can  not  love  tliec  m^yre — than  7iow  / 


ON 


Like  a  snuffers,  this  loving  old  dame, 
By  a  destiny  giievous  enough. 

Though  so  oft  she  has  snapp'd  at  the  flame, 
Hath  never  more  than  the  snuff. 


ON     A    SQUINTING     POETESS. 

To  no  one  Masc  does  ^W  Xao.^  ^^v-^e^  ^croScaft^ 
But  has  an  eye,  at  otvc^Ao  aU  tM  mne\ 


XPIGBAHMATIC.  663 


ON    A    TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lament)  Ument^  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 
Put  mourmng  round  thy  page,  Debrett^ 

For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  preferred 
A  Viscount  to  a  Marquis  yet 

Beside  his  place  the  God  of  Wit^ 

Before  him  Beauty's  rosiest  girls, 
ApoUo  for  a  star  he  'd  quit, 

And  Love's  own  sister  for  an  EarFs. 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  afford. 
He  took,  of  course,  to  peers'  relations ; 

And,  rather  than  not  sport  a  lord. 
Put  up  with  even  the  last  creations. 

Even  Lish  names,  could  he  but  tag 'em 
With  "  Lord"  and  "  Duke,"  were  sweet  to  call, 

And,  at  a  pinch,  Lord  Ballyraggum 
Was  better  than  no  Lord  at  alL 

Heaven  grant  him  pow  some  noble  nook. 

For,  rest  his  soul,  he  'd  rather  be 
Oenteelly  damn'd  beside  a  Duke, 

Than  saved  in  vulgar  company. 


THE   KISS. 

Oive  me,  my  love,  that  billing  kiss 

I  taught  you  one  delicious  night. 
When,  turning  epicures  in  bliss, 

We  tried  inventions  of  delight 

Gome,  gently  steal  my  lips  along. 
And  let  your  lips  in  murmurs  move — 

Ah,  no  I — again — that  kiss  was  wrongs- 
How  can  you  be  so  dull,  my  love  ? 

''Cease,  cease  I"  the  blushing  girl  replied— 
And  in  her  milky  arms  slu^  cau^lit  in.^ — 

"How  can  you  thus  yout  pxixfA  dsSAfc\ 
You  know  H  toot  in  iK«  dork  -jwiVwa^TDfeT 


EPITAPH  ON  A  VELL-KXOWN  POKT^^XtOBRBT 

somrET.^ 

Bentaith  ihcse  poppi»is  buried  de*p, 

Tlie  bones  of  Bob  Hip  batvl  He  hid  ; 
Fea4>o  to  hta  manes ;  and  miiy  Le  sleep 

As  figuodlj  as  hia  readers  did  I 

Through  every  Bort  of  verse  mcandenDg, 

Bob  went  without  &  hit^b  or  fall, 
Throtigb  Epic,  Sftpplnc,  Alexandiiae, 

To  verso  thJit  waa  no  Toree  at  all ; 

Till  fiction  having  done  enoagh, 

To  EDoke  a  bard  at  least  absurd, 
And  give  his  reaJor^  qtianUim  j-ujf., 

He  took  to  praising  George  the  Third : 

And  now,  in  virtue  of  his  cro\vn, 

Dooms  us.  ])()or  whiu'^,  at  once  to  slaughter; 
Like  Donellaii  of  bad  renown, 

Poisoninp:  us  all  with  laurel-water. 

And  jet  at  times  some  awkward  qualms  he 

Felt  about  leaving!:  honor's  track; 
And  th()U«rh  he's  irot  a  butt  of  ^fahnsey, 

It  may  not  save  liim  from  a  sack. 

Death,  weary  of  so  dull  a  writer, 

Put  to  his  works  [ifnis  thus. 
Oh  !  may  the  earth  on  him  he  hghter 

Than  (hd  his  quartos  upon  us ! 


iVRTTTEN    IX  A  YOUXG    LADY'S    COMMON-PLACE    BOOK, 

Called  the  "  Book  of  Follies." 

This  journal  of  fully  's  an  emblem  of  me ; 
But  what  book  shall  we  find  emblematic  of  thee? 
Oil!  shall  we  not  say  thou  art  Lores  Duodecimo  f 
None  can  l)e  })rettiej-,  few  can  be  less,  you  know. 
Such  a  volume  \u  sheets  wevci  a.  NoVwvwoi  «o^  viN^axvcss,^ 
Or  if  hound,  it  should  ovAy  V>e  boiAud  iu  out  arr^a  \ 
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THE  RABBINICAL  ORIGIN   OP  WOMEN. 

They  tell  us  that  Woman  was  made  of  a  rib 
Just  pick'd  from  a  comer  so  snug  in  the  side ; 

But  the  Rabbins  swear  to  you  that  this  is  a  fib, 
And  't  was  not  so  at  all  that  the  sex  was  supplied. 

For  old  Adam  was  fashioned,  the  first  of  his  kind, 
With  a  tail  like  a  monkey,  full  a  yard  and  a  span; 

And  when  Nature  cut  off  this  appendage  behind, 
Why — then  woman  was  made  of  the  tail  of  the  man. 

If  sach  is  the  tie  between  women  and  men, 

The  ninny  who  weds  is  a  pitiful  elf; 
For  he  takes  to  his  tail,  like  an  idiot,  again, 

And  makes  a  most  danmable  ape  of  himself! 

Yet,  if  we  may  judge  as  the  fashions  prevail, 
Every  husband  remembers  the  original  plan. 

And,  knowing  his  wife  is  no  more  than  his  tail, 
Why — he  leaves  her  behind  him  as  much  as  he  can. 


ANACREONTIQUE. 

Press  the  grape,  and  let  it  pour 
Around  the  board  its  purple  sliower ; 
And  while  the  drops  my  goblet  steep, 
I  *I1  think — ^in  icoe  the  clusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine ! 
Heaven  grant  no  tears  but  tears  of  wine. 
Weep  on ;  and,  as  thy  sorrows  flow, 
1 11  taste  the  luxury  of  tcoef 


SPECULATION. 

Of  an  speculations  the  market  holds  forth, 
The  best  that  I  know  for  a  lover  of  pelf, 

la  to  bay up  at  the  price  be  \a  ^ot\2ti^ 

Aad  then  sell  him  at  that  wVuidh  Y^  «&ta  ocLXASsai^ 


£PI<>nAX]l(ATlC, 


OK   BUTLER'S    MONUMENT. 

Wim^  Butltr^  nt.'odj'  wretch^  waa  yet  nliTe, 

No  g^aierous  )Mxlsou  would  a  dijiner  give. 

See  him,  when  starved  to  deatij  and  lyrnM  to  dust^ 

Preacnted  witb  a  monumenLat  lu?L 

The  poe  t's  ikte  is  ]  lere  in  emblem  sbown — 

Ho  aak'd  far  6rc(wi,  and  he  receive  a  «ton«. 


ON   THE  DISAPPOrNTMEXT  OF   THE   WHIG  ASSO- 
CIATES OP   THE   PRINCE   REGENT,  AT  NOT 
OBTAININa  OFFICE. 

OHABLIS  LAMB. 

Ye  politicians,  tell  mc,  pray, 

Why  thus  with  woe  and  care  rent  ? 
This  is  the  woret  that  you  can  say, 
Some  wind  has  blown  the  wig  away. 
And  left  the  Hair  Apparent. 


TO    PROFESSOR    AIREY, 

On  his  mnrrj-ing  a  beautiful  woman. 

SIDNEY   SMITH. 

AiREY  alone  has  ^'aincd  that  double  prize, 
Which  forc(.'d  musicians  to  divide  the  crown ; 

His  works  have  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies, 
His  marria;:rc-vows  have  drawn  a  mortal  down. 


^ 


ON    LORD    DUDLEY    AND     WARD. 

SXMUEL   ROGERS. 

*'  They  say  ^Va^d  \\aa  wo  \iVi^vV,\>\^\.\  ^«u^  \^\ 
He  has  a  heart— aiid  ge\a\^  ^>^vieci\v^\i^  VC^ 
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EPIGRAMS    OF    LORD    BYRON. 
TO   THE    AUTHOR    OF  A    SONNET    BEGINNINO 

M  »  fAD  U  MT  rtmU^*  TOU  SAT,  *  AKD  TST  KO  TBAl.*  ** 

Tht  Terse  is  "sad"  enough,  no  doubt^ 
A  devilish  deal  more  sad  than  witty  I 

Why  should  we  weep,  I  can't  find  out. 
Unless  for  thee  we  weep  in  pity. 

Tet  there  is  one  I  pity  more, 
And  much,  alas  I  I  think  he  needs  it — 

For  he,  I  *m  sure,  will  suffer  sore. 
Who,  to  his  own  misfortune,  reads  it 

The  rhymes,  without  the  sdd  of  magic. 
May  once  be  read — but  never  after ; 

Yet  their  effect 's  by  no  means  tragic, 
Although  by  £iir  too  dull  for  lau^^ter. 

But  would  you  make  our  bosoms  bleed. 
And  of  no  common  pang  complain  ? 

If  you  would  make  us  weep  indeed, 
Tell  us  you  11  read  them  o'er  again. 


WINDSOR    POETICS. 

Ob  Am  Priaee  Regent  being  eeen  eUndlng  betvoen  the  ooAneof  Henry  VIIL  i 
Cluriee  L,  in  the  rojal  Tttnlt  at  Windsor. 

Famed  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties, 
By  headless  Charles  see  heartless  Henry  lies ; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptered  tiling — 
It  moves,  it  reigns — ^in  all  but  name,  a  king ; 
Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife, 
— ^In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life ; 
Jostice  and  death  have  mixed  their  dust  in  vain, 
Each  royal  vampyre  wakes  lo  \i£«  ^<^^ 
Abl  whAt  can  tombs  avail, «^i\c»  >}cie9f^  ^^a^gsc^ 
The  blood  and  dost  of  both  \a  mcjiii  i^QE^flv^^ 
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ON   JL  CABBlfitt  WHO  BTED   OF   DftimKBNI^TSa 

John  Adama  lica  h(,TC^  ol'thc  parish  of  Bouthwdi^ 
'    ^wriw  wbo  oinricxi  hb  cim  to  hia  loouth  w^U; 

carried  w>  mucli,  and  ho  c^jried  eo  fir^i; 
^^  could  cury  oo  more — ao  Wfta  corri^Mi  at  last; 
For  the  liquor  ho  rtnmk,  b**iiig  too  tuucb  for  oiw^ 
Hq  oould  not  CMTV  oflt        '    *i  now  <:ninion. 


EPIGf 


ARHAM- 


ON  THE  WINDOW 


>LLEGE  RElLLEmr^ 


L^^toF  DitefpulUM  Efurftns. 

PiEOFESson^,  in  jour  j»lm  ttierc  5Ct[iia 

A  ponuftliinjL^  nut  qnllt^  right; 
'Tts  qiu  er  to  dien:^li  kaming  s  beams 

By  shutting  out  the  light. 

While  thus  we  see  your  windows  block'd, 

It'  nobody  complains ; 
Yet  everybody  nmst  be  shock'd, 

To  see  you  don't  take  pains. 

And  tell  me  why  should  bodily 

Succumb  to  menUd  meat  ? 
Or  why  should  jyra,  fSrjra,  tti^ 

Be  all  the  pie  we  eat  ? 

No  heJluo  Ubrorum  T, 

No  literary  glutton, 
Would  veal  witli  Virgil  like  to  try, 

With  nietu|)hysics,  mutton. 

Leave  us  no  longer  in  the  lurch. 

With  llouvAWs,  Grv-iicV.^,  v\.\\v\  Wvw^oo^*. 

But  ^ve  us  beet  msteivX  o^  bxtcX:^ 
And  hoard  us— tiox.  youT  vimdovj^. 
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NEW-MADE    HONOR. 
[imitated  from  martial.] 

A  friend  I  met,  some  half  hour  since — 

"  Ooodrmorrow  Jack  /*'  quoth  I  ; 
The  new-made  Kniglit,  hke  any  Prince, 

Frown'd,  nodded,  and  pass'd  by  ; 
When  up  came  Jem — "jSir  John^  your  slave  /*' 

*'  Ah,  James ;  we  dine  at  eight — 
Foil  not— (lo^  bows  the  supple  knave) 

Don*t  make  mj  lady  wait" 
The  king  can  do  no  wrong  ?    As  I  *m  a  sinner, 
He  *8  spoilt  an  honest  tradesman  and  my  dinner. 

EIIEU    FUGACES. 

What  Horace  says  is, 

Hheu/uffaceM 

Annilabunter^  Posiume,  Poatume! 

Years  glide  away,  and  are  lost  to  mo,  lost  to  me  I 

NoWy  when  the  folks  in  the  dance  sport  tlieir  merry  toes, 

Taglionia,  and  Ellslers,  Duvemays  and  Ceritos, 

Sighing,  I  murmur,  "0  mihi  pnxteritos  /'* 


ANONYMOUS    EPIGRAMS. 

ON  A  PALE  LADY  WITH  A  RED-NOSED  HUSBAND. 

Whence  comes  it  tliat^  in  Clara's  face. 

The  hly  only  has  its  place  ? 

Is  it  because  the  ab^nt  rose 

Has  gone  to  paint  her  husband's  nose  7 

UPON    POPE'S   TRANSLATION    OF    HOMER. 

So  much,  (lt»ar  Pope,  thy  English  Homer  charms, 
As  pity  melts  us,  or  as  pasaion  waxroiK, 
ThAt  after  ages  will  wiUi  woudoT  ac<i\c. 
Who  't  was  tnuiaUtcd  Homer  \dU>  Qt^s^ 
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RECIPE    FOR   A    MODEBX   B0N3TBT* 

T;vo  florapa  of  foundatioOf  aoaw  ErtgmcnUi  oTlaoe^ 
A  jsbowor  of  Frvuch  TOftMmds  to  dH>op  o'er  U»  bw; 
Fine  ribbooa  and  featheraj  iritli  CTspe  xnt]  tllu^ons, 
Th«[i  mix  a.ud  ef'^rang^  them  in  gmceful  canntsioa ; 
Invdgie  florae  fairy ^  out  rooming  Tot  plenaujt?, 
And  beg  the  slight  favor  of  taking  lier  tnjeaaure, 
Thp  length  and  tLe  breadtli  of  ber  dear  little  ptta^ 
And  tiftst^a  &  mint&ture  frame  to  crtrato ; 
Then  pour,  as  above,  the  brigbt  mixture  upon  it^ 
Audio!  yon  p039e3P''suchaIov«ofabo&n«tr 


I 


MT   WIPE    AND    r. 

As  my  wife  and  I,  at  the  window  one  day, 

Stood  watching  a  man  witli  a  monkey, 
A  cart  came  by,  with  a  "  brotJi  of  a  boy," 

Who  was  driving  a  stout  httle  donkey. 
To  my  wife  I  then  spoke,  by  way  of  a  joke, 

"  There  's  a  relation  of  yours  in  that  carriage." 
To  which  she  rephed,  as  the  donkey  she  spied, 

"  All,  yes,  a  relation — by  marriage  /'' 


ON    TWO    GENTLEMEN, 

One  of  whom,  O'Coniicll,  delayed  a  duel  on  the  plea  of  his  wife's  lllnets; 
other  declined  on  account  of  the  illness  of  his  daughter. 

Some  men,  with  a  hon'or  of  slaughter, 
Improve  on  the  Scripture  command, 
And  honor  their  wife  and  their  daughter, 
That  their  days  may  be  long  in  the  land. 


WELLINGTON'S   NOSE. 

''  Pray,  why  does  tlie  great  Captain's  nose 
ResemVA^  Xv_'\vvvieT'  T)wucow^i  c\:\<i'9u 

"  Why  "  quol\\  ^a.u\  "^o^c^v^, ''  ^  ^vw^s^^^ . 
Because  itliaa  ^bT\v\^^  o^  ivi^  <<^^^^aV 
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THE    SMOKER. 

All  dainty  meats  I  do  defy 

Which  feed  men  fat  as  swine, 
He  is  a  frugal  man  indeed 

That  on  a  leaf  can  dine  I 
He  needs  no  napkin  for  his  hands^ 

His  finger's  ends  to  wipe, 
That  keeps  his  kitchen  in  a  box, 

And  roast  meat  in  his  pipe  I 


AN    ESSAY    ON    THE   UNDERSTANDING. 

''  Harry,  I  can  not  think,"  says  Dick, 
"  What  makes  my  anJdea  grow  so  thick :" 
"  You  do  not  recollect,"  says  Harry, 
"  How  great  a  ccUf  they  have  to  carry." 


TO   A  LIVING   AUTHOR. 

Your  comedy  I  *ve  read,  my  friend, 
And  like  Uie  half  you  pilfer'd  best; 

But  sure  the  piece  you  yet  may  mend : 
Take  courage,  man !  and  steal  the  rest 


EPIGRAMS    BY    THOMAS    HOOD. 
ON    THE    ART-UNIONS. 

Tqat  picture-raffles  will  conduce  to  nourish 
Design,  or  cause  good  coloring  to  flourish, 
Admits  of  logic-cliopping  and  wise  sawing. 
But  surely  lotteries  encourage  drawing. 

THE    SUPERIORITY    OP    MAGHINBBT. 

A  mechanic  his  lal)or  will  oflon  discard 

If  the  rate  of  his  pay  he  disWkea*. 
But  a  clock — and  its  com  la  vkncommoiX^  \ax^: — 
WzO  continue  to  woik  tho\i|^\t  attikfla. 
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EPIGRAMS    DY    W.    SAVAGE    LANBO 

ON   OBSERVING   ATULGAJt  NAHB   OK   THE  PLDOTJ 
OF   AN   ANCIENT   STATUE, 


BARbi-RiAHS  must  we  qIwa ja  be  ? 

Wild  liuat£A  JTi  '-^-^uit  of  fkme  ? 

'*'  sre  stone  or  tree 

igooble  muiie. 
O  n  dome 

1  K  over  tliee  I 

ApCft  ''or  Rome, 

Ai 
Let}  idinbtofi 

Ab  ^  not  yoiL 


LTING    TX    STATE. 

Now  from  tbu  diatubL^r  nH  are  gono 
AVlio  gazi^d  aad  wept  o'er  WeUJagUm  i 

Derby  and  DLs  do  all  Ihey  can 
To  emulate  so  great  a  man : 
It*  neither  can  be  quite  so  great, 
Resolved  is  each  to  lie  in  state. 


EPIGRAMS     FROM     PUNCH. 

THK    CAUSE. 

LiSETTE  has  lost  her  wanton  wiles — 
What  secret  care  consumes  her  youth, 

And  circumscribes  her  smiles? — 
A  sjKcIc  on  a  front  tooth  ? 


IRISH     PARTICULAR. 

Shiel's  oratory  's  like  bottled  Dublin  stout — 
For,  draw  tUe  covk,  wwd  owW  ^vc^l\\  c!.cs\xi<ia  out. 
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>NE    GOOD    TURN    DESERVES    ANOTHER. 

A  poor  man  went  to  bang  himself 

But  treasure  chanced  to  find : 
He  pocketed  the  miser's  pelf 

And  left  the  rope  behind. 

His  money  gone,  the  miser  bung 

Himself  in  sheer  despair : 
Thus  each  the  other*s  wants  supplied, 

And  that  was  surely  fair. 


STICKY. 

I  *m  going  to  seal  a  letter,  Dick, 
Some  tvax  pray  give  to  me. 

I  have  not  got  a  nngle  stick. 
Or  whacks  I  *d  give  to  thee. 


THE    POET    FOILED. 

To  win  the  nuud  the  poet  tries, 
And  sometimes  writos  to  Julia  s  eyes ; — 
She  likes  a  tw« — ^but^  cruel  whim. 
She  still  appears  a-verse  to  him. 


BLACK    AND    WHITE. 

The  Tories  vow  the  Whigs  are  black  as  nighty 
And  boast  that  they  are  only  blessed  with  light. 
Peel's  politics  to  both  sides  so  incline, 
His  may  be  called  the  equinoctial  Kne, 


INQUEST— NOT    EXTRAORDINARY. 

Great  Bulwer's  works  fell  on  Miss  Basbleu*s  head, 
And,  in  a  moment,  lo  I  the  maid  was  dead  I 
A  jury  sat,  and  found  the  verdict  plain — 
She  died  of  mi/Is  and  wakr  on  iKt  brain. 
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DOHESTIO    BCONOMY: 

S«id  fiti^gina  to  has.  wifc^  our  day, 
^  We  Ve  QnthiDg  l«ft  to  nat; 

ir  thingg  go  oa  iti  thla  qnaer  wij^ 
Wa  ebftn't  Drake  both  md»  i 


The  (Ume  iwJ**^  ^'       tia  diMreet, 


ON    SKE 


5CUTI0N. 


One  mora,  two  i  -.     S'ewgate  drop^ 

To  see  a  culprit  mrottievi,  unjincoti  to  aLop: 
"Alas I"  cried  one,  as  round  in  air  he  spun, 
"  That  taJ3Crahli^  wrcr^h'st  race  in  run.'' 
"True/'  sjiuJ  the  atlier,  airily,  "  to  hb  tMsif 
Tlu>  viiiii^  U  run — but,  hy  k  tuvk  Ws.  XuaC* 


A     VOICE,    AND    NOTHING     ELSE. 

"  I  wonder  if  Brougham  thinks  as  much  as  he  talks," 

Said  a  punsk-r,  ])t'rusing  a  trial : 
"  I  vow,  since  his  lordsliip  was  made  Baron  Vaux, 

He  's  been  Tv/'^r  ct  prcelerea  niJiilP' 


THE    A^IENDE     HONORABLE. 

Quoth  Will,  ''  On  that  young  servant-maid 

My  heart  its  hfe-string  stakes." 
"  Quite  safe !"  cries  Dick,  "  don't  be  afraid — 

She  pays  for  iill  she  breaks." 


THE    CZAR. 

Czar  Nicholas  is  so  devout,  they  say, 
His  majesty  doe^  iioU\\\\^  vi\afe  iU^ay  ^rey. 
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BAS    BLKU. 


Ma*ainf)clle  Bos  Bleu,  erudite  virgin, 
With  learned  zeal  is  ever  urging 

The  love  and  reverence  due 
From  modem  men  to  things  antique, 
Egyptian,  British,  Roman,  Ghreek, 

Belie  of  Gktul  or  Jew. 

No  wonder  that^  Ma^amselle,  the  love 
Due  to  antiquity  to  prove 

And  urge  is  ever  prone ; 
She  knows  where'er  there  cease  to  be 
Admirers  of  Antiquity, 

She  needs  must  lose  her  own  I 


TO    A    RICU    YOUNG    WIDOW. 

I  will  not  ask  if  thou  canst  touch 

The  tuneful  ivory  key  ? 
Those  silent  notes  of  thine  are  such 

As  quite  suffice  for  me. 

1 11  make  no  question  if  thy  skill 

The  pencil  comprehends. 
Enough  for  me,  love,  if  thou  still 

Canst  draw  thy  dividends  I 


THE    RAILWAY    OF    LIFE. 

Short  was  the  passage  through  this  cartlily  vale, 
By  turnpike  roads  when  mortals  used  to  wend ; 

But  now  we  travel  by  the  way  of  rail, 
As  soon  again  we  reach  the  journey  s  end. 


A   CONJUGAL   CONUNDRUM. 

Which  is  of  greater  value,  prytluH?^  auiy. 

The  Bride  ar  Bridegroom? — must  the  truth  be  told? 
Alas,  it  mast !     The  Bride  is  given  away — 

The  Bndegroom*8  often  regularly  ao^ 


5^ft 


jcriG&AMic  ATic, 


NUUBEHS    ALTBEED, 

The  lounf^  mvai  ofl,  «3  he  yrtdks  thiough  the  st^ce^ 
Be  Htruck  with  the  giMe  of  some  girl  Ui*i  Lc  aie«et£; 
So  graceful  behind  m  dress — riiiglets — all  thai — 
But  one  ^nx^  at  the  front — what  &  horrUl  cdd  cat) 
Yoti  then  think  of  the  notion  jou  've  seen  on  &  door, 
Which  iafonps  you,  of  '^70  kte  24." 


GRAMMAR    FOR   THE    COURT    OP    RERLIK. 

Bis  majeaty  you  ahould  not  say  of  JVfl^ 
That  king  ta  neater ;  to  for  Bis,  us^  -/Iju 


THE    EMPTY    BOTTLE. 

WILLIAM    AYT0U2J. 

An,  liberty  !  how  like  tliou  art 

To  this  large  bottle  lying  here, 
Which  3'esterday  from  foreign  mart, 

Came  filled  with  potent  English  beer  I 

A  touch  of  steel — a  hand — a  gush — 
A  pop  tliat  sounded  far  and  near — 

A  wild  emotion — liquid  rush — 

And  I  had  drunk  tliat  English  beer ! 

And  what  remains  ? — An  empty  shell ! 

A  lifeless  form  both  sad  and  queer, 
A  temple  where  no  god  doth  dwell — 

The  simple  memory  of  beer ! 


THE    DEATH     OF     DOCTOR    MORRISON. 

bextley's  miscell,\ny. 
WuAT  's  the  news  ? — ^V'hy,  they  say  Death  has  filled  Dr.  Morri- 
son, 
^'he  Pill-raaker?    Yes,    T\\exiI>^a.'OcivfSJ^\>^^«tT^  ^»wq.. 
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EPIGRAMS    BY    JOHN    G.    SAXE. 

ON   A   RECENT    CLASSIC    CONTROVERSY. 

Nat,  marvel  not  to  see  these  scholars  fight, 

In  brave  disdain  of  certain  scath  and  scar ; 
Tis  but  the  genuine,  old,  Hellenic  spite, — 

"  When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of  war  I" 

ANOTHER. 

Quoth  David  to  Daniel — ''  Why  is  it  these  scholars 

Abuse  one  another  whenever  they  speak  ?" 
Quoth  Daniel  to  David — it  nat'rallj  foUers 

Folks  come  to  hard  words  if  they  meddle  with  Greek  !** 

ON    AN    ILL-READ    LAWYER. 

An  idle  attorney  besought  a  brother 

For  "  something  to  read — some  novel  or  other, 

That  was  really  fresh  and  new." 
"  Take  Chitty  !'*  replied  his  legal  friend, 
**  There  is  n't  a  book  that  I  could  lend 

Would  prove  more  *  novel*  to  you !" 

ON  AN  UGLY  PERSON  SITTING  FOR  A  DAGUERREOTYPE. 

Here  Nature  in  her  glass — ^the  wanton  elf — 
Sits  gravely  making  faces  at  herself; 
And  while  she  scans  each  clumpy  feature  o*er, 
Repeats  tlie  blunders  that  she  made  before  I 

WOMAN'S   WILL. 

Men  dying  make  their  wills — ^but  wives 

Escape  a  work  so  sad ; 
Why  should  they  make  what  ail  their  lives 

The  gentle  dames  ha^e  hid^ 
25 


FAMILY 


**But  hating/'  qiioiii  Jobn^  '■  is  imjnor&l^ 
B^dePj  my  dear  f^rl,  it  a  a  terrible  Cittt 
To  b«  found  in  a  famiJy  quarrel  I" 


A   REVOLUTIOKART    HERO. 


Old  Joe  is  gone,  w 

His  .-^ow  fttliUery  i 

A  tak  whic^li  groifl 

As  rvi-ry  time  be 

To  tbe  main  fight 

The  ^►rijjrinal  scene  l 

Then  Joe  hud  heard 

Beaf  on  aXo^a  dmm 

And,  ore  dcolh  came  l, 

Himsi:  li*  had  firedj  and  aceu  a  rea-coiL  drop  \ 

Had  Joe  lived  long  enough,  that  aorambling  fight 

H;i(l  .:i^rji!:Ln.Ml  rtiijrt"  uoarly  to  his  ^lonso  of  n;Th^ 

And  SHinr|UJ.^hoii  P4jri}\  t€  comiilL-tt?  the  Liile, 

Hii'l  Jianunorcd  stone  r<.)r  life  in  Concord  jail. 


oad 

year; 

r 

way; 

lubUMinitk 
DdstidCf 
le  to  top, 


EPIGRAMS    OF    HALPIN, 


Til  K    LAST    RESORT. 


A  DHAMATIST  ( 

S( 


clare* 


ic  had  got 
.lot, 


<o  many  pcopk'  ni  lus  [ 
That  what  to  do  with  half  he  had 
Was  like  to  drive  him  drama-mad! 

'  The  hero  and  the  lieroine 
Of  course  are  married — very  fme  ! 
Bat  witli  t\\e  oW^ev^,  \\-\\?^\.  \>o  v\o 
Is  more  l\\txn  1  c<m  vcA\— c^w  ^'ow'i" 
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His  friend  replied — "  'Tis  hard  to  say,  r 

But  yet  I  think  there  is  a  way. 

Tlie  married  couple,  thank  their  stars, 

And  half  tlie  *  others'  take  the  cars ; 

The  other  half  you  put  on  board 

An  Erie  steambo&t — take  my  word, 

They  '11  never  trouble  you  again !" 

The  dramatist  resumed  his  pen. 


FEMININE    ARITHMETIC. 

LAUHA. 

On  me  he  shall  ne'er  put  a  ring, 

So,  mamma,  *tis  in  vain  to  take  trouble — 
For  I  was  but  eighteen  in  spring,    . 

While  his  age  exactly  is  double. 

MAMMA. 

He 's  but  in  his  thirty-sixth  year. 
Tall,  handsome,  good-natured  and  witty. 

And  should  you  refuse  him,  my  dear, 
May  you  die  an  old  maid  without  pity  ! 


His  figure,  I  grant  you,  will  pass. 

And  at  present  he 's  young  enough  plenty  ; 
But  when  I  am  sixty,  alas  I 

Will  not  he  be  a  hundred  and  twenty  ? 


THE    MUSHROOM    HUNT. 

In  early  days,  ere  Common  Sense 

And  Genius  had  in  anger  parted. 
They  made  to  friendship  some  pretense, 

Though  each,  Heaven  knows!  diversely  hearted. 
To'hunt  for  mushrooms  once  they  went^ 

Through  nibbled  sheepwalks  straying  onward^ 
Sense  with  bis  dull  eyes  earthward  beut^ 
While  Chains  shot  his  glances  siinw«xd\ 


6B0  SPIGBAMMATIC. 

Away  (iicj  pjl     On  roll  lii**  boura^ 

Aud  towanl  tlie  wt*3t  iUl*  dnj-god  edges; 
Spe  1  Genius  boldi^  h  wn^ftth  of  flowerSy 

Freali  culkd  from  all  the  neighboriiig  badges ! 
Alas !  *^re  eve  their  brigM  hues  flit, 

Wbile  Common  Sense  (whom  I  so  doat  on !) 
Tbankt.^  God  ''  that  he  bad  bttle  wit," 

And  dnuik  his  ketchup  with  hia  mutton. 


JUPITER    AHAKS. 

UEDICATID  TO   TlCtOn   mjlQO, 

LOXDOX  tXAt^n. 

"  Le  Petit"  call'not  him  who  by  one  act 

Has  turaed  old  fable  into  modern  fact 

Nap  Louis  courted  Europe :  Europe  shied  : 

Til'  imperial  purple  was  too  newly  dyed. 

''  I  '11  have  her  though,"  thought  he,  "  by  rape  or  rapine; 

Jove  nods  sometimes,  but  catch  a  Nap  a  napping! 

And  now  I  think  of  Jove,  't  was  Jove's  own  fix, 

And  so  I  '11  borrow  one  of  Jove's  own  tricks : 

Old  itching  Palm  I'll  tickle  with  a  joke, 

And  lie  shall  lend  me  England's  decent  cloak." 

'T  was  s/iid  and  done,  and  his  success  was  full ; 

He  won  Europa  with  the  guise  of  Bull ! 


THE    ORATOR'S    EPITAPH. 

LORD    BROUGHAM. 

"  Herk,  reader,  turn  your  weeping  eyes, 

My  fate  a  useful  moral  teaches; 
The  hole  in  wdiich  my  body  lies 

Would  not  contain  one-half  my  speeches." 


ECCENTRIC  AND  NONDESCRIPT. 


ECCENTRIC   AND   NONDESCRIPT. 


THE  JOVIAL  PRIEST'S  CONFESSION. 

TRANSLATED   FROM   THE   LATIN   OF   WALTER   DE  MAFES, 
TIME   OF   HENRY   IL 

LEIOn  HUNT. 

I  DETisE  to  end  my  days — in  a  tavern  drinking, 

May  some  Christian  hoUl  for  me — the  plass  wlien  I  am  shrinking, 

That  the  chembim  may  cry — when  they  ?ee  me  sinking, 

God  be  merciful  to  a  soul — of  this  gentleman's  way  of  thinking. 

A  glass  of  wine  amazingly — enlighteneth  ont'*«<  intervals; 
TLs  wings  bedewed  with  nectar — that  fly  up  to  sufiernaU ; 
Bottlt»3  cracketl  in  taveras — have  much  the  sweeter  kernels, 
Than  the  sups  allowed  to  us — in  the  college  journals. 

Every  one  by  nature  hath — a  mold  which  ho  was  cast  in ; 
I  happen  to  be  one  of  tliase — who  never  could  write  fasting ; 
By  a  single  little  boy — I  should  be  surpassM  in 
Writing  so:  I  'd  just  as  lief— be  buri«Ml;  tomlAl  and  grass*d  in. 

Every  one  by  nature  hath — a  gift  too,  a  dotation : 
I,  when  I  make  verses — do  get  the  inspiration 
Of  the  very  best  of  win<' — that  (X)nKS  into  the  nation : 
It  maketh  sermons  to  astound — for  edification. 

Just  as  liquor  floweth  good — floweth  fortli  my  lay  so ; 
But  I  must  moreover  eat— or  I  could  not  say  so ; 
Naught  it  availetli  inwardly — ^should  I  write  all  day  so ; 
But  with  God*8  grace  after  meat — I  beat  Ovidius  Naso. 

Neither  is  th«»ro  given  to  me — prophetic  mimation. 
Unless  when  I  have  eat  anti  drank — yva^  v\n  to  saturation ; 
Then  in  my  upper  story — ^hatli  Bacchus  domination, 
And  Phoebus  rushes  into  me,  mnd  beg^;ar\.'Vil\  idV  tfi;\»Xiscu 


TONIS    AD    BESTO    MARE, 


O  MABv  iBTit  si  fonne; 

Fonnc  ure  touitni ; 
Inoibicum  as  amandoiB, 

Olcc  Hymen  prompta; 
MLbi  Lj  vvUa  aji  ne  se^ 

Aa  hunmaa  erebi  ; 
Obt  mcvmn  martto  te^ 

Or  da  heta  pi. 

AJaa,  pUino  more  mcretrix, 
Mi  ardor  vel  uno ; 

Inferiam  ure  artia  base, 

Tolerat  me  urebo. 
Ah  mc  ve  ara  silicet, 

Vi  laudu  viiiiin  thus? 
lliatu  as  ararnlum  sex — 

IlUu;  lonieus. 


Men  stMl  hen  vix  on  imago, 

^fy  iiii.^sis  marc  sta  ; 
O  cantu  redit  in  mihi 

Hibcrnas  arida  ? 
A  veri  vafer  beri  si, 

Mihi  resolves  indu  : 
Tolius  olet  Hymen  cum — 

Accepta  tonitru. 


Die. 

DE-VN   SWIFT. 

Die,  lieris  agro  at,  an  da  qnar  to  fine  ale, 
Pora  riiiL'at  urr  no<,  an  da  striugat  ure  tale.* 


•  Dick,  hero  is  a  groat,  a  quart  o'  fine  ale, 
For  a  ring  at  yovit  uoao,,  twv\A.  sl  «,\xVa%  *X  ^<i\vt  iaiL 
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MOLL. 

DEJLM  SWIFT. 

MoLUS  abuti, 
Has  an  acuti, 
No  laaso  finis, 
MoUi  divinis.* 


TO    MY    MISTRESS. 

DBA5  SWIFT. 

0  MI  do  armis  Ires, 
Imi  na  dis  ires. 
Gantu  disco  ver 
Measalover?t 


A    LOVE    SONG. 

DEAN  SWIFT. 

Apud  in  is  almi  dc  si  re, 
Mimis  tree  I  ne  ver  re  qui  re, 
Alo  veri  findit  a  gestis, 
His  miseri  nc  ver  at  restis.^ 


•  Mon  ia  a  beaotx, 
11m  va  aeole  e  je : 
No  Us*  10  floe  !■• 
MoUy  dlrine  U 

i  Omj  dMT  mktroM 
I  am  In  a  dlstroM. 
Can't  70a  diwoTor 
M«  aa  a  lurer  ? 

1  A  padding  to  an  my  dcvlrt, 
M7  nitotreaa  I  narer  reqnirt; 
AlorarlflDdltajaafto. 

26* 
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A  GENTLE    ECHO    ON    WOMAX. 

DRAX  wnrt, 

A^A^Tff.  EiTHO.  I  w(^(*ii,  will  in  tlio  W(K^b*  n'ply, 

And  quaintly  on*"^'—  lueslions  ;  iJialJ  I  Uj  ? 

JNk  Tt7. 

«Fvl  Him                            vho  ne'er  love^J  tw/oreT 

J^ho.  Befof>*. 

SJtfph  frd,  Wmt                              in  when  W^  them  idJrta! 

iScAo.  A  dr*?ss. 

ShqihertL  Say,  wl                             ;haj5te  whom  I  adore! 

JEWia  A  door. 

Shtpherd.  If  mn?k  softens  rocltp,  love  tune^  mj  Iyti^ 

.&A0,  Liar. 

Shepherd.  Tlun  icjL(.h  nu\  l^lm,  how  shj.][  I  co^mo  by  her? 

K'hQ.  Buy  hrr^ 

Shi-plitnl.  Wlicii  buu^Mii,  ii(j  ^]u«.■^lluu  I  .^iiall  be  hor  lii-ar? 

J'Jcho.  Her  deer. 

Shrpherd.  But  deer  liave  horns  :  liow  must  I  keep  her  under? 

ErJio.  Keep  her  under. 

Shfjiherd.  But  wliat  can  glad  me  when  she's  laid  on  bier? 

Erho.  Beer. 

S/iCphcrd.  Wliat  must  I  do  when  women  will  be  kind? 

Bdio.  Be  kind. 

Shej)herd.  What  must  I  do  when  women  will  be  eross  ? 

Ji^rho.  Be  errx-.^. 

Shfphcrd.  Lord,  what  is  she  that  can  so  turn  and  wind  ? 

I'Jt'ho.  Wind. 

Shepherd.  If  she  be  wind,  what  stills  her  when  she  blows  ? 

Echo.  Blows. 

Shepherd.  But  if  she  bang  again,  still  should  I  bang  her  ? 

Echo.  B.VNQ  HER, 

Sfiepherd.  Is  there  no  way  to  moderate  her  anger? 

Echo.  Hang  her. 

S/iepherd,  Thanks,  gentle  Edvo  I  rv^Ut  thy  answers  tell 
What  womaiiVs  a.\ivi\\o^  \Ai  ^'ij.^viVvix  -«^. 
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TO    MY    NOSE. 

AVONTlfOlTS. 

Ehows  ho  that  never  took  a  pinch, 
Nosey  I  the  pleasure  thence  which  flows  ? 

Knows  ho  the  titillating  joy 
Which  my  nose  knows  ? 


Oh,  nose  I  I  am  as  fond  of  thee 
As  any  mountain  of  its  snows  I 

I  gaze  on  thee,  and  feel  that  pride 
A  Roman  knows  I 


ROGER    AND    DOLLY. 

BLACKWOOD. 

YouNO  Roger  came  tapping  at  Dolly's  window — 

Thumpaty,  thumpaty,  thump ; 
He  begg*d  for  admittance— she  answered  him  no-^ 

Glumpaty,  glumpaty,  glump. 
No,  no,  Roger,  no— as  you  came  you  may  go — 

Stumpaty,  stumpaty,  stump. 
0  what  is  the  reason,  dear  Dolly  ?  he  cried — 

Humpaty,  humpaty,  hump^ 
That  thus  I  *m  cast  ofl'  and  unkindly  denied  ? — 

Tnimpaty,  trumpaty,  trump- 
Some  rival  more  dear,  I  guess,  has  been  here — 

Crumpaty,  crumpaty,  crump- 
Suppose  there  *8  been  two,  sir,  pray  what 's  that  to  you,  sir  ? 

Numpaty,  numpaty,  nump*— 
Wi*  a  disconsolate  look  his  sad  farewell  he  took — 

Trumpaty,  trumpaty,  trump— 
And  all  in  despair  jump  d  into  a  brooK — 

Jumpaty,  jumpaty,  jump— 
His  courage  did  cool  in  a  filthy  green  pool — 

Slumpaty,  slumpaty,  slumps 
So  be  swam  to  the  sliorc,  but  «il^  IkJft.'j  Drfi  xwwfc— 
Duxnpatj,  dumpaty,  dump — 


He  did  ipecdtlj  ftnd  oov  mor«  &t  nnd  morre  kind— 

Plumptttj,  plt*mp«iy,  plump- 
But  poor  DoUj  *«  ftfhkul  aht^  uiiist  die  on  old  tnAiii — 


A  Indj  vi 
Antl  y*^^  in 

A 
A^ 
A  teonng,  swtrhring,  thmnpmgj  i>gmpmg^  ranting^  roaring  Irishman. 

n. 

Ilia  fiLCo  -wa.^  no  way-*  bi^autiful, 

Kor  witli  jJiniiU'pox  'tiv^  scArred  across: 
Ami  tlic  aliodldet^  of  the  \ig[y  dog 

0  lilt'  lump  oi'mi  Irishiuim, 

The  ^vlliskoy  devouring  Irishman — 
The  groat  hc-rogue  with  his  wonderful  brogue,  the  fighting,  riot- 
ing Irishman. 

III. 

One  of  his  eyes  was  bottle  green. 

And  the  other  eye  was  out,  my  dear ; 
And  the  calves  of  his  wicked-looking  legs 
Were  more  than  two  feet  about,  my  dear, 
O,  the  great  big  Irishman, 
The  rattling,  battling  Irishman — 
i  The  stamping,  ramping,  swaggering,  staggering,  leathering  swash 
of  an  Irishman. 

IV. 
He  took  so  muc\i  o^  liUXi<\^-^oci\^ 
That  he  used  to  anoil  axi^  su^\^^— O, 
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And  in  shape  and  size  the  fellow's  neck 
Was  as  bad  as  the  neck  of  a  buffiilo. 
O,  the  horrible  Irishman, 
The  thundering,  blundering  Irishman — 
The  slashing,  dashing,  smashing,  lashing,  thrashing,  hashing  Irish- 


V. 

His  name  was  a  terrible  name,  indeed, 

Being  Timothy  Thady  Mulligan ; 
And  whenever  he  emptied  his  tumbler  of  punch, 
He  'd  not  rest  till  he  fill'd  it  full  again, 
The  boozing,  bruising  Irishman, 
The  'toxicated  Irishman — 
The  whiskey,  frisky,  rummy,  gummy,  brandy,  no  dandy  Irishman. 

VI. 

This  was  the  lad  the  lady  loved. 

Like  all  the  girls  of  quality ; 
And  he  broke  the  skulls  of  the  men  of  Leith, 
Just  by  the  way  of  jollity, 

0,  the  leathering  Irishman, 
The  barbarous,  savage  Irishman — 
The  hearts  of  the  maids  and  the  gentlemen's  heads  were  bothered 
I  *m  sure  by  th»ff  Irishman. 


A    C^rALECTIC   MONODYI 

cbuiksbank's  omoBUS. 
AeeUl  sing,  of  famous  memory. 
Though  oolachrestical  my  song  may  be ; 
In  a  small  garden  oo/acomb  she  lies, 
And  ooiaclysms  fill  her  comrades*  eyes ; 
Borne  on  the  air,  the  oateooustic  song 
Swells  with  her  virtues'  catalogue  along ; 
No  cafoplasm  could  lengthen  out  her  years, 
Though  mourning  friends  shed  oaUnctB  of  lean. 
Once  loud  and  strong  her  calec^b^k!E^\^M  -^tiaib 
It  dwindled  to  a  oatotlSX^  BqiiQa2iba%  WMUb\ 


By  cai*^u;;tJon  join'J  cftdi  O0e  U>  oott; — 
But  ft  vik*  eat-^poU  dog,  ivith  ctul^I  ljil«v 

Her  ttlerwauling  pierced  Uio  hcttrj  mt, 

Ti3  vain  I  as  ^ei^ipillars  rlrai^  >w>jf 
Thoir  lengths^  Uke  caftlo  aftrr  busjr  d»jf, 
Sbe  ling'ring  died,  nor  lefl  in  kit  fer*  tlia 

Embodyment  of  this  ofliaetroph^*. 


A    NEW    SONG 

OF  NEW  SIMILES. 

'My  pa-N<ion  is  cOS  mustard  strong ; 

I  sit  all  sober  sad  ; 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long, 

Or  like  a  March-hare  mad. 

Kound  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow ; 

I  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her  ; 
For  tliough  as  drunk  as  David's  sow 

I  love  her  still  the  better. 

Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I  'd  be, 

If  ;Mully  were  but  kind  ; 
Cool  as  a  cucumber  could  see 

The  rest  of  womankind. 


Like  a  stuck  pig  I  gaping  stare, 
And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er; 

Lean  as  a  rake,  with  sighs  and  care, 
Sleek  as  a  mouse  bclbre. 

Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known, 
And  soft  as  silk  my  skin  ; 

My  cliooks  iv^  V\xl  ^-^  \)u\VeT  ^\o\n\\.. 
But  as  a  goat  tclow  \\\\ti\ 
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I  melancholy  as  a  cat, 

Am  kept  awake  to  weep ; 
But  she,  insensible  of*that^ 

Somid  as  a  top  can  sleep. 

Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  stone, 

She  laughs  to  see  me  pale ; 
And  merry  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brisk  as  bottled  ale. 

The  god  of  Love  at  her  approach 

Is  busy  as  a  bee ; 
Hearts  sound  as  any  bell  or  roach, 

Are  smit  and  sigh  like  me. 

Ah  me  I  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail 

The  fine  men  crowd  about  her; 
But  soon  as  dead  as  a  door-nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Straight  as  my  leg  her  shape  appears , 

O  were  we  join'd  together  I 
My  heart  wodd  be  scot-free  from  cares. 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 

As  fine  as  five-pence  is  her  mien, 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter ; 
Her  g^ce  is  as  the  razor  keen. 

And  not  the  sun  is  brighter. 

As  soil  as  pap  her  kisses  are, 

Methinks  I  taste  them  yet ; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair. 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet 

As  smooth  as  glass,  as  white  as  curda 

Her  pretty  hand  invites ; 
Sharp  as  her  needle  are  her  words, 

Her  wit  like  pepper  bites. 

Brisk  as  a  body-louse  she  trips, 

Glean  as  a  penny  drest ; 
Sweet  as  a  rose  ber  brea.^  an^VL"^ 

Bound  as  tho  globe  Vier  b^rasaaX.. 
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Fall  tks  ttu  egg  was  I  with  gJcte, 

And  happy  as  ft  king : 
Good  Lord  t  Low  all  mea  eavie<c]  roe  1 

Sho  loved  like  aDj  tUii^. 

But  false  A3  heU,  she,  like  Uie  wind, 
Clmng'd,  as  ber  se3:  tnust  do ; 

Tbougb  fteemitjg  as  tbe  turtle  kind, 
And  like  tbo  gospel  tnie. 

If  I  ftud  MoDy  could  agree^ 

Let  who  would  tfike  Peru  I 
Great  as  an  Emperor  should  I  be^ 

And  richer  tiian  a  JeTr< 

Till  you  grow  tender  aa  a  cbic^ 
I  'm  dull  as  any  post ; 

Lot  us  like  burs  together  stick, 
And  warm  as  any  toast. 

You  '11  know  me  truer  than  a  die, 

And  wish  me  better  sped ; 
Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  he, 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 

Sure  as  a  gun  she  '11  drop  a  tear 

And  sigh,  perhaps,  and  wish, 
Wlien  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear. 

And  mute  as  any  fish. 


REMINISCENCES  OF  A  SENTIMENTALIST. 

THOMAS    HOOD. 
''  My  TablCii  I    Mmt  it  in,  /  set  it  down !"— II amlct. 

I  THINK  it  WAvS  Spring — but  not  certain  I  am — 

When  my  passion  began  first  to  w^ork ; 
But  I  know  we  were  certainly  looking  for  lamb, 

And  tlie  season  was  over  for  pork. 
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T  was  at  Christmas,  I  tlilDk,  when  I  met  with  Mias  Chase, 

Yes — for  Morris  had  asked  me  to  dine — 
And  I  thou;>:ht  I  had  never  beheld  such  a  face, 

Or  so  noble  a  turkey  and  chine. 

Placed  close  by  her  side,  it  made  others  quite  wild 

With  sheer  envy,  to  witness  my  luck ; 
How  she  bhished  as  I  gave  her  some  turtle,  and  smiled 

As  I  afterward  offered  some  duck. 

I  kx>ked  and  I  languished,  alas  1  to  my  cost^ 

Through  three  courses  of  dishes  and  meats ; 
(letting  deeper  in  love — but  my  heart  was  quite  lost 

When  it  came  to  the  trifle  and  sweets. 

With  a  rent-roll  that  told  of  my  houses  and  Und, 

To  her  parents  I  told  my  designs — 
And  then  to  herself  I  presented  my  hand, 

With  a  very  fine  pottle  of  pines  I 

I  asked  her  to  have  me  for  weal  or  for  woe, 

And  slie  did  not  object  in  the  least ; — 
I  can't  tell  the  date — but  we  married  I  know 

Just  in  time  to  have  game  at  the  feast 

We  went  to j  it  certainly  was  the  sea-side ; 

For  the  next,  the  most  blessed  of  moms, 
I  remember  how  fondly  I  gazed  at  my  bride. 

Sitting  down  to  a  plateful  of  prawns. 

0,  never  may  memory  lose  sig^t  of  that  year, 

But  still  hallow  the  time  as  it  ought  I 
That  season  tlie  "  grass"  was  remarkably  dear. 

And  the  peas  at  a  guinea  a  quart 

So  happy,  like  hours,  all  our  days  seemed  to  haste, 

A  fond  pair,  such  as  poets  have  drawn, 
So  united  in  heart — so  congenial  in  taste — 

We  were  both  of  us  partial  to  brawn  I 

A  long  life  I  looked  for  of  bliss  with  my  bride, 

But  then  Death — ^I  ne'er  dreamt  about  that  I 
O,  there 's  nothing  is  certain  in  life,  as  I  cried 

When  my  turbot  ebped  with  the  call 
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Ify  d^sj^t  took  ill  ftt  tlie  ttim  of  ibo  y*w, 
But  tlie  cause  no  phydcuw  oouli]  nab ; 

But  aomcUiiog,  it  seemed  !ikc  eonsQlDjitioo^  I  frir— 
It  WW  juit  ufter  supping  wi  cmb^. 

In  Vftia  she  Was  doctored^  in  y^n  she  w»a  ^c»e«J, 

Still  her  strengtJi  nmJ  ber  appetite  pined ; 
She  lost  relish  for  what  slie  hikd  relished  the  most, 
Kren  salmon  she  deeply  dedined  J 

For  months  stiU  T  lingt^reJ  in  hope  ontl  in  doubt, 
While  her  form  it  grew  wasted  and  thin ; 

But  tlie  lfi3t  dyin^  ei>ark  of  e:iistenjce  went  oi(t^ 
As  the  oysters  wtre  just  Doming'  in ! 

She  died^  afid  she  left  me  the  saddest  of  men, 

To  itidulgo  in  a  widower^a  n^ioan  ; 
Oh  I  I  felt  all  the  power  of  solitude  then, 

As  I  ate  my  first  "  nativt's"  alone! 

But  when  I  beheld  Virtue's  friends  in  their  cloaksi, 
And  with  sorrowful  crape  on  their  hats, 

0  my  grief  poured  a  Hood  !  and  the  out-of-door  folks 
Were  all  crying — I  think  it  was  sprats! 


FAITHLESS     NELLY     GRAY. 


'ATnETIC    BALLAD. 


Ben  Battle  was  a  soldier  bold, 
And  used  to  war's  alarms ; 

But  a  cannon-ball  took  olf  his  legs, 
So  he  laid  down  his  arms ! 


THOMAS   HOOD. 


Now,  as  they  l)ore  him  ofl'  the  field, 
Said  he,  "  Let  oUio.Vi^  slioot. 

For  here  1  \eivxc  wv-^^  ?>oco\\Ol\o^, 
And  t\ieyoYVy-sccow^"^Qo\A" 
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The  army-surgeons  made  him  limbs : 

Said  he,  they  're  only  pegs : 
But  there  *s  as  wooden  members  quite 

As  represent  my  legs  1" 

Now,  Ben  he  loved  a  pretty  maid, 

Her  name  was  NeUy  Gray ; 
So  he  went  up  to  pay  his  devours^ 

When  he  devoured  his  pay  1 

But  when  he  called  on  NeUy  Gray, 

She  made  him  quite  a  scoff; 
And  when  she  saw  his  wooden  legs^ 

Began  to  take  them  off  I 

"  0,  Nelly  Gray  I  0,  NeUy  Gray 

Is  this  your  love  so  warm  ? 
Tlie  love  that  loves  a  scarlet  coat 

Should  bo  more  uniform !" 

Said  she,  "  I  loved  a  soldier  once 

For  he  was  blithe  and  brave ; 
But  I  will  never  have  a  man 

With  both  legs  in  the  grave  I 

"  Before  you  had  those  timber  toes, 

Your  love  I  did  allow, 
But  then,  you  know,  you  stand  upon 

Another  footing  now !" 

«  0,  Nelly  Gray !  0,  Nefly  Gray  I 

For  all  your  jeering  speeches, 
At  duty's  call  I  left  my  legs, 

In  Badajos's  breaches  r 

"  Why  tlien,"  said  she,  "  you  *ve  lost  the  feet 

Of  legs  in  war's  alarms, 
And  now  you  can  not  wear  your  shoes 

Upon  your  feats  of  aruLS  I" 

*'  0,  falso  and  fickle  Nelly  Gray  I 

I  know  why  you  refuse : — 
Tbougfi  I  Ve  no  feet — eomo  olQckftT  twbdl 
Is  standing  in  my  shocsX 


But  no»  a  .    "7  *««  your  fto- . 

^nd  thei  ^ 


NO! 
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No  top  to  any  steeple- 
No  recognitions  of  familiar  people — 

No  courtesies  for  showing  'em — 

No  knowing  'em  I 
To  traveling  at  all — no  locomotion, 
No  inkling  of  the  way — no  notion — 

"  No  go" — by  land  or  ocean — 

No  mail — no  post — 

No  news  from  any  foreign  coast — 
No  park — ^no  ring — ^no  afternoon  gentili^ — 

No  company — no  nobility — 
No  warmth,  no  cheerfulness,  no  healthful  ease, 

No  comfortable  feel  in  any  member — 
No  shade,  no  shine,  no  butterflies,  no  bees. 
No  fruits,  no  flowers,  no  leaves,  no  birdS) 

November  1 


JACOB   OMNIUM'S   H08S. 

A  NKW  PALUCB  COITRT  OHAMT. 

W.   MAKEPEACK  THAOKIBATi 

Oki  sees  in  Yiteafl  Yard, 

Vere  pleacemen  do  resort^ 
A  wenerable  hinstitute, 

Tis  called  the  Pallis  Court 
A  gent  as  got  his  i  on  it, 

I  think  will  make  some  sport 

The  natur  of  this  Court 

My  hindignation  riles : 
A  few  fat  legal  spiders 

Here  set  &  spin  their  viles; 
To  rob  the  town  theyr  privlege  ta^ 

In  a  hayrea  of  twelve  miles. 

The  Judge  of  ikus  year  Oofoil 
Is  A  melHtary  beak, 
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Ho  knows  no  more  of  Lor 
Than  praps  ho  doe*  of  Grvuk, 

And  prowides  his&elf  a  deputy 
Because  Uo  can  not  flpeak* 

Four  oouttwrt  in  tius  Oourt — 
Misnamed  of  Justice — mis; 

TbcMi  Uwyera  o**^  'heir  pl»cea  to 
7'    u  Wirwits; 

,^nu  ucfl  under  thero^ 

i^  ftt& 

four, 

A»t  iJpftwt, 

A  --..  .v.^=:, 

When  their  erose  a  cirkiinstance 
As  is  like  to  make  a  breeze. 


It  now  i:-  some  nionce  siiiee, 

A  gent  both  irood  and  trew 
Possest  a  ansinii  u-s  vith  vich 

lie  (litln  know  what  to  do: 
Peraps  he  (hd  not^ik*'  the  os?, 

Perhaj)S  he  was  a  seru. 

This  gentleman  Iiis  oss 

At  Tattei^all's  did  lodge  ; 
There  eame  a  wulgar  oss-dealer, 

Tin's  gentleman's  name  did  ibdge, 
And  took  the  o.--s  iVom  Tattersall's : 

Waj^n  that  a  artful  dodge? 

One  day  this  gentleman's  groom 

This  willain  did  spy  out, 
A  mounted  on  this  oss, 

A  ridin  him  about; 
"  Get  out  ol"  that  there  oss,  you  rogue," 

l>]>e;iks  Up  the  groom  so  stout^ 


The  UneV  wi\.:>  ev\\v\  wW-.^vX 
To  find  Yiv<se\?  sov^vvuCy.-, 
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The  088  began  to  whinny, 

The  honest  groom  he  grinned ; 
And  the  rosklc  thief  got  off  the  ofls 

And  cut  avay  like  vind. 

And  phansy  with  what  joy 

The  master  did  regard 
His  dearly  bluvd  lost  oss  again 

Trot  in  the  stable  yard  I 

Who  was  this  master  good 
Of  whomb  I  makes  these  rhymes  ? 

His  name  is  Jacob  Homnium,  Exquire ; 
And  if  /*d  committed  crimes, 

Grood  Lord  I  I  wouldn't  ave  that  mann 
Attack  me  in  the  limes  I 

Now,  shortly  after  tlie  groomb 

His  master's  oss  did  take  up, 
There  came  a  livery-man 

This  gentleman  to  wake  up ; 
And  he  handed  in  a  little  bill, 

Which  hanger'd  Mr.  Jacob. 

For  two  pound  seventeen 

This  livery-man  eplied, 
For  the  keep  of  Mr.  Jacob's  oss, 

Wliich  the  thief  had  took  to  ride. 
"  Do  you  see  any  think  green  in  me  ?" 

Mr.  Jacob  Homnium  cried. 

"  Because  a  raskle  chews 

My  088  away  to  robb, 
And  goes  tick  at  your  Mews 

For  seven-and-fifty  bobb, 
Shall  /  be  called  to  pay  ?— It  is 

A  iniquitious  Jobb." 

Thus  Mr.  Jacob  cut 

The  conwasation  short ; 
The  livery-man  went  ome, 

Detummingd  to  ave  sport, 
And  summingsd  Jacob  lIomtauxt^^E»SLn^3Ckxt^^ 

Into  the  Pallis  Court. 
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Pore  S^oh  went  to  Conrt, 

A  Counstfl  for  to  flx^ 
And  choose  u  burrisler  out  of  \hts  tcnr, 

Ati  atJomey  of  Uw  six; 
Anil  tbere  lie  ftor  these  men  of  Lor, 
And  watched  'em  at  their  tricks. 


The  drcftdfuj  day  of  trile 

In  the  PaUia  Court  did  come ; 

The  lawyers  said  their  &ay, 
The  Jiidgt  looked  wery  glnnij 

And  ih^ti  tho  Britisli  Jury  cast 
Pore  Ja<^ob  Ilora-m-xini- 

0^  a  weary  day  wan  that 

For  Jycob  to  go  through  ; 
The  debt  was  two  seventeen 

(Which  he  no  mor  owed  than  you), 
And  tlien  there  was  the  pkintives  costs, 
Eleven  pound  six  and  two. 

And  then  there  was  liis  own, 
Which  the  lawyers  they  did  fix 

At  the  wery  nioderit  fiirgar 
or  ten  pound  one  and  six. 

Now  Evins  bk'ss  tlie  PalHa  Court, 
And  all  it3  bold  ver-dieks ! 

I  can  not  settingly  t^i'll 

If  Jacob  swaw  and  cust, 
At  aving  for  to  pny  this  sumb, 

But  I  should  think  he  must. 
And  av  drawn  a  cheque  for  £24:  45.  8d. 

With  most  igstreme  disgust. 

0  Palhs  Court,  you  move 

My  pitty  most  profound. 
A  most  emusing  sport 

You  tliought  it,  I  '11  be  bound, 
To  sadOi\e  \\up  a.  \X\Tce->^ovvcA  ^^\i\.^ 

With  l^;vo-aiiid-V\«7exi\:^  ^mxA. 
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Grood  sport  it  is  to  you, 

To  grind  the  honest  pore ; 
To  pay  their  just  or  unjust  debts 

With  eight  hundred  per  cent,  for  Lor ; 
Make  haste  and  git  your  costes  in, 

They  will  not  la«^t  much  mor  1 

Come  down  from  tliat  tribewn, 

Thou  Sliaineless  and  Unjust ; 
Thou  Swindl**,  picking  [Mx^kcts  in 

Tlie  name  of  Truth,  august ; 
Come  down,  thou  hoary  Blasphemy, 

For  die  thou  shalt  and  must. 

And  go  it,  Jacob  Ilomnium, 

And  ply  your  iron  [)cn, 
And  rise  up  Sir  John  JervL", 

And  slmt  me  up  that  iHfn ; 
That  sty  for  fattening  lawyers  in, 

On  the  bones  of  honcdt  men. 

PlXACElfAN  X. 


THE  WOFLE   NEW  BALLAD  OF  JANE  RONEY 
AND  MAKY    BKOWN. 

WILLIAM    MAKEPEACE   TIIACKERAT. 

Ax  igstrawnary  tail  I  vill  toll  you  this  voi-k — 
I  stood  in  the  Court  of  A'Beckett  tlie  Beak, 
Vere  Mrs.  Jane  Rouey,  a  vidow,  I  see, 
Who  charged  Mary  Brown  with  a  robbin*  of  sh«'. 

This  Mary  was  pore  and  in  mL<*»ry  onc(\ 

And  she  came  to  Mrs.  Roncy  it's  more  than  twelve  monce ; 

She  adn't  pot  no  bt^l,  nor  no  diimer,  nor  no  tt»a, 

And  kind  Mrs.  Roney  gave  Mary  all  three. 

Mrs.  Roncy  kep  Mary  for  ever  so  many  vi*eks 
(Iler  conduct  di-gusted  the  best  of  all  Beax), 
She  kept  her  fur  notJiink,  as  kind  a-^  c»>uV\\3C, 
Xerer  thinking'  Ouit  this  M.iVY  \v;i3  a  UJiiXot  Vii  ^twi. 


fly  Eonuy'a  btf 

IT  ohildrcnV  li 

dA  p^ked  thoL 

trs.  Honey *a  siu 


Ifc^ni  you  jt*t  st^  p  lo  llie  (ioctoT^a  Ibr  to  fctoli  mo  a  pill  ?** 

At  I  "^ill,  n*  f  port*  Mary,"  Mrs,  Bon^y  aajs  eJw? : 

_«.  1^  e*><^  ^^  ^  ^"  docWs  80  qujekly  08  raaf  be. 

,  Liu]i  gHU  vi^'ikt^il  ^litry,  And  juinps  out  n  bod ; 


tkoafsiy  aiid  clow, 
MJT  Uxit?  imd  her  hoao, 
nd  ttvay  vith  them  did  flee. 
k  v^nf  \i  vould  be! 


or  Mfl^ry^  iingTBtefol^^  tier  thb  ybj^ 

Mrs.  RoDcy  ho^aH  notnin ^  jiwir  and  a  day. 

Till  k-st  ThtirtfdAv,  in  I^mh'.^th,  ven  whom  siboMld  she  set?? 
But  this  Mary,  iis  had  acted  so  ungrateful  to  she. 

She  \va^  ]<';iiiiiiL'-  on  ilic  lielK'o  of  a  \vc»:ll;y  yoimq'  man; 
Tlicy  \vc!<'  p»i!i_u'  to  Ijc  manii"!,  aii'l  \v.m<'  wallviu  han-l  in  band; 
And  till.'  clir.rfh-lM'l!^  \va-  a  rirr^^in,L'"  loi'  Mavv  aii-l  lie, 
Ami  i\ir  jiar-un  wa<  I'lMily,  and  a  w.'iilin"  for  his  lee. 

"When  \l\^  cnni'-s  Mrs.  Uone}',  and  iacfs  Mary  Brown, 
Who  treniiilfs.  and  castes  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
She  ealls  a  jolly  ])]easeman,  it  liapjiens  to  b<'  me; 
I  cliarge  this  young  woman,  ^Ir.  neasenian,  says  she. 

!^^^s.  ]i()n«y%  (\  Mis.  Iion'y.  o,  do  let  me  p:o, 

I  acted  most  miLrratciiil  1  own,  and  I  know. 

But  the  mania;,'-!'  Ixdl  is  a  riuLfin,  and  the  rini,^  you  may  sec, 

And  tliis  youn;^^  man  is  a  waitin.  says  Mary,  says  she. 

I  don't  eai'e  (hrc-  tin  dons  for  the  pai'son  and  elark. 
And  tlie  l)cll  may  krcj)  rincriuL''  iVom  noon  day  io  dark. 
iMary  Brown,  Mar\^  Brown,  you  must  come  along  witii  me. 
And  I  think  this  yoimg  man  is  lucky  to  be  free. 

So,  in  spite  of  the  tears  ^Yhieh  bejewed  ]\Iary's  cheek, 
I  took  that  yomv::  gwvl  lo  A'Bodvelt  tU(i  Beak  ; 
Tlmi  I'xlent  jasiiee  i\eu^vmdeA\  \wy  \>V^ — 
But  nover  a  suUablo  sa\d  ^\avy  ^vuc\  ^\vq. 
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On  account  of  her  comluck  so  base  and  so  vile, 
Tliat  wicked  young  gnri  is  cotninitted  for  trile, 
An«l  if  2*h<;'s  tninspawted  beyond  the  salt  sea, 
It 's  a  j)r<.>per  reward  for  such  wiiiians  as  she. 

Now,  you  young  gurls  of  Southwark  for  Mary  who  vccp, 
From  pick  in  and  sU'alin  your  ands  you  must  keep, 
Or  it  may  be  my  dooty,  as  it  was  Thursday  veek 
To  ptill  you  all  hup  to  A'Beckctt  the  Beak. 

Pleacesian  X. 


TUE    BALLAD    OF    ELIZA    DAVIS. 

W.   MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

Gallia  NT  p'nts  and  lovely  ladies, 

Li.^'t  a  tail  vieh  late  befel, 
Vich  I  heard  it,  bein  on  duty, 

At  the  Plcace  Iloffice,  ClerkenwelL 

Praps  you  know  the  Fondling  Chapel, 

Vere  Uie  Htlle  children  sings : 
(Lorl  I  likes  to  hear  on  Sundies 

Them  there  pooty  little  things!) 

In  this  street  there  lived  a  hou:4c^maid, 
If  you  p:irtiekbrly  a^k  nic  whcR' — 

Vy,  it  was  at  four-and-tventy, 

Guill'oni  Stnvt,  by  Bruiisvick  Square. 

Vich  her  name  was  Eliza  Davi?, 

And  she  went  to  fetch  the  beer : 
In  the  street  she  met  a  party 

Ah  was  quite  s<uq>rized  to  «»«•  her. 

Vich  he  yn^  a  Britb«h  Siiilor, 

For  to  judge  him  by  hu<  look : 
Tarry  jacket,  canvas  trowsies, 

lla-U  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

Pn»sently  tliis  Mann  accostes 

Of  Uiw  hinnocent  young  gal — 
Pray,  snyMH^^  Excuse  my  frvHMVom, 

Vou  *iv  so  likp  my  ii\-*l'Jt  ^k^\ 
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Yoti  're  SO  like-  my  SiaU^r  Sally-, 
Both  in  vuik  arid  Kict  luid  «»e  ; 

Uiss^  thai — dang  my  yld  lee  fouppen^ 
It  brings  tears  into  ttjy  byes  \ 

I  *m  a  m&i&  on  bonid  a  wes&el, 

I  'm  a  sioilor  bold  nud  true; 
Shiver  up  my  poor  old  timberB) 

Let  tEK9  be  A  mate  i<)r  joul 

What 's  your  namer  my  beauty,  tell  me? 

And  sGte  fiiittdy  Uan^eraf  ^  Lort^, 
Sir^  my  dadqc  **  Kli^a  Davia, 

Atid  1  Uvo  »t  tvfrnty-fi>ur," 

This  deluded  gal  to  meet : 
And  at  tventy-foMr  was  wolcomo, 

Tvmty-tour  in  i\y'\-]  ?i^•■.v■^ 

And  Ki:za  told  her  Mar^ter 

(Kind.tT  tl..'y  than  M:^siif:es  are). 

How  in  n^.aiTiii.:.'  l;.-  h.ad  a-t  her. 
Like  a  iralLian:  13:\tti-h  Tar. 

And  hv  br>'Ujh:  :.>  Ian  iladv  vith  him 


(\'ioh  v:i5  .ill 


i:ar:iiLl  plan). 


And  slic  to!  I  Low  Ci.arh'V  Tiiomp>.j: 
lico'v  wa<  a  J  •  >  i  v.j:.::j  n;an. 


And  how  5!:.'  hrrs-jhai  2vr^] 

[  m 

Ma!;y  vca-^  ■.  :"::n''.'n  <WlV, 

A'i:i:  a  -vn-  5;..-  :n-  ■  prv!i:i^k-y 

15, 

Va!k;n  m  tho  :-;":Lc  ?:rcv:. 

And  E:.::a:-t^n,i  :.::.-". 

A::  i  ^:.  •  ::.■-■■■-'..:  :h..:  ^.    n  - 

Vonh:  -^  :::::>h.i.:  th-^  V.v. 

:!:: 

Hani  ::.-  .:   :  jyinan  ;:-    ::. 

•  :r  ; 

Ani:-a^::-;  :  ::  -;.    :    •_■- - 

<V;  V.  :.  "  V.  ..-•    :      •  ^     .      : 

L:VvV.^     v-T.    -        :          .   ■    -     - 

V.7-.    '-.•T   \^^         '.   '.-      ,           '     - 
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Hand  this  vicked  Charley  Thompson 

Caine  on  Simdy  veek  to  see  her, 
And  he  sent  Eliza  Davis 

Hout  to  vetch  a  pint  of  beer. 

Hand  while  poor  Eliza  vent  to 

Fetch  the  beer,  dewoid  of  sin. 
This  etrocious  Charley  Thompson 

Let  his  wile  accomplish  hin. 

To  the  lodgers,  their  apartments, 

This  abandingd  female  goes, 
Prigs  their  shirts  and  umbercUas  : 

Prigs  their  boots,  and  hats,  and  dothea 

Vile  the  scoundrle  Charley  Thompson, 

Lest  his  wictim  should  escape, 
Hocust  her  \nth  rum  and  vater, 

Like  a  fiend  in  burning  shape. 

But  a  hi  was  fixt  upon  'em 

Vich  these  rankles  little  sore ; 
Namely,  Mr.  Hide,  tlie  landlord 

Of  the  house  at  tventy-four. 

He  vas  valkin  in  his  garden, 

Just  afore  he  vent  to  sup ; 
And  on  looking  up  he  sor  the 

Lodger's  vinders  lighted  hup. 

Hup  the  stairs  the  landlord  tumbled ; 

Something 's  going  wrong,  he  said ; 
And  he  caught  the  vicked  voman 

Underneath  the  lodger's  bed. 

And  he  called  a  brother  Pleaseman, 

Vich  vas  passing  on  his  beat, 
Like  a  true  and  galliant  feller, 

Hup  and  down  in  Guiltiford  Street 

And  that  Pleaseman,  ftblo-bodie<l, 

Took  tliis  voman  to  the  ct'll ; 

To  the  cell  vere  s^Uc  was  i\v\o*i'\<i^ 

In  the  Close  of  C\erkeuN?e\L 
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A;    I  thoagb  f  icked  Charley  Thcuupson 

look  him  to  tlie  Belfn5aaie  plnc^ 

Ami  UuA  pn?doua  pair  of  rukles 
Tueedaj  l^st  ctitte  up  Tor  ^ooia ; 

By  thf.  KfiikV  *Kai?  WM  '^nFtttnittod, 

Vid  Oomb«, 


8 


n 
moor. 


3ni  if  pOip  iiui>  fl-nrt 

(Vich  most  every  gurl  expex), 
Let  her  take  a  jolly  Pleaseman, 

Vich  i3  naine  perap?  is — X. 


LIXES  OX  A  LATE  HOSPICIOUS  EWEXT.* 


BY    A    CKNTLEMAX    OK    THE    KOOT-GUARDS    (BLUE). 

W.    MAKF.PEACK    THACKERAY. 
I  BACED  upon  11  ly  bc;it 

With  steady  step  and  slou', 
All  huppamiu Willi  of  llauelagh-street ; 
Ranhi-h,  St.  Piinlu-o. 

While  marchin,[r  liiippamlownd 

Upon  that  fair  May  morn, 
Beold  the  booming  cannings  sound, 

A  ro3'al  child  is  l^orn  I 

The  ^[ini.4."i\^  of  State 

Then  presiily  [  sor, 
Thry  g;illop>  to  the  Pallis  gate, 

lu  cavnA'j;e>  iv\v\  '^ov. 
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With  anxious  looks  intent, 

Before  the  gate  they  stop, 
Tliere  comes  the  good  Lord  President, 

And  there  tlie  Archbishopp. 

Lord  John  ho  next  clights ; 

And  who  comes  here  in  haste  ? 
'Tis  the  ero  of  one  undcrd  fights, 

The  caudle  for  to  taste. 

Then  Mrs.  Lily,  tlie  nass, 

Toward  them  steps  with  joy ; 
Says  the  brave  old  Duke,  "  Come  tell  to  us, 

Is  it  a  gal  or  a  boy  ?" 

Says  Mrs.  L.  to  tlie  Duke, 

"  Your  Grace,  it  is  a  Prince.'* 
And  at  that  nuss*s  bold  rebuke. 

He  di<l  both  laugh  and  wince. 

He  vews  with  pleasant  look 

ThLs  pooty  flower  of  May, 
Then  says  the  wenerable  Duke, 

"  Egad,  its  my  huthday." 

By  memory  l>ackanls  borne, 

Peraps  his  tlioughts  did  stray 
To  that  old  place  where  he  was  bom 

Upon  the  first  of  May. 

Peraps  he  did  recal 

The  ancient  towers  of  Trim  ; 
And  County  Meath  and  Dxmgan  Hall 

They  did  rewisit  him. 

• 

I  phan5?y  of  him  so 

Ub«  good  old  tlioughts  employin' ; 
Fourscore  years  and  one  ago 

Beside  the  flowin*  Boyne. 

Hw  father  praps  he  stvs. 

Most  nuisicle  of  Lorrl«, 
A  playing  maddrigles  and  f^ee& 

Upon  the  Arp^corda. 
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Jcat  pLanay  tlkla  dH  Bro 

XJpoa  Ulti  moti^ct'a  kseel 
Did  cv*^  kdy  m  this  Und 

A^tT  groiUT  w>n»  tliiui  abd? 

Atiil  I  fiboulda  b«  aurprifle 

While  tbia  was  m  hia  mind^ 
If  A  drop  lii^re  twinkled  in  his  ejci 

Of  uuAuDpJar  briud. 


To  IIft{^ly  Oust?  next  dny 
Drivc«  up  a  Bn^oah  ko^l  for^ 

A  ijrra^'iou?^  prince  sits  In  that  ShftJ^ 
(1  montion  liim  witJi  Hor!) 

They  ring  upon  the  bell, 
The  Portor  shows  liis  ed, 

(ir.«  fDUL^ht  at  Vatorloo  as  veil, 
Ami  years  a  VL'skit  rod.) 

To  >•(■»»  that  carriaLTO  come 
TIk'  p«'oj>le  rouii'l  it  pre-s  : 

"  Aii'l  is  tli-'  LTalliant  Duke  at  onie  ?" 
'•  Your  K'. -yal  lij]  in  ess,  yes." 

If.'  steppe  {\>):n  out,  the  Broosli 

Aiiil  ill  the  li'iiti'  i-^  2(.)iie, 
All'l  X,  althniiL'-h  t]ie  ]M-ople  piish, 

Says  wery  kiii>l  '•  Movt'  lion." 

The  lioyal  Prinee  unto 
The  ualUanl  Duke  eliil  say, 

''Dear  Duke,  my  little  ^un  and  you 
Was  born  the  self-same  day. 

^'Tliela.ly  of  (he  L.nd, 

^ly  wife  and  S-.vriiiu:  dear, 

It  is  l)y  JuT  lior-'u-t  command 
I  Wait  upon  vou  litM-e. 


''Tlral\.v\y  \s  u- nwW 
As  civu  (.•XY^ccVevWje  \ 
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And  to  your  Grace  she  bid  me  tell 

This  gracioiLs  message  free. 

"  Tliat  offspring  of  our  race, 

Whom  yesterday  you  see, 
To  sliow  our  honor  for  your  Ghraoe, 

Prince  Artliur  ho  shall  be. 

"  That  name  it  rhymes  to  fame ; 

All  Europe  knows  the  sound ; 
And  I  could  n't  find  a  better  name 

If  you  'd  give  me  twenty  pound. 

"  King  Arthur  had  his  knights 

That  girt  his  table  round. 
But  you  have  won  a  hundred  fi)^ts, 

Will  match  'em,  I  *I1  be  bound. 

"  You  fought  with  Bonypart, 

And  likewise  Tippoo  Saib ; 
I  name  you  then,  witli  all  my  hearty 

The  Godsire  of  this  babe." 

That  Prince  his  leave  was  took, 

His  hinterview  wa3  done. 
So  let  us  give  the  good  old  Duke 

(Jood  luck  of  his  god-son. 

And  wish  him  years  of  joy 

In  this  our  time  of  Schism, 
And  hope  he'll  hear  the  royal  boy 

His  little  catechism. 

And  my  pooty  httle  Prince 

That's  come  our  arts  to  cheer, 
Let  me  my  loyal  powers  ewince 

A  weloomin  of  you  ere. 

And  the  Poit-Laureat's  crownd, 

I  think,  in  some  respt'x, 
Egstrcmely  shootaUc  m\^\\>oe  Voxja.^ 

For  honest  PleaaemMi  X. 


rOlO 
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THE  LAMEyrABLE  BALLAD  OP  TIIE  muXPUXO 
OK  SHOREDITCEL 


W.  IfAlCSnUOlt  TVACKAir 


f  «II  j-t*  Chrisdan  people^  and  listen  to  mj  tajlj 
It  i«  ifi  about  a  Doctor  w«  traveling  by  the  raiil, 
By  tlio  npftflteyn  OountioB  Reulway  (vich  the  shares  iJouH  4e^), 
Front  Ixworth  town  in  SuJFotk,  vich  hl^  name  <K(i  not 


A  traveling  from  Bury  this  Doctor  was  employied 

With  %  gentleman,  a  fri*?nd  of  his,  vich  his  name  was  Ckptaio 

LoytJ ; 
And  on  reaching  M^rks  Tey  SUtio%  that  ]a  naxt  beyoQrl  Colchot- 
ef,  n  laJy  cntt-roil  into  ihi^m  moBl  elegontJj  dr«e9i*fl. 

She  entercfl  into  ilif  carriaf>^  all  \v]th  a  totteiing  stt^p, 
And  a  pooty  little-  l^^iyljy  iipi^n  her  biissum  slpp; 

The  f^cntloinen  received  her  with  kindness  and  siwillaty, 

Pitying'  this  lady  for  Iht  iIlne^?s  and  debillaty. 

She  liad  a  fu.-f-cla.^-!  ticket,  this  lovely  lady  said, 
Because  it  wa.-^  so  lonesome  she  took  a  secknd  instead. 
Better  to  travel  Ity  secknd  class  than  sit  alone  in  the  fust. 
And  th(^  pooty  little  Baby  upon  her  breast  she  nust. 

A  seein  of  her  ciyin,  and  shiverin  and  pail, 

To  her  spoke  this  surLrinir,  the  Ero  ot' my  tail ; 

SaN'see  you  look  unwell,  ma'am,  I'll  elp  you  ii'  f  can, 

And  you  may  tell  your  case  to  nie,  for  I  'ni  a  meddicle  man. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  the  la<ly  siiid,  ''  I  only  look  so  pale, 
Because  I  ain't  accustom'd  to  traveling  on  the  rale; 
I  shall  1)0  better  j)rcsnly,  when  I  've  ad  some  rest:"' 
And  that  j)Ooty  little  Baby  she  squeezed  it  to  her  breast. 

So  in  conwersation  the  journey  they  beuniiled, 

Caj>ting  Loyd  and  the  medical  man,  ami  the  lad^'  and  the  child, 

Till  the  warious  stations  along  the  lino  was  passed, 

For  even  the  JJcastern  Counties'  trains  nuist  come  in  at  last 

^rijcn  at  Sh credit cVi  \.v\m;w\v\u?>  ^\,Va\"Ccv  ?^v.cv^^vi'\  \\\vi.  Vx^vcv, 
This  kind  meddicle  gentk-mm  \vxox)osoA\\\?.  vsLv^  vi^;^:^. 
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"  Thank  you,  sir,"  the  lady  said,  "  for  your  kyindness  dear ; 
My  carrid^  uii'l  my  oases  is  probbibly  come  hero. 

"  Will  you  old  tliis  baby,  please,  vilst  I  step  and  sec  ?"' 
The  Doctor  was  a  famly  man :  "  That  I  will,"  says  he. 
Then  the  httle  child  she  kist,  kist  it  very  gently, 
Yich  was  sucking  his  little  fist,  sleeping  innocently. 

With  a  sigh  from  her  art,  as  though  she  would  have  bust  it> 
Then  she  gave  the  Doctor  the  child — wery  kind  he  nuat  it ; 
Hup  then  tlie  la<3y  jumped  hoff  the  bench  she  sat  from, 
Tumbled  down  the  carridgo  steps  and  ran  along  the  platform. 

Vile  hall  the  other  passengers  vent  upon  their  vays, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  sat  there  in  a  maze ; 
Some  vent  in  a  ITomminibus,  some  vent  in  a  Cabby, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  vaited  with  the  babby. 

There  they  sat  looking  queer,  for  an  hour  or  more, 
But  their  feller  passinger  neather  on  *em  sore : 
Never,  never  back  again  did  tliat  lady  come 
To  that  pooty  sleeping  Ilinfant  a  suckin  of  his  Thum ! 

What  could  this  pore  Doctor  do,  bein  treated  thus. 

When  the  darling  baby  woke,  cry  in  for  its  nuss  ? 

Off  he  drove  to  a  female  friend,  vich  she  was  both  kind  and  mild, 

And  igsplained  to  her  the  circumstance  of  this  year  little  child. 

That  kind  lady  took  the  child  instantly  in  her  lap. 

And  made  it  very  comforable  by  giving  it  some  pap ; 

And  when  she  took  its  close  off,  what  d*  you  think  she  found  ? 

A  couple  of  ten  pun  notes  sown  up,  in  its  little  gownd  I 

Also,  in  it«*  little  close,  was  a  note  wluch  did  conwey, 
That  this  little  baby's  parents  hved  in  a  handsome  way  : 
And  for  its  Headucation  they  reglary  would  pay. 
And  sirtingly  like  gentle-folks  would  claim  tlie  child  one  day, 
If  the  Christian  people  who  *d  charge  of  it  would  say, 
Per  a(hvertL»ement  in  the  TTiwm,  where  the  baby  lay. 

Pity  of  this  bay  by  many  people  took, 
It  had  such  pooty  ways  and  such  a  |K>oty  look  ; 
And  then*  came  a  lady  forrard  ^l  N?\a\\  vW-I^^xM^v^l 
Anj  kind  lady  as  would  do  aa  rcvMoVi  ^ot  \iv!^  ^ 
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And  I  wiiJa  with  oU  my  atU  both**  night  in  iw^  mg:ht  g^jwud, 
1  could  Gad  ik  iwt^  stitjrhcil  for  tf^ji  t>r  twenty  fuiuutlj — 
Thf-re  cattif  u  Iwly  forrord,  Uuit  most  hononitilo  flid  say, 
Shit  *d  ftdppt  tliU  lltti(j  hahy,  whioh  hor  p&rcDts  cast  aira^, 

Whilo  thfi  Doctor  poniierod  on  ikt^  hoffcr  foir, 
Comes  a  letter  from  Devoiisljiro,  from  a  p^wtj  tbcn^ 
Uordenng  tiie  Doctor^  at  its  Itlor's  desire, 
To  send  the  little  iafiwt  back  to  DevoRahiir. 

Lost  in  opoplexitjj  tliia  pore  meddiole  man. 
Like  a  sensabb  genlleman^  to  the  Justice  ran ; 
TiTTiich  hia  name  was  Mr.  Hftrnmiil,  a  honoTftble  beak, 
That  takes  hw  seat  in  Worship-street  four  tixnea  a  week 

'*  O  Justice  I"  says  the  Doctor^  ^'  InAtru^^t  niG  what  to  do^ 
I  Ve  come  xip  from  the  couhItTt  to  throw  mj*^lf  on  you; 

^ly  patients  liave  no  doctor  to  tend  them  in  their  ilb, 
(Th(^re  they  are  in  Suftolk  williout  their  drairts  and  pills!) 

*'  I  've  come  up  from  the  country,  to  know  how  I  '11  dispose 
Of  this  pore  little  baly,  and  the  twent^'-jiun  note,  and  the  clothes, 
And  I  want  to  go  back  to  SwlTolk,  dear  Justice,  if  you  please, 
And  ni}'  patients  wants  tlu'ir  Doctor,  and  their  Doctor  wants  his 
n-ez.'* 


Up  spoke  ^Ir.  Hammill,  sittin  at  his  desk, 

''  Tliis  year  ap])licatiou  does  me  much  perplesk; 

AVliat  I  d«j  ad  wise  you,  is  to  leave  this  babby 

In  the  Parish  where  it  was  left,  by  it5  moUier  shabby." 

The  Doctor  from  his  Worship  sadly  did  depart — 
He  might  have  Icfl  the  baby,  but  he  hadn't  got  the  heart 
To  gi)  iov  to  leave  that  IIirmo(?ent,  has  tlie  hiws  allows, 
To  the  tender  mussies  of  the  Union  House. 

Mother,  who  left  tliis  little  one  on  a  stranger's  knee, 
Tliink  liow  cruel  you  havt?  ix'en,  and  how  good  w;is  he! 
Think,  if  you  've  ])een  guilty,  innocent  was  she; 
And  do  not  take  unkindly  tliis  little  word  of  me: 
Heaven  be  merciful  to  us  all,  sinners  as  we  be  1 

Pleaceman  X 
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TUE    CRYSTAL    PALACE. 

W.   MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

Wirn  ganial  foiro 

Thransiusti  me  loyre, 
Yc  sacred  nymphths  of  Pindus, 

The  whoile  I  sing 

That  wondthrous  thing 
The  Palace  made  o*  ivindowsl 

Say,  PaxtoD,  truth, 

Tliou  wondthrous  youth, 
What  sthroke  of  art  celistial 

What  power  was  lint 

You  to  invint 
This  combineetion  cristiaL 

O  would  before 

That  Thomas  Moore 
Likewoise  the  late  Lord  Boyron,- 

Thim  aigles  sthrong 

Of  Godlike  song. 
Cast  oi  on  that  cast  oiron  I 

And  saw  thim  walls, 

And  glittering  halls, 
Thim  rising  slendtlier  columns, 

WTiich  I,  poor  pote, 

Could  not  denote, 
No,  not  in  twinty  voUums. 

My  Muse's  words 

Is  hke  the  birds 
That  roosts  beneath  the  panes  there; 

Iler  wings  she  spoils 

*Gainst  them  bright  toiloa,^ 
And  cracks  her  silly  brains  tliere. 


Tliw  Palace  tall. 
This  Cridtial  Hall, 
Which  imperors  might  covet^ 


The  towers  ajiJ  fkynes, 

In  oth*?r  ecajTiesj 
Tttc  fame  of  thl*  will  (Jtado, 

SniaL  Paufs  big  Uoona, 

SL  Payther*3  Room, 
And  DnbWa  proud  RotundoL 

*Tb  here  that  rotoi^ 
As  well  becomes 
Her  Ui^ltee  and  sUtionSj 

And  houlds  in  state 
The  Congress  of  the  Nations. 

Her  subjects  poiii-s 

FwMn  distant  shores, 
Iltr  Injians  and  Cauajiaiis; 

And  also  avc, 

Her  kingdoms  three, 
Attind  with  our  allagiance. 

Here  comes  likewise 

Her  bould  allies, 
Both  Asian  and  Europian ; 

From  East  and  West 

Tlipy  sent  their  best 
To  fill  her  Coornocopean. 

I  seen  (thank  Grace !) 

This  wondthrous  place 
(His  Nob]«*  Honor  Mistcer 

H.  Cole  it  was 

That  gave  the  pa'^s, 
And  let  me  see  what  is  there.) 

With  conscious  j)roide 
I  stud  insoid(* 
And  look'd  U\G  Wotld'^  Gretd  Fair  in, 
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Until  mo  sipfht 
Was  dtizzled  quite, 
And  coiildn  t  see  for  staring. 

There  *3  holy  saints 

And  window  paints. 
By  Maydiay  val  Pugin ; 

Alhamborough  Jones 

Did  paint  the  tones 
Of  yellow  and  gambouge  in. 

There 's  fountains  there 

And  crosses  fair ; 
There  *s  water-gods  with  urrns; 

Tliere  *s  organs  three, 

To  play,  d*  ye  see, 
"  God  save  the  Queen,"  by  turns. 

There  *s  statues  briglit 

Of  marble  white, 
Of  silver  and  of  copper, 

And  some  in  zink, 

And  some,  I  think. 
That  is  n*t  over  proper. 

There  *s  staym  Inprynes, 

That  stand  in  Unes, 
Enormous  and  amazing. 

That  squeal  and  snort, 

Like  whales  in  sport, 
Or  elephants  a-grazing. 

There  *s  carts  and  gigs, 

And  pins  for  pigs ; 
There 's  dibblers  and  there 's  harrow^s 

And  plows  like  toys, 

For  little  boys, 
And  iUegant  wheel-barrow's. 

For  them  genteela 
"Who  ri<lo  on  wheels, 
Tliere 's  plenty  to  indulge  em; 


F" 
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There 's  Droakys  Hang 

prom  Puytersibug 
And  vayhyfiJee  from  Bdgiimx 

Tliere  '&  Citli?  on  Standsij 

And  Shandthry  daans ; 
Therie  V  wagons  from  New  York  here ; 

There  ^a  Lapland  Slciglis, 

Have  cro^'d  the  e^'as, 
And  Jauntiag  Cara  from  Coric  hero^ 

Amazed  I  pas 

From  glasa  to  glas^ 
Debight<?*i  I  sarvi^  'em ; 

Frcati  wondthcrs  grows 

Beneath  me  DOse 
In  thifl  sublime  Itufiiyum. 

liOok,  hate  *b  &  &ii 

Frtun  far  J^a^iao, 
A  eaber  from  Damb^co; 

There 's  shawls  ye  gt?t 

From  far  Ttiib^t^ 
Antl  oottrjii  prints  from  GlasgOT^- 

TliLTc's  German  Ilutc3) 

Ami  Xn[jk^s  Arut;:iioniea ; 

BolmyuiuT. 

Has  sout  Bohayj 
Polonia  )i(?r  poloiiie?. 

There's  prauitc  flints 

Tliiit's  quite  iuiminse, 
There 's  flacks  of  coals  and  fuel?, 

There 's  swords  and  guns, 

And  soap  in  tuns, 
And  Ginger-bread  and  Jewels. 

There 's  taypot^s  there, 
And  cannons  rare ; 
There  *»  eof^?.  ^VQ,d  ^vvX\  rosea  ; 
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Thoru  'a  cuivas  tints, 
Teeth  iiistnimmta, 
And  sliuits  of  clothes  by  Moses. 

There 's  lasliins  more 

Of  things  in  store, 
But  thim  I  don't  remimber ; 

Nor  could  disclose 

Did  I  compose 
From  May  time  to  Nonmbcr. 

Ah,  Judy  thni ! 
With  eyes  so  blue, 

Tliat  you  wore  here  to  view  it  I 
And  could  I  screw- 
But  tu  pound  tu 

'Tis  I  would  thrait  you  to  it  ' 

So  let  us  raise 

Victoria's  praise, 
And  AllK?rt's  proud  condition, 

Tliat  takes  his  ayse 

As  he  surveys 
Tliis  Crystal  Exhibition. 


THE    SrECULATORS. 

W.   MAKEPEACE  THACKERAT 

The  night  was  stormy  and  tlark,  Tlie  town  was  shut  up  in 
sleep :  Only  those  were  abroad  who  were  out  on  a  lark.  Or 
tliosc  who  'd  no  beds  to  keep. 

I  piiA^W  through  the  lonely  street,  Tlie  wind  did  sing  and 
blow ;     I  could  hear  the  puliwman's  feet    Clapping  to  and  fro. 

There  stoo<l  a  p<.^tato-man  In  the  midst  of  all  tlie  wot ;  He 
stood  with  his  'tato-can     In  the  lonely  Hay  market 

Two  gents  of  dismal  mi(>n,  And  dork  and  greasy  rag«,  Cftme 
oat  of  a  shop  for  gin,    Swaggering  oxet  U:^^  Vl&^  \ 
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Sw'A;?1crerin(?  ovt.T  the  stonea,  Tii*a>c  shA-bby  buclc«  di4  wAJt' 
And  1  went  and  Ibllowc^  tlioep  wf^dy  one^  Ati*l  LirtpngMo 
tbcdr  tallc 

Was  X  Bobor  or  awnke  ?    Conlid  I  b«lieTC  my  eua  ? 
Mifmal  beggnre  iipake    Of  nothing  but  nuJro«i  t^baa^A 

1  \rondered  more  mid  tnoro :  8»ys  one — ^Good  friend  of 
miaeT  How  many  shares  h>y4'  yoti  vrKvt^  for  In  tli«  Pid*11r^ 
Bex  Juturtion  line?'' 


*'  I  wrotft  for  tw-enty,"  sayB  Jim,     ''  Bat  they  wouldii't  gire 

njG  o&fi  f"     Hia  Qomiade  Atrught  i:cbuked  biin    ¥oc  ih«  fully  he 
bad  done : 

"  0  Jim,  you  aro  unawari'S  Of  the  Avays  of  this  bad  town; 
/alwa}^^  write  for  five  hundred  sliares.  And  then  tliey  put  me 
down."' 


''  And  yr't  you  LTot  no  .-hares,"  Says  Jim,  ''  for  all  your  boa^t ;" 
''I  u'oiiJd  liave  wrote,"  says  Jaek,  ''  but  where  Wiis  tiie  penny 
to  jiay  the  post  T 

'*  I  lost,  for  I  eould  u't  ])ay  Tliat  first  instalment  up  ;  But 
h<M-e  's  taters  smokinir  liot — I  say     Let 's  stop,  my  boy,  and  sup." 

And  at  this  simple  fea^t  The  while  they  did  regale,  I  drew 
each  raggcnl  eapitalist     Down  on  my  left  tliumb-nail. 


Their  talk  did  me  perplex,  All  night  I  tumbled  and  toss'd 
And  thought  of  railroad  specs,  And  how  moncT  was  won  and 
lost. 


''Bless  rnilroads  evervAvhere,''  I  said,  "and  the  world's 
advance  ;  Bless  every  railroad  share  In  Italy,  Ireland,  France; 
For  never  a  beggar  need  now  despair,  And  every  rogue  has  a 
chance."   • 
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LETTER 

TBOM  MB.  noSEA  DIGLOW  TO  THE  HON.  J.  T.  BUCKINGHAM,  EDITOR 
Of  THE  BOSTON  COURIER,  COVERING  A  LETTER  FROM  MR.  B.  SAW- 
IN,   PRIVATE  IN   THE  MASSACHUSETTS   REGIMENT  IN  MEXICO. 

JAMES   RUSSELL   LOWELL. 

UuTWM  BuoKiKVM,  the  foUerin  Billet  was  writ  hum  by  a  Yong  feller  of  oar 
town  that  wax  caued  fool  enuff  to  goA  atruttia  inter  Hits  Chlif  arter  a  Dram 
and  fife,  it  ain't  Nater  for  a  frilcr  to  let  on  that  hc*i  dck  o*  any  bisoen  that  He 
went  intu  off  hit  own  free  will  and  a  Cord,  bat  I  rather  eaflate  he*i  middlin 
tired  o*  x'oluntearin  Uj  thiit  Time  I  blcfve  u  may  put  dependonta  on  hin  atate- 
mence.  Fur  I  never  heered  nothin  bad  on  him  let  Alone  hii  harin  what  Paraon 
Wilbur  caLi  a  ponffuhoiig  for  cocktal.^a,  and  lie  ics  it  wuz  a  toahiathan  of  ideea  aot 
him  agoin  art<fr  the  Crootin  Sargiont  coa  he  wore  a  eocktale  onto  his  hat 

bit  Folks  gin  the  letter  to  me  and  i  shew  it  to  parson  Wilbur  and  he  ses  it 
mtghter  Boe  printed,  send  It  to  mister  Dackinum,  sea  he,  i  don't  uUrrs  agree 
with  him,  ses  he,  but  by  Time,  says  he,  I  du  like  a  feller  that  ain't  a  Fiared. 

I  hare  Intaaspassed  a  Few  refleckshuns  hear  and  thair.  We're  kind  o'  prest 
mith  lla>-in. 

Ewers  respecfly 

IIOSE.V  BTOU)W. 

This  kin<l  o*  sogerin*  aint  a  niiti*  like  our  October  trainin', 

A  chap  could  clear  right  out  from  there  ef  *t  only  looke<i  likt* 

rainin'. 
An*  th*  Cunnles,  tu,  could  kiver  up  their  shappoes  with  hjin- 

<ianners, 
An*  send  the  insines  s»kootin*  to  the  bar-room  with  their  bannt'n*, 
(Fear  o'  gittin'  on  'em  spotte<l),  an'  a  feller  could  cry  fjuarter 
Ef  he  firetl  away  his  ramrod  arter  tu  nmch  rum  an'  water. 
Recollect  wut  fun  we  hed.  you  'n  I  an'  Ezry  HoUis, 
Up  there  to  Waltham  pLiin  last  fall,  aliavin'  the  Comwallis  ?♦ 
This  sort  o*  tiling  aint  jest  like  thet — I  wish  thet  I  wuz  furder — ^1 
Niraepuncc  a  day  fer  killin'  folks  comes  kind  o*  low  fer  munler 
(Wy  I  've  worked  out  to  alarterin'  some  for  Deacon  Cephas 

BilUns, 
An*  in  the  hanlost  times  there  wuz  I  oilers  tetehed  ten  shillins). 
There 's  sutthin'  gits  into  my  throat  thet  makes  it  hard  to  ^waller. 
It  com<?s  so  nateral  to  think  abtjut  a  hempen  collar ; 
It  *s  glory — hut,  in  spit«»  o*  all  my  trj-in  to  git  callou.^ 
I  feol  a  kind  o'  in  a  «Mrt,  aridin'  to  the  gjillus. 

*  I  butt  the  Site  of  a  f«Il(*r  with  a  muAkIt  as  I  do  plzn  Bat  thalrltfaB  wa 
eonnralUs  I  ain't  At:oin  to  deny  ir.—II.  B. 
t  b«  mciaiif  Not  quite  no  (^  I  gaoH.— IL  B. 
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But  when  it  oomea  to  &«*»'  killed — I  tell  ye  I  felt  rtretk«d 
Tlie  fui?!  tmi(>  CTCT  I  fcnuid  out  wy  bnggiotiets  wu*  pt;akl^*l ; 

Herc  's  how  it  ^viiz :  I  »tArte<l  out  to  go  to  a  JuudiJigOj 
The  sentitml  he  ujis  an'  acz,  *'  Thct '«  furd^r  'iui  ygm  can  go." 
*' None  o' your  siltm/*  eei  I^  sesbe,  '^StAo*  bockT     '^Aiatyoa 

Scz  I»  "  I  ^m  up  to  (Ul  thet  air,  I  guess  T  'v«  beii  to  mi»ter; 
I  know  wy  setitinuL^  ^r  eot  j  you  aint  agoin^  to  cat  uf^ ; 
GsJcfa  haiat  no  monopoly  to  court  the  seenore&taH  ] 
My  foUs  to  hum  air  full  ez  good  ci  liisn  be,  by  golly!" 
Au*  BO  ei  I  V'ua  goia'  by,  not  thinkin'  wut  would  foUy^ 
Thf!  overlastin'  cus  he  stuck  his  one^protigpd  pitchfork  in  me 
An'  mfl.de  &  holf  right  thru  my  clo^e  ce  ef  I  ttuz  an  in' ray. 
Wjil,  it  beats  ah  how  big  I  fdt  hoorairiu^  in  ole  Funnel 
Wfifti  ilii?ter  BoUes  be  gin  tlut^  sword  to  our  Lt^flonant  Ouaale 
(lt*s  Mi3t*fr  Secondary  BoUes^*  thet  writ  the  prize  peace  easoy; 
Thet  'a  wy  be  didn^t  list  himself  aion^  o'  TV--,  T  Ll.^^^i^y), 
An'  Rantoul,  tu,  Uilk^d  pooty  loud,  but  don't  put  Jiis  foot  in  it, 
Cuz  human  life  's  so  sacred  Ihct  he  's  principled  agin'  it — 
Though  I  myself  can  't  rightly  S(^c  it 's  any  wus  achokin'  on  'em 
Thau  puttin'  bullets  thru  their  lights,  or  with  a  bagnet  pokin'  on 

'em  ; 
liow  (Ireflle  slick  he  reeled  it  off  (like  Blitz  at  our  lyceum 
Aliaulin'  ribbins  iVom  his  chops  so  quick  you  skeercely  Sk^e  'em), 
About  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  (an'  saxons  would  be  handy 
To  do  the  buryin'  down  her*'  upon  the  Rio  Grandy), 
Aljout  our  patriotic  pas  an'  our  star-spangled  banner, 
Our  eouutry's  bird  alookiu'  on  an'  singin'  out  hosanner, 
An'  how  he  (^Mister  li  himsell')  wuz  happy  fer  Ameriky — 
I  felt,  ez  sister  Patieucti  sez,  a  leetle  mite  histericky. 
I  felt,  I  swon,  ez  tliough  it  wuz  a  drelUe  kind  o'  privilege 
Atrampin'  round   thru  Boston   streets  among  the  gutter's  drive- 

lage  ; 
1  act'lly  thought  it  wuz  a  treat  to  hear  a  little  drummin', 
An'  it  did  bonyfidy  seem  millanyum  wuz  acorain' 
"Wen  all  on   us  got  suits   (darniNi   like  them  wore  in  the  stat^' 

prison) 
An'  every  ft-ller  frit  ez  thougli  all  ]^b>xico  wuz  hisn.f 

"  tho  iLrnorniit  crt^ol.T  moans  S,<kkct;iry;  blithe  oUors  Bturk  to  his  books  like 
cobbler's  w,i.\  to  un  ilf-stonc.  —  II.  15. 

t  it  must  be  nloiul  that  t hare's  a  Ktrrak  o'  iiator  in  l-jvin'  sho,  but  it  &irtinly  is 
1  of  the  curusest  tliVu'^aln  v\a\vt  lo  sqc.  «.  T\v.'\^<iO«.VAV>v,  .\x\  ^ojcsd*  denier  (dcekon 
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This  *ere  *8  alx)ut  the  meanest  place  a  skunk  could  wal  diskiver 
(Saltillo  'a  Mexican,  I  b'lieve,  for  wut  we  call  Sallriv<.»r). 
The  sort  o*  trash  a  leller  gits  to  eat  doos  beat  all  nater, 
I  'd  give  a  year's  pay  fer  a  sniell  o*  one  good  bluenose  tater ; 
The  country  here  thet  Mister  Belles  declared  to  be  so  charmin' 
Throughout  is  swarmin'  with  the  most  alamiiii'  kind  o'  varmin*. 
He  talkeil  about  deli^Iiis  froots,  but  th(*n  it  wuz  a  wopper  all, 
The  holl  on't  's  mud  an*  prickly  pears,  with  here  an*  tliere  a 

chapparal ; 
You  see  a  feller  peekin'  out,  an*,  fust  you  know,  a  lariat 
Is  round  your  Uiroat  en*  you  a  copse,  'fore  you  can  say,  "  "VVut 

air  ye  at  ?"♦ 
You  never  see  sech  darned  gret  bugs  (it  may  not  be  irrelevant 
To  say  I  've  seen  a  scarabcew  piiularius  f  big  ee  a  year  old  ele- 
phant). 
The  rigiment  come  up  one  day  in  time  to  stop  a  red  bug 
From  runnin*  off  with  Cunnle  Wright — ^'t  wuz  jest  a  common 

rimex  leciularius. 
One  night  I  started  up  on  een<l  an'  tliought  I  wuz  to  hum  agin, 
I  heem  a  horn,  tliinks  I  it 's  Sol  the  fisherman  hez  come  agin, 
Si»  bellowses  is  sound  enough — vz  I  'm  a  livin*  creeter, 
I  felt  a  tiling  go  thru  my  leg — 't  wuz  nothin'  more  'n  a  skeeterl 
Then  there 's  tlie  yaller  fever,  tu.  thoy  call  it  here  el  vomito— 
(Come,  thet  wun't  du,  you  landorab  there,  I  tell  ye  to  le*  go  my 

toe! 
My  gracious !  it 's  a  scoqjion  thet 's  took  a  shine  to  play  with  *t, 
I  dars  n't  ske<T  the  turnal  thing  fer  fear  he  'd  run  away  with  't). 
Afore  I  come  away  from  hum  I  ht'd  a  strong  per^ua.'^ion 
Tliet  Mexicaas  worn't  human  bean^J — an  uurang  tMitang  nation, 
A  sort  o'  folks  a  chap  could  kill  an*  never  dream  on  "t  arter. 
No  more  'n  a  feller  W  dream  o'  pigs  tliet  he  hed  lied  to  slarter ; 


off  A  ehiitcb  mmjhj)  a  ri;^n*  himself  out  in  the  Wol;fh  th^j  da  and  stnittin* 
roond  in  th«  Reign  aspilin*  bin  trowHia  atmI  rnulciir  wvt  p>o<li  of  hiraaclf.  E  fanj 
thlo'a  fooUiher  and  in>or  dioUus  than  niilitorry  glo.iry  it  1«  luiliihj  giuAiy.— 

H.  a 

*  the«*  fellen  nn*  tpitj  proppillr  called  llank  Ilorof*.  and  the  more  tha  kl!t 
the  ranker  and  more  Ilorowick  tlia  hokum. — II.  B. 

t  it  wnx  "  tamMi'ba;;'*  ax  ho  Writ  it,  but  the  pariwn  put  the  I^tten  insttld.  i 
Md  tother  maid  botti-r  mcot><r,  but  he  tuiid  th.t  was  eddvknt**d  prepl  to  BiMton 
■ad  tha  would  n*t  sUn'  it  no  how.  id  now  aa  th.<%  irooJ  and  idnow  a«  tha  wood.— 
R  BL 

I  h* means  human  hciu*^  xh-\i'A  wut  Ui*  mi-a  )<.  i  Kpipi'  1i-.*  kiiidt-r  tboofht  tbtt 
ws  baman  beans  ware  the  Xlulo  Pules  conies  from.— II.  R 
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I  "d  nn  idee  Ibct  tbey  were  built  tiH<*r  the  darkif^  fiwliioQ  «.\\ 
AtC  kiijltin*  colofed  folks  aliout^  you  kaow,  *s  a  kind  o'  DfttiuiuJ; 
But  wb(?Ti  1  jiiied  I  wora*t  po  wise  «  tJifrt  uir  quf^n  o*  Bh^jr 
Fer  come  to  look  at 'em,  they  aiatmudi  tiiff'Tvnt  Irom  wot  wie^ 
An'  liere  we  air  MCtougin'  'em  out  o'  Uiir  own  dotninioti*, 
A'^helte^m*  'em,  ca  Onleb  Bt*z,  under  our  PA^'}r?'s  pinion.^ 
Wich  mPHTia  to  take  A  feUtir  up  j<?si  by  liie  pl»ck  o'  's  troTrsis 
Aju'  walk  him  Bpaouh  ele<m  ri^ht  out  o'  all  his  homos  an*  Lousea; 
Wttlj  it  doo9  s(?em  a  curue  wjiy,  but  tlieii  Ijooraw  f*jr  JackeOD ! 
It  mu^t  be  rig-bt,  fer  Caleb  en?3  it 's  reg'lar  Anglo-saxou. 
Th(*  Blex'caus  don't  fight  fikir,  they  mj,  they  i^Iz'n  a1|  ih^a  water, 
An'  du  atnfljcm'  \oi»  o'  Uiioga  thet  is  n't  wut  iJic^  oogh'  ter ; 
Bern'  \}ioy  bnint  no  lead^  they  loake  their  bullets  out  o'  otjpper 
An*  (dioot  Ihn  liamed  ihLn^  at  ua,  tJa^  which  Calftb  st«  aint  proper; 
He  SKt  tliey  '^1  (.m^^W  to  i>tiui'  ri^^tit  up  an'  h^t  us  pop  'em  fairly 
(Guess  weu  lie  ketclies  'em  nt  tbot  ho  'H  hov  to  pit  up  iurfj), 
Tht't  Dur  nation  *3  bigger  *n  theirn  an'  eo  ita  j-ifrht?  air  bifrg^^r^ 
An'  thet  it 's  jill  to  make  'cm  fi'ee  that  we  air  piiHin'  trigger, 
Tlict  xVnirlo  Saxon- loin's  iiku^  's  abreakin'  'em  to  pioce?, 
An'  thet  i«le*'  's  tlict  (-very  man  doos  j.'>t  wnt  he  damn  pleases; 
Ef  I  don't  make  liis  moanin'  clear,  [)crhaj)S  in  some  re.-'pex  I  can, 
I  know  thai  '•  every  man"  don't  mean  a  nii:i:er  or  a  Mexican  ; 
An'  there  's  another  thini,^  I  kiKtw,  an"  thet  is,  ef  the^e  creeUirs, 
Thot  stick  an  Anglo-wsaxon  ma-k  onto  State-i>rison  leeturs, 
Shonld  come  to  Jaalam  Center  ler  to  ar-i^nfv  an'  s|)ont  on  't, 
The  j^^als  'ould  count   the   silver  spoons   the   minnit  they  cleared 
out  on  'l 


TIiLs  *^o\n'  waiv  uloiy  Avaits  ye  haiut  one  agreeable  feetur. 
An'  cf  it  worn't  ler  wakin'  snakes,  I  'd  home  agin  short  meter; 
O,  would  n't  1  be  oli"  quick  time,  ef  't  worn't  thet  I  wnz  sartin 
They'd  let  the  dayliirht  into  me  to  pay  me  ler  desartin  I 
I  don't  approve  o'  tellin'  tales,  but  jest  to  you  I  may  state 
Our  ossiters  aint  wut  they  wnz  afore  they  left  the  Baystate  • 
Then  it  wuz  "  Mister  Sawin,  sir,  you  're  middlin'  well  now,  be  ye? 


Step  up  an'  take  a  nipjM'i-,  su' ; 
B«t   now   it'  s   ''  Ware  's    jny 

il'tch  it  ! 
Au'  mind  your  eyr,  be   thmi 

ketcli  it ! 

Wal,  ez  the  Doctor  sr/.  s*.)rne  p.^rk  will  bil-'  so,  but  by  mi.i^hty, 
J-A   I  lied  some  ou  'e\n  Vo  Vwuu,  V\\  ^^v\v!  'v?\\\  V\wkv.via  vit\\ 


I  'm  drefde  .^-lad  to  sec  ye  ;" 
cjipylet  ?    her»',   Sawin.    step   an' 

id'rin'  spry,  or,  damn  ye,  you  shall 
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I  *d  play  tho  rogue's  march  on  tlioir  hides  an*  other  music  fol- 

lerin' • 

But  I  must  close  my  letter  here,  for  one  on  'em  's  a-hoUerin', 
These  Anglosaxon  ossifers — wal,  taint  no  use  ajawin', 
I  'm  safe  enlisted  fer  the  war, 

Youm, 

BiRDOFREOOlf   SaWDT. 


A    LETTER 

ritOlf  A  CANDIDATK  FOR  THE  PRESIDENCY  IN  ANSWER  TO  SUTTIir 
QUESTIONS  PROPOSED  BY  MR.  UOSEA  BIQLOW,  INCLOSED  IN  A  NOTE 
FROM  MR.  BIGLOW  TO  8.  If.  GAY,  ESQ.,  EDITOR  OF  THE  NATIONAL 
ANTI-SLAVERY   STANDARD. 

JAMES   RUSSELL   LOWELL. 

Dns  Sib  lu  gitt  to  be  the  fashun  now  to  rite  Icttvra  to  the  candid  8a  and  i  vns 
eboM  at  a  public  Mcetln  In  Jaloam  to  da  wut  wu«  ncMary  fur  that  town,  i  writ 
to  S71  fdneraU  and  gut  ars?n  to  WD.  tba  air  crtUed  candid  8i  bat  I  don't  aeo 
nothln  candid  aboat  em.  thin  here  1  which  I  send  wua  thought  tattj'i  factory. 
I  donno  aa  it*a  aihle  to  print  Puacripa,  bot  aa  all  the  anaera  I  got  bed  the  aalm,  I 
^o«ed  Ir  wna  beat,  timoa  baa  greUy  changed.  Formilj  to  knock  a  man  into  a 
cocked  hat  wua  to  uao  blm  up,  but  now  it  ony  giroa  him  a  chance  far  the  chcef 
Baadgoatracj.—  II.  B. 

Dear  Sir — You  wi.-sh  to  know  my  notions 

On  sartin  pints  thet  rile  the  hmd  ;  » 

There's  notliin'  thet  my  natur  so  shun:< 

Ee  bein'  mum  or  undtrhan<l ; 
I  'm  a  straight-?! »oken  kind  o'  creetur 

Thet  blurts  ri^cht  out  wut's  in  hvn  head, 
An'  ef  I  've  one  pecooler  feetur. 

It  is  a  nose  thet  wunt  Iw  led. 

So,  to  begin  at  the  beginnin' ; 

An  come  directly  to  the  pint, 
I  tliink  the  country's  imderpinnin* 

I:»  some  consid'ble  out  o'  jint ; 
I  uint  apoin'  to  try  your  pati*-nco 

By  tellin'  who  done  tliu*  or  thet, 
I  don't  make  no  insinooationa, 

I  j«*st  let  on  I  smell  a  rat. 
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ThiTt  is,  I  Tfttniij  it  schema  tn  trn?  &o, 

Bift,  ef  tbu  fKjhlit?  Uiink  I  *ni  wroog, 
I  Tvuut  deny  but  wut  1  be  eo — 

Ad',  fhct,  it  Uou't  smell  xtrj  atrotig ; 
My  mind  'a  ta  fair  to  loae  iti  bAlance 

An'  say  wich  party  hez  tnoet  sen^e ; 
Th^K  Diiij  be  folka  o'  greater  talenoe 

The  I  can't  w;t  stiddier  an  the  fenc«L 


1  'ni  an  eclectic:  e«  to  choosin' 

Twixt  t)iis  on'  thet^  I  *ta  plaguy  Inwtb  ; 
I  )cav^  a  aiJo  lUct  looks  like  \o^n\ 

But  (wile  there  'a  doubt)  I  Btick  to  both  ,^ 
I  8tan'  Kipt^n  tke  Con^tiLutLou, 

E^  pn^jiiuat  atateamun  say^  wLo  Ve  pl;innefi 
A  Wfiy  lo  ^(Jt  rlie  most  profii^irtn 

0'  c'bani'cs  ez  to  ware  thoy  '11  stand. 

Ez  f<'i'  tlio  war,  I  _iro  agin  it — 

I  iiK'aii  to  say  I  kind  o'  dii — 
Tlirf  is.  I  mean  tliet.  l)i'iii'  in  it. 

Tiio  l.M-st  way  wuz  to  fi/lit  it  thru; 
Not  hut  wut  alj~tJ"act  wai-  i<  horrid, 

I  siLTii  to  tlK't  with  all  my  lu-art  — 
But  civlyzation  doos  </]\  forrifi 

Soinetinnv>  upon  a  powd^r-rart. 

Aljout  ihct  dariK'*!  Proviso  niattrr 

I  iKJver  lied  a  irrain  o'  doubt, 
Nor  I  aint  on<^  my  sou-e  to  scatter 

So  's  no  one  could  n't  [)ick  it  out; 
My  l(.)ve  fcr  North  an'  South  is  equil, 

So  I  '11  ju^t  answer  })lump  an'  frank, 
No  matter  wut  may  be  the  S(^(piil — 

Yes,  sir.  I  am  a^rin  a  Bank. 


Ez  to  tlie  answerin'  o'  questions, 

I  'am  an  olT  ox  at  bein'  druv, 
Thou;jli  I  aint  on  •  thet  ary  test  shuns 
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Kind  o'  promiscoous  I  go  it 

For  tlie  boll  country,  au'  the  ground 
I  take,  ez  nigh  cz  I  can  show  it, 

Is  pooty  gen'ally  all  round. 

I  don't  appnive  o*  givin'  pledges ; 

You  *d  ough'  to  leave  a  feller  free, 
An'  not  go  knockin'  out  the  wedges 

To  ketch  his  fingers  in  tlic  tree ; 
Pledges  air  awlle  breachy  cattle 

Thet  preudent  farmers  don't  turn  out — 
£z  long  'z  tlie  people  git  tlieir  rattle, 

Wut  is  there  fer  'm  to  grout  about  ? 

Kz  to  tlie  slaves,  there  *»  no  confusion 

In  my  idees  consamin*  them — 
/  think  they  air  an  Institution, 

A  sort  of — yes,  jest  so — ahem : 
Do  /  own  any  ?    Of  my  merit 

On  tlK't  pint  you  yourself  may  jtHlgej 
All  is,  I  never  drink  no  spent, 

Nor  I  haint  never  signed  no  ple^lge. 

Ez  to  my  principl«*s,  1  i:U)rv 

In  heviu'  uothin'  u'  the  sort : 
I  aint  a  Wig,  I  aint  a  Tory, 

I  'm  jest  a  candidate,  in  short ; 
Thet 's  fair  an'  square  an'  parpendioler, 

But^  ef  the  PubUc  cares  a  fig 
To  bev  me  an*  thm'  in  j>articler. 

Wy,  I  'm  a  kind  o'  peri-wig. 

I^  S. 

Ez  we  *re  a  sort  o'  privatccrin\ 

O*  course,  you  know,  it  'a  slieer  an'  sheer, 
An'  there  is  suttliin'  wuth  your  hearin* 

I  '11  mention  in  your  privit  ear ; 
Ef  you  git  mt  inside  the  White  House, 

Your  head  witli  ile  I  '11  kin  o'  'nint 
By  gittin'  you  inside  tlie  Liglit-house 

Down  to  the  eend  o*  Jaftlam  PinV. 
27 
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An*  e£  Iho  North  hez  took  to  brn&tlui' 

At  Will'  *crc»ujc»?tl  ti-am  off  iho  ro«.t^ 
I  '11  tell  y**  wut  '11  tove  all  tUGstiii' 

An*  give  our  eidfl  u  Unrnsotne  boofl]^— 
Tell  'fm  tLet  on  tlie  Slavery  quMtion 

1  'jn  Rjimr,  althou^^h  to  ^^poak  I  'm  bwtit ; 
This  pivea  joa  a  ?ale  pint  to  roat  on, 

An'  leaves  me  Troniin'  South  by  Nortk 


THE    CANDIDATE'S    CREED. 


(niGLOW    PAFERS.) 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

I  DU  believe  in  Freedom's  c^use. 

Ez  fur  awav  ez  Paris  is ; 
I  love  to  see  lior  stick  lier  claws 

In  tlicm  infamnl  I'harisces  ; 
It 's  wal  enonp:li  a^^in  a  king 

To  «lror  resolves  and  triggers, — 
But  libbaty  \s  a  kind  o'  thing 

Tlict  (hm't  agree  with  niggers. 

1  du  believe  the  people  want 

A  tax  on  teas  and  eofTees, 
Tliet  nothin'  aiiit  extravvgnnt, — 

Purvidin'  I  'm  in  olTice ; 
For  I  hev  loved  my  country  sencc 

My  eye-teeth  filled  their  sockets, 
An'  Uncle  Sam  I  reverence, 

Partic'larly  his  pockets. 

I  dn  V)elieve  in  aiiJj  plan 

0'  levyin   the  taxes, 
Ez  long  ez,  like  a  lumberman, 

I  git  ji'st  wut  I  axes: 
I  go  free-trarle  thru  thick  an'  thin, 

Pccaus-'  it  kind  o'  rouses 
The  folk--,  to  vote — and  keep  us  in 
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I  dii  bolit've  it's  wiw?  an'  good 

To  Pc*a'  out  furrin  missions, 
Thct  id,  on  sartin  understood 

An*  orUjydox  conditions ; — 
I  mean  nine  thousan'  duU^.  per  ann., 

Nine  tbousan'  more  ier  outdt. 
An'  me  to  recommend  a  man 

Tlic  place  'ould  jest  about  fit 

I  du  believe  in  special  ways 

0'  prayin'  an'  convartin' ; 
The  bread  comes  back  in  many  daya^ 

An'  buttered,  tu,  fer  sartin ; — 
I  moan  in  preyin'  till  one  busts 

On  wut  tlie  party  chooses, 
An'  in  convartin*  public  trusts 

To  very  privit  uses. 

I  do  believe  hard  coin  the  stuff 

Fer  'lectioneers  to  spout  on ; 
The  people 's  oUers  soft  enough 

To  make  hard  money  out  on ; 
Dear  Uncle  Sam  pervides  fer  his, 

An'  gives  a  good-size<l  junk  to  all — 
I  don't  care  how  hard  money  is, 

£z  long  ez  mine 's  |)aid  punctooaL 

I  du  )K*Iieve  >vith  all  my  soul 

In  the  gret  Press's  freedom. 
To  pint  the  people  to  tlie  goal 

An'  in  the  traces  lead  'em : 
Palsied  the  nnn  thet  forges  yokes 

At  my  fat  contracts  squintin', 
An'  withennl  be  tlie  noA»  thet  pokes 

IntiT  the  gov'mcnt  printin' ! 

I  du  believe  thet  I  should  give 

Wut 's  hw'n  unto  Oesar, 
Fer  it's  by  him  I  move  an'  hve, 

From  him  my  bread  an'  cheeM  tax  \ 
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I  du  bdiure  thet  *11  o*  me 

Doth  bftw  hui  w>u;>erseii|)tinnf — 

Will,  conf«ic[j(»,  hotu>r,  boiM^ty, 
Ail'  tiiiBg^  0*  tht^t  dci^ptioiL 


1  dti  beliere  in  prajet  an'  praise 

Tu  liTra  tiict  h<f£  th(^  gr«J3tit]' 
0'  jobs — ^In  f  very  thin'  diet  pajs^ 

But  nxi>*t  of  all  in  Cjuttin'  ; 
This  dolb  my  cup  witb  marcies  fiU, 

Tliia  Iftja  all  tbon^ht  o'  ein  to  rest — 
1  don*t  b*?lieve  in  priucerpl^, 

Bat,  0,  I  da  in  interest 

I  du  believe  in  bein*  this 

Or  tbet^  ez  it  may  happen 
One  way,  or  t'  otlior  hendiest  is 

To  kt^tcli  the  peopli'  n.-ijipin'  ; 
It  ciiiit  by  princorples  nor  men 

My  preudent  course  is  steadied — 
I  .^oent  wicli  pays  the  best,  an'  then 

Go  into  it  l)aMheaded. 


I  du  believe  thet  holdiu  slaves 

Conies  nat'ral  tu  a  President, 
Let  'lone  tlie  rowdedow  it  saves 

To  liave  a  wal-broke  preeedunt ; 
Fer  any  oflice,  small  or  gret, 

I  could  'nt  ax  with  no  ilice. 
Without  I'd  been,  thru  dry  an'  wet, 

The  unrizziest  kind  o'  dou«]rhface. 


I  du  believe  wutcver  trash 

'11  keep  tlie  peo])le  in  blindness, — 
Thet  we  the  Mexicans  can  thrash 

Right  inter  brotherly  kindness — 
Thet  bombshells,  i^rape,  an'  powder  'n'  ball 

Air  good-will's  strongest  magnets — 
Thet  j)eace,  to  make  it  stick  at  all, 

^U\s>t  V)e  dtvw  m  VH\\i\  V^.^\\vi\s>, 
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In  short,  T  firmly  du  liclieve 

In  Humbug  gciicmiUy, 
FtT  it.  's  a  thing  thet  I  pt'rc<?ive 

To  hev  u  soHd  vnlly : 
This  heth  my  fiithful  shepherd  ben. 

In  pasturs  sweet  heth  led  me, 
An'  Uiis  'll  keep  the  people  green 

To  feed  ez  they  have  fed  me. 


THE    COURTIN'. 

JAMES   RUBSBLL  LOWELL. 

Zekle  crop'  up,  quite  unbeknown, 

An'  pi.Miked  in  thru  the  winder, 
An  there  not  Iluldy  all  alone, 

'ith  no  one  nigh  to  bender. 

Agin'  the  ehimbly  crooknecks  hung, 

An'  in  among  *em  ru.stfd 
The  ole  queen's  arm  thi?t  gnm'tlKT  Young 

Fetched  back  from  Concord  bu;«tcd 

The  wannut  logs  shot  sparkles  out 

Toward  the  pootiest,  bless  h(?r ! 
An'  leetlc  fm^s  danced  all  about 

The  chiny  on  the  dresser. 

Tlie  very  room,  coz  she  wuz  in, 

I/(X)ked  warm  frum  floor  to  ceilin*. 
An'  she  looked  lull  w.  ro-^y  ajrin 

Ez  th'  apple  she  wuz  peelin*. 

She  hoertl  a  fot>t  an'  knowd  it,  tu, 

Araspin'  on  the  skTaper — 
All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Lik«;  s|>arks  in  bumt-up  pajH^r. 

He  kin'  o'  I'itered  on  the  mat, 

Some  doubt  tie  (>f  the  stvkle : 
His  heart  kep'  goin'  pitypat, 

Bui  hem  went  pity  ^VW. 


MO 


;WTltIC    XHT>    N0?TD£SCH1PT 


A    SONG    FOE    A    CATARRH. 

flfy  Baxj  Alk  is  like  iho  mt^ 

Whe?  at  tlic  dawJ  it  flifes 


Itflgoldelft&U-  -'^--^-^ 

-tpo? 

Earth's  gmel  » 

rthij)g& 

TI  vai?  1  sue,  I  o^v  >* 

Froif  her  a  so( 

F^^ 

Biit  BOO?  OB  I  by 

h^ 

She  cries  0  fc 

!» 

Teal  yesl  the  I 

f  her  90 

I?b!    tol    h\    l.n,y 

-By  J3!ary  AHe  is  like  the  moo2^ 

Whe/  first  her  silver  sheei 
Awakes  the  TightiZgale's  soft  tufe, 

That  else  had  sile/t  beeZ. 
But  Bury  Affe,  like  darkest  Tight, 

01  he,  alas  I  looks  dowZ/ 
Her  sfeiles  ol  others  beai  their  light, 

Her  frowfe  are  all  by  owL 
I  've  but  ole  burtheZ  to  by  soZg — 

Her  frowZs  are  all  by  owZL 


EPITAPH    ON    A    CANDLE. 

A  wicked  one  lies  buried  here, 

Who  died  in  a  decline ; 
He  never  rose  in  rank,  I  fear, 

Though  he  was  bom  to  shine. 


He  oTvce  was /a/,  but  now,  indeed, 
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One  tiling  of  him  is  aaid  with  truth, 

Witli  which  I  'm  much  amused ; 
It  is — that  when  he  stood,  forsooth, 

A  stick  he  always  used. 

Now  unndingsheets  he  sometimes  made, 

But  this  was  not  enough. 
For  finding  it  a  poorish  trade, 

He  also  dealt  in  anvff. 

If  e*er  you  said  "  Oo  out^  1  pray," 

He  much  ill  nature  show'd ; 
On  such  occasions  he  would  say, 

'^Vy,  ifldo, /mfctoirU" 

In  tliis  his  friends  do  all  agree. 

Although  you  'U  think  I  'm  joking. 
When  going  out  'tis  said  that  ho 

Was  very  foml  of  smoJcing. 

Since  all  religion  he  despist'd, 

Let  these  few  words  suffice. 
Before  he  ever  was  baptized 

They  dipp'd  him  once  or  twice. 


POETRY   OX   AX   IMPROVED   PRIXCIPLR 

A    REXCONTKR   WITU    A   TEA-TOTALLEK. 

prxcB. 

Ok  going  forth  last  night,  a  friend  to  sum*, 

I  met  a  man  by  trade  a  M-n-o-ft  ; 

Reeling  along  the  path  he  hehi  hi:*  way. 

"Ho!  ho!"  quoth  I, '•  he *8  d-r-u-n-it;' 

Then  thus  to  him — **  Were  it  not  bettor,  far, 

You  wcrt*  a  little  s-o-b-o-r/ 

'T  were  happi(>r  for  your  family.  I  gue:*^ 

Tlian  playing  of  such  rum  r-i-p-». 

Besides,  all  drunkanls,  when  policemen  sec  *cm, 

Arc  taken  up  at  once  by  t-h-e-mr 
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tf  Jil*?  ilrimk !"  Uie  C45bbler  criwl,  "  the*  (kril  trouble  jvwtl 

Ytju  wimt  ir>  kick  up  a  blest  r^t>-tt*. 

Now,  may  I  never  wish  to  work  for  Hoh^, 

If  dtflin  I  "ve  Ijod  I''  (ihc  lyiiig  ^ii-o^  f) 

I  've  juaL  retuniM  from  b.  te^loUJ  partyf 

Twelve  oti  us  jammed  in  a  epria^  c^-f^t 

The  mtm  aa  lectured^  now,  vo*  druok  j  wby,  Wess  yc. 

He  *s  sent  home  in  &  c-b-a-i-^-f* 

He  'd  Ukcn  w  nmcli  lu^h  iottj  hi*  beflj, 

I  *m  ble?t  if  h©  could  t-o-dd-J-f . 

A  pair  i>n  'em — hisself  iind  hi:i?  (jood  lady ; — 

The  ^n  had  got  into  her  b-^ir-uni, 

{}Ay  eye  imd  Betty  I  what  weak  morula  wc  tu^ ; 

Thfif  i<aid  ihey  took  but  pager  Imj-*^  f) 

Bi>r  n*  Tir  rr,.L  J  \  h*  ^Mi-k"^  ^1  wuji  ratlie?  ropy) 

All  day  to  weak  imperial  p-o-p. 

And  now  we  Ve  bad  this  little  bit  o*  sparrin', 

Just  stand  a  q-ii-a-r-t-e-r-«  /" 


ON    A    Pi  EJECTED    NOSEGAY, 


OFFEnKD    nv    TMK    AL'TIIOR    TO    A    RKAT'TlFrL    YOrXG    LADY,  WHO 
RKTL-RNED    IT. 

PUNCH. 

WiiAi- !   ihrii  you  won't  ai-copt  it,  wont  you  ?     Oh  ! 

No  matter:   psliaw!   my  heart  is  breaking,  though. 

^fy  bouquet  is  n-jecteil  ;  let  it  bo  : 

For  what  am  I  to  you.  or  yuu  to  me? 

'Tis  tnu'  I  once  had  hoped  ;   but  now,  alas! 

Well,  Well:  'tis  ov<m-  now,  and  let  it  pass. 

I  was  a  fool — j.eichance  I  am  so  still ; 

You  won't  ace>-))t  it  !   Lot  iiie  (h'eam  you  will : 

But  that  were  i<lle.     Shall  we  meet  again? 

AVliy  should  we  ?     Water  lor  my  burning  brain? 

I  couM  have  loved  thee — Could  I     I  love  thee  yet; 

Can  only  Lethe  teaeh  me  to  foi'get  ? 

Oblivion's  l»alm,  oh  tell  me  where  to  find  ! 

Is  it  a  tenant  of  the  angui-h'd  mind  ? 

Or  is  it  ? — ha  I  at  last  I  see  it  come  ; 

VV'aiter  !  abolt\e  o?  yov\T  o\v\c^\.\mw. 
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A    SERENADE. 

PUNCH. 

Smile,  larly,  smile!  (Bkss  me  I  what  *«  thcUf 

Confound  the  cat  /) — 

Smile,  lady,  smile  I     One  glance  bestow 

On  liim  who  sadly  waits  below, 

To  catch— (Jl  villain  up  above 

Has  throum  some  wcUer  on  ww,  love  f) 

To  catch  one  token — 

(  Ohy  Lard  I  my  head  is  broken  ; 

The  wretch  who  threw  the  water  down^ 

Has  dropped  the  jug  upon  my  crottm) — 

To  catch  one  token,  which  shall  be 

As  dear  as  life  itself  to  mo. 

List,  lady,  then ;  while  on  my  lute 

I  breatlie  soil — (Xo  I  Fll  not  he  quiet ; 

How  dare  you  call  my  serenade  a  riot  f 

I  do  defy  you) — wliile  upon  my  lute 

I  breatlic  soft  sighs — (  Fw,  /  dutpute 

Tour  right  to  stop  me — breathe  soft  sighsL 

Grant  but  one  look  from  those  dear  eyes — 

(TTiere^  take  thai  stupid  noddJe  in  again  ; 

Call  the  police  I — do  I  I II  prolong  my  strain), 

We  '11  wander  by  the  river's  placid  flow — 

(  Unto  the  station-house  ! — A  o,  «/r,  /  wonH  go  ; 

Leave  me  alone  !) — and  talk  of  love's  delight 

(OA,  murder  ! — help!  I^m  locked  up  far  the  night!) 


RAILROAD    NURSERY    Rn\ME. 

PTXCH. 
Ai»-**  Kit  a  Cock  nwrmr 

Flt  by  steam  force  the  country  across, 

Faster  than  jockey  outside- a  ra«e-hors»c: 

With  time  bills  mismanaged,  fast  trains  after  8loW| 

Ton  shall  have  danger  wherever  you  ^ 
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AN  r  CITATION  TO  TRE  Z<X)LOGI0AL  GARDENS 

1  HAVE  found  out  ^  gig-j^i^-gift  for  my  fuf-fiif-luj  c^ 
1  havt'  found  where  the  ritUt»^a»akc&  biib"bul>*hTvt«^l ; 

Will  yon  co-co-oome,  an<l  I  'U  5bow  you  the  buh-bub-lwar, 
And  the  lioxw  and  tit-litr-tig:erB  at  fuf-fuf-f«d. 

I  know  where  the  co-oo-cockat6o'a  song 

Mftkesi  mum-mura-raelody  throngh  the  sweet  vale; 

Whor»?  tht>  tnum-monkpp  gig'-^g-grin  aU  the  day  !(Kig 
Or  gTftcc'iully  swing  by  tiie  tit-tit-tit-tail 

Tou  aUftll  pip-pljr-play,  dear,  st.»[ne  tlid-did-delicate  jok^ 

With  the  bub4^ub-bettr  ou  the  tit-tit-top  of  his  pip-pip-pip' 
pole; 
But  observe,  'tis  forbidden  to  pip-pip-poke 

At  the  hiib-bub-boar  with  your  pip-pip-pink  pip-pip-pii)-pip- 
j)ara<ol ! 

You  shall  seo  the  lingo  eloj^hant  pip-pip-play, 

You  shall  gi<>--gig-fraze  on  the  stit-stit -stately  racoon  ; 

And  then  did-did-dear,  together  we'll  stray 

To  the  cage  of  the  bub-bub-blue-faced  bab-bab-boon. 

You  wished  (1  r-r-remeuibcr  it  well, 

And  1  lul-lul-loved  you  the  ni-ni-more  for  the  wish) 

To  witness  the  bub-bub-lieautirul  pip-pip-pel- 
ican swallow  the  1-1-ive  little  fuf-fuf-tlsh  ! 


TO    OE    AEAdlNr    HE  PI  O  A  IK  A  A. ^ 

ruNcn. 
G/f  KouTT/.ifuvry  ypcar  Gip,  o  raKe^ 
Ype  a  fSpiK  aid  vo  fiLoruKF, 

F.VC/Ll  TO  KdiT  rtJ'(5  (/vSye. 

'YuiF  TO  Oce  I  vy'fp  Jeypvi^yr, 
Ai'J  I  (j.Tf  TO  aec  I'/jf  vane 
^HjpcuooT  IV  Oe  ?.iaTr  oO  ^aue. 

Tc/i  l/itOf  TpVf3  arpeer. 


SCOENTBIC    AND    N0XDS8CBIPT.  A35 

THE   PEOPLE   AND   THEIR    PALACE. 

IMPBOVISXD   BT   A   nXE   GENTLEMAN. 

PUKCH. 

Oh  dcm  that  absawd  Cwjstal  Palace  1  alas, 
What  a  pity  they  took  off  the  duty  on  glass ! 
It  *8  having  been  evaw  ewectcd,  in  fact, 
Was  en-ti-a-ly  owing  to  that  foolish  act 

Wha-evew  they  put  it  a  cwowd  it  will  dwaw, 
And  that  is  the  weason  I  think  it  a  baw ; 
I  have  no  gweat  dislike  to  the  building,  as  sutch ; 
The  People  is  what  I  object  to  sa  mutch. 

The  People  I — I  weally  am  sick  of  the  wawd : 
The  People  is  ugly,  unpleasant,  absawd ; 
Wha-evaw  they  go,  it  is  always  the  case, 
They  are  sliaw  to  destroy  all  the  cliawm  of  the  place. 

Their  voices  are  loud,  and  their  laughter  is  hawse ; 
Their  featyavrs  are  fabsy,  iwogulaw.  cause ; 
How  seldom  it  is  that  their  faces  di8cla«»e, 
What  one  can  call,  pwopally  speaking,  a  nose ! 

They  have  dull  heavy  looks,  which  appeaw  to  expwess 
Disagwecable  stwuggles  ^4th  common  distwess ; 
The  People  can't  dwess,  does  n't  know  how  to  walk, 
And  would  uttaly  wuin  a  spot  like  the  Pawk. 

That  I  hate  the  People  Is  maw  than  I  'U  say ; 
I  only  would  have  them  kept  out  of  my  way, 
Let  tliem  stay  at  the  pot-house,  wejoice  in  the  pipe, 
And  wegale  upon  beeaw,  baked  patataft,  and  twipe. 

We  must  have  the  People— of  that  tha  'a  no  doubt — 
In  shawt  th(>y  could  not  be,  paliaps,  done  without 
If  *twa  not  faw  the  People  we  could  not  have  Boots. 
Tha 's  no  doubt  that  they  exawci^^  useful  pasuita. 

They  art^  all  vewy  well  in  tlieir  own  pwopa  spheeaw, 
A  long  dL<«tJince  off;  but  I  don't  like  theoi  i 


The  skms  b  Uto  pl^^^t^  fiiw  a  popul*  show ; 

Don't  Luoouwogv  tlii*  i-woplfi  lo  ipoil  Wotteo  Wow. 

It  U  odd  thftt  Ibcs  Dukb  or  Awoyll  ooalfl  pasoo, 

40oeat\fnc  A  cawse,  And  Lah  SiurreaBewT  too^ 
Aa  to  tW7  and  pw^enwTe  the  Glus  Houae  oo  its  ate^ 
Ftw  no  wenaotL  on  awth.  but  the  People's  del^L 


A  "SWELL^S"  HOMAGE  TO  MRS.  STOWE, 

A  MU3T  weftd  Unde  Thm — a  wa^k 
Which  A^'m  afvrmd's  <?xt\reinely dow, 

People  one  metta  begin  to  talk 
Of  Mrs.  Harwietbeechastowe. 

'Tis  not  as  if  A  saw  ha  name 

To  walls  and  windas  still  confined ; 

All  that  is  nicawly  vulga  fame  : 
A  don't  wespect  the  public  mind. 

But  Stafla'd  House  lias  made  haw  quite 

Anotha  kiml  a  j)awson  look, 
A  Countess  would  pasist,  last  night, 

In  asking  me  al>out  haw  book. 

She  wished  to  know  if  I  admiawd 

Eva.  which  quite  confounded  me; 
And  then  liaw  Lad^yship  iuqwaw'd 

AVhcthaw  A  did  'nt  hate  Legwek? 


Bai  Jove  !     A  was  completely  flaw'd  ; 

A  wish'd  myselt^,  or  haw,  at  Fwance  ; 
And  that 's  the  way  a  I'ella  's  baw'd 

By  cv'wy  gal  he  asks  to  dance. 

A  felt  myself  a  gweat  a  fool 
Than  A  had  (n-aw  felt  befaw  ; 

A  '11  study  at  some  Wagged  School 
The  ta\e  o^  tXvoX  oXvV  ^Wk^ixaa.^  I 
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THE    EXCLUSIVE'S    BROKEN    IDOL. 

PUNCH. 

A  DON*T  object  at  all  to  War 

With  a  sot  a  fellas  like  tlie  Fwench, 

But  tliis  dcm  wupcha  with  the  Czar, 
It  gives  one's  feeling  quite  a  wench. 

/The  man  that  peace  in  Yawwup  kept 

Gives  all  his  pwevious  life  the  lie ; 
A  fina  fella  neva  stepped, 

Bai  Jove,  he 's  maw  than  six  feet  high ! 

He  cwushed  those  democwatic  beasts ; 

He  *d  flog  a  Nun ;  maltweat  a  Jew, 
Or  pawsecute  those  Womish  Pwiests, 

Most  likely  vewy  pwoppa  too. 

To  think  that  afta  such  a  cawce, 

Which  nobody  could  eva  blame. 
The  Emp'wa  should  employ  bwute  fawco 

Against  this  count wy  just  the  same  I 

We  all  consida*d  him  our  fwiend, 

But  in  a  most  erwoneus  light^ 
In  shawt,  it  seems  you  can't  depend 

On  one  who  fancies  might  is  wight 

His  carwacta  is  coming  out ; 

His  motives — which  A  neva  saw- 
Are  now  wevealed  beyond  a  doubt^ 

And  we  must  fight--but  what  a  baw ! 


THE   LAST   KICK    OF   FOP'S   ALLEY. 

PCKCH. 

Mr  wawst  feaws  arc  wcalized ;  the  Op*wa  is  na  maw, 
And  the  wain  of  Dokizetti  and  Tapiscuowe  are  aw ! 
No  entapwising  capitali^^t  bidding  faw  the  k>t, 
In  detail  at  last  the  pwopaty  is  being  acM  by  Soort^ 


a^e  KOCltSTTBlO    AND    X  O  ITDEgCRt  PT, 

A4i^  U>  Z^  tSbnnofnbtiJtf  /  the  bjunmft  win^  bn^r  loioU ; 
An4  thuy  *v(*  knocked  ib^^i)  lortaly  L^tcia^  the  J}(£f>^  0/  J^^inft- 


Fal^wrll  tl*e  many  twinkling;  stppc" ;  fnhwell  the  gwaceful  bwrn 
Timt  bounded  oVr  tbp  wodf-buil^  ftiid  Uiat  iwipjH^J  ^xnid  th« 

suwtn; 
PaLvrcll  tixt?  gnazo  hjxd  iiuifllin — doomed  to  ]o&d  llie  Hebwew^'v 

Fair  Uie  7?fli*»  a^aauu  tLe  wawdvrobti  went— just  funoj — a^  oldj 
wagBl  1 

That  ev'wy  Uiing  that 'a  biright  must  fade,  we  know  ifl  vewy  twiie, 
Aud  now  we  see  wtuit  aublauawy  glowwy  Kwst  come  to ; 
Utjw  twue  wfl3  MAiDaTO!tm*3  pwoptieoy  ],  the  Deluge  we  beboM 
Now  that  Haw  JlAJEgrry^s  Thealaw  is  in  cawao  of  U*mg  eoR 


^ 


THE  MAD  CABMAN'S  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE* 

PUNCH. 

AVoT 's  tills? — wot  liovcr  is  this  'ere? 

Eh  ? — arf  a  siivrin  ! — teols  like  vuu — 
Boohoo  !  they  won't  lot  me  have  no  beer  ! 
Suppose  I  chucks  it  up  into  tlie  sun  ! — 
No — that  ain't  right — 
The  yaller  's  turned  wite ! 
Ha,  ha,  ho ! — he  's  sold  and  done — 
Come,  I  say  ! — I  won't  stond  that — 

'Tis  all  my  eye  and  Bi:tty  Martin  ! 
Over  the  left  and  all  round  my  hat. 

As  the  pewter  j)(»t  said  to  the  kevarten. 

Who  am  I  ?     IlnMi-uER  of  the  French 
Lewis  Napoleon  Ijonypart, 

Old  S])ooney,  to  be  sure — 
Between  you  and  me  and  the  old  blind  oss 
And  the  doctor  says  there  ain't  no  cure. 

This  inlmiteble  burlcsquo  was  published  soon  after  the  cab  fare  had  been  re- 
duced from  eightpence  to  Rvx\)encft  «.  taWe. 
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D*  ye  think  I  caro  for  tlie  blessed  Bench  ? — 
From  Temple  Bar  to  Charing  Cro&)  ? 
Two  mile  and  better — arf  a  crown — 
Talk  of  screwing  a  feller  down  I 
As  for  poor  Bill,  it  *8  broke  liis  art 
Cab  to  tlie  Moon,  sir  ?    Here  you  are  I — 
Tliat  'fl — how  much  ? — 
A  farthin*  touch  I 
Now  as  we  can't  demand  back  fare. 

But,  guv*ner,  wot  can  this  *ere  be  ? — 

The  fare  of  a  himperial  carridgo  ? 
You  don't  mean  all  tliis  'ere  for  me  I 

In  course  you  ain't  heerd  about  my  marridge — 

I  feels  so  precious  keveer  I 
How  was  it  I  got  that  kick  o'  the  *ed  ? 

I  've  ad  a  slight  hindisposition 

But  a  Beak  ain't  no  Physician, 
Wot 'a  this  'ere,  sir?  wot 's  this  'ere  ? 

You  call  y  erself  a  gentleman  ?  yer  Snob  I 

He  was  n't  bled : 
And  I  was  let  in  for  forty  bob, 

Or  a  month,  instead  : 
And  I  caught  the  lumbago  in  the  brain — 

I  've  been  confined — 

But  never  you  mind — 
Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho  I     I  ain't  hinsane. 

Vot  his  this  'ere  ?   XJan  t  no  one  tell  ? 

It  sets  my  ed  a  spinnin — 
The  Qiteen's  eye  winks — it  ain't  no  sell — 
The  Queen's  'ed  keeps  a  grinnin : 
Ha,  ha  I  't  was  guv 
By  the  cove  I  druv — 
I  vunders  for  wot  e  meant  it  I 
For  e  sez  to  me, 
E  sez,  sez  e, 
As  I  ort  to  be  contented  I 
Wot  did  yer  say,  sir,  wot  did  yer  say  ? 
My  fare  I — wot,  that  I 
Yer  knocks  me  flat 
Hit  in  the  vind  I — I  'm  cbokin — give  us  air — 
My  fare?    Ha,  ha!    My  Cm?    Ho,bol   ¥L^««t 
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CflU  that  my  &rc  for  drivin  ycr  &  mib  T 
1  tio't  hinsatie — not  yet — not  yet  a  vile  I 

Wot  makes  yer  smile? 
My  blood  js  bilin'  iti  a  wixilent  matm«r  I 

Wot's  this  I've  got? 

Bboiv  us  a  lij^ht — 

This  *ere  is — wot  ? — ► 
There's  sunthijo  the  matter  with  my  ai^t — 

Itis^-ycsl— i^ol — 

'TiSj  ralyj  though— 

Oh,  blow  I  blow!  bloi^I — 
Ho,  ho,  hOj  ho  1  it  is,  it  h  a  Tanner  I* 


ALARMING    PROSPECT 

To  the  Editor  of  '•  PL'Ncn." 


PUNCH. 


SiB— You  arc  riwarc,  of  course,  that  in  the  profrress  of  a  few  conturies  the  lati- 
guai^o  of  a  couutiy  undors^ues  :i  ^cat  alteration  ;  that  the  Latin  of  the  Augustan 
a^c  was  very  difTereMt  from  that  of  the  time  of  Tarquin  ;  and  no  less  so  from  that 
w  Inch  prevailed  at  the  fall  of  the  Ilomati  empire.  Also,  that  the  Queen's  English 
is  not  precisely  what  it  was  in  Klizabetirs  day*;  to  say  nothing  of  if?  variation 
from  what  was  its  conditiun  under  the  Plantaj^enets. 

I  obser\'e,  with  rei^ret,  that  our  literature  is  becoming:  conversational,  and  our 
conversationcoKrupt.  The  use  of  cant  phraseolop7^-  is  daily  paininj^  ground  among 
us,  and  this  evil  will  speedily  infect,  if  it  has  not  already  iuftcted.  the  productions 
of  our  men  of  letters.  I  fear  most  for  our  ^>octry,  becau««  what  is  vuli,'arly  termed 
slawj  is  unfortunately  very  expressive,  and  therefore  peculiarly  adapted  for  the 
purposes  of  those  M-hoso  aim  it  is  to  clothe  "thoughts  that  breathe"  iu  "words 
that  burn ;"  and,  besides,  it  is  in  many  instances  equivalent  to  terms  and  forms 
of  speech  which  have  long  been  recoy^nized  amouj^  poetical  writers  as  a  kind  of 
current  coin. 

The  peril  wliich  I  anticipate  I  have  endeavored  to  exemplify  in  the  following 


AFFECTING    COPY    OF    VFRSES    (AVITII    NOTES). 

Gkn'tly  o'er  tlio  meadow.^  priLr.iring',' 

Joan  and  Colin  took  tluir  way, 
Wliile  eacli  flower  the  dew  was  swigg-in^,'* 

In  the  jocund  month  of  ^Uiy. 

Joan  was  beauty's  pluminiest^  daughter ; 

Colin  youth's  most  nutty*  son  ; 
Many  a  nob^  in  vain  had  sought  her — 

Him  fu\l  many  a.  ^t^xc-^*  owe. 
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She  her  faithful  bosom's  jewel 

Did  unto  tliis  young  un''  plight; 
But,  alas  I  tlie  gov'noi*  cruel, 

Said  as  how  he  'd  never  fight* 

Soon  as  e'er  the  lark  had  risen, 

They  had  burst  the  bonds  of  snooze,** 
And  her  daddlo"  link'd  in  his'n,** 

Gone  to  roam  as  lovers  use. 

In  a  crack"  the  youth  and  maiden 

To  a  flowery  bank  did  come, 
Whence  the  bees  cut,"  honey-laden. 

Not  without  melodious  hum. 

Down  they  squatted**  them  togctlier, 

"  Lovely  Joan,"  said  Colin  bold, 
"  Tell  me,  on  thy  davy,'*  whether 

Thou  dost  dear  thy  Colin  hold  ?" 

**  Don't  I,  just  ?""  with  look  ecstatic. 

Cried  the  young  &nd  ardent  maid ; 
"  Then  let 's  bolt !""  in  tone  emphatic, 

Bumptuous**  Colin  quickly  said. 

"  Bolt  ?"  she  fnlter'd,  "  from  the  gov'nor  ? 

Oh  I  my  Colin,  that  won't  pay  ;»» 
He  will  ne'er  come  down,'*  my  love,  nor 

Help  us,  if  we  run  away." 

*'  Shall  we  tlicn  be  disunited  ?" 

Wildly  shrieked  the  frantic  cove ;« 
**  Mull'd"  our  happiness  I  and  bhghte<i 

In  the  kinchin-bud'*  our  love  I 

"  No,  my  tulip  !•*  let  us  ratlier 

Hand  in  liand  the  bucket  kick  ;•• 
Thus  we  H  chouse*^  your  cruel  father — 

Cutting  from  the  world  our  stick  !"* 

Thus  he  spoke,  and  puU'd  a  knife  out^ 

Sharp  of  p<^int,  of  edge  full  fine  ; 
Pierc'<l  her  heart,  and  let  the  life  out — 

" Now,"  he  cried,  **  here's  into  minfc V" 
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Bi;t  a  hand  ihjscph  bchinJ  liici 

Did  dio  fttUl  hbw  nmsst 
Oh,  ttiy  (*yu  I*"  the  J  sHiz^  tttiiJ  biutl  liin^ — 

Qcutlf^  MvwOj  oonocfti  the  resi  I 

In  the  ptvduta  of  the  prboa, 

111  his  cold  crib^'  CoUn  bed  ; 
Mmirti  his  fato  «iU  you  vbo  fisieu, 

I>rt^w  it  TOJld,  and  mind  jour  eyes  I** 


\u^'^  La  *i  irvU  katyrn  lo  bc  H  po<itJcKi  tcTtb  t*  ll  U  l«  b*  CO  ImllaMW*  ^ha 
tht  Z«ph>T  «nil  the  Veiptr  Djian,  <^^m  ntttlrti  jO/^  «»  •tfy  proas  |»  I 

&  '*  ^trlf^n^,-*  drlnkltift  e0pl«tilr-^Qf  milt  H^iMT  U  fdirHcmhr,     »  ftwir 

♦Tr.|  ■  ■■■:    K."^OtP  Bom*;. 

8.  '*  Pluxniniest,"  the  KuperUdve  of  **  plummy,*'  ezquiritely  delidons ;  aa  egi- 
thet  commonl  J  used  by  young  gentlemen  in  spcAking  of  a  borme  hfnuhe  or  **  tit 

bit,"  as  H  raliicc  pic,  a  prostrvod  apricot,  or  an  oyster  patty.     The  transference 

of  tcnn-i  «xiir("-siv.-  <.f  .],  lii^htful  aiul  poiirnant  savor  to  fi-riuiU'  ln;iuty,  i.s  coramou 
with  po<  ts.  "  Diufli,  tliHt  halh  8ncki?d  the  hoiifij  of  tfnj  On  ath." — SiiAKsrE.\UE. 
"("liarU'v  li)v»s  a  pritty  i:\v\,  as  siii't-t  as  f<i/fjar  candi/.^' — Anon. 

4.  "  N  iitty,"  prcprr — i:i  thi>  oM  Kivglish  sense  of  ''  cunitly,"  "  Iiandsonu'."  "  Six 
^^ro^x')- youths,  nml  tall." — ()m»  Sonv;. 

T).  '*  Nol)."  !i  pl•r^<.l1  of  coiisiTiuenco  ;  a  word  v.tv  lik  lyto  be'  p.itr.ji:l/.:Hl,  from 
i!H  c<)ml)inod  bri-vity  and  .si;xtiiiit*.uiry. 

<!.  "  Spicy,"  very  smart  and  j>ri'tty  ;  it  ha:,  tli"  same  roconjni'MvliiTi.vK  und  will 
j>r.'baMy  Biijiplanl  the  old  favorito  "  bonny."  "  Husk  yc,  busk  ye,  my  lyonnif, 
Itonivj  bridt'." — Hamilton. 

7.  "  Voiir.^' 'im,"  youth,  yoiiii};  man.  ''A  >;vf(fh  to  fortuno  uiid  to  fame  un- 
known."— (iUAY. 

'^.  "(Jov'nor."  or  "gnv'nnr."  a  rciilrarrio-.i  of  '\>^ivi'rnor,"  a  I'utluT.  It  will, 
no  doul)t,  Boon  KiipiTscdc  siro.  whii-h  is  at  pn'si-nt  the  po.  lical  o(paivalriit  for  the 
nnue  of  the  author  of  <.Mt-".s  ixi.stenc'\     ."^ee  all  tho  poi  ts,  ;»a.v. »'//». 

'.'.  "  Said  as  how  hi-'d  iicv.r  Ii;,'h:,,"  tlie  thiiii;  was  ont  of  the  queslioti ;  a  meta- 
phoric^il  jihrase,  though  certainly,  at  present,  a  vul_nir  one.  \ 

10.  "  Snooze,"  shnaber  personitii-d,  like  "  Morph.>us,"  or  "  Soiunus." 

11.  "Daddlf." — (^.  from  fiiivrii,\»'i,  a  rin;,^i-r — /»a/\s  ^^/"o  (utof — Hand,  th<>  only 
Kvnonyinfor  it  that  wi-  have,  «..\cept  "  I'aw,"  "  .Mawhy,"  vt-c,  which  arc  dcni-idedly 
tjciU'iiH  rjfiH'Icin. 

\2.  "JliVn,"  his  own;  corresponding;  lo  the  Latin  «^/t/.s.  his  own  and  i>olM>dy 
else's,  BO  frr«jii(Mitly  met  with  in  (Km  and  othi  r.-;. 

\'X  ''  ('rark,"  a  iwinklin.:^,  an  extn-mely  short  interval  of  liine,  which  was  f«»r- 
Juerly  exj)n'-;.s.d,  in  ,i;en<  ral,  by  a  periphrasis;  as,  "  Krc  the  leviutlian  can  swim  a 
lea-xue!" — SiiAKHPKARr. 

14.    "(;nt."Hprd.     A  synonym. 

V,.    "Srinatt,-d."  sat.      Id. 

1«».  "  Davy,"  alVidavit,  solemn  oath.  Si;,'nificant  and  en])honions.  therefore  al- 
Inrinjf  to  tlie  ver.-^itiir. 

17.  "  Don't  I,  just  y"  Aqno.iiion  for  a  strong  afiirmution,  as.  "Oh,  yes,  indeed  I 
do ;"  a  piece  of  popal.it  vUeWtw  vWYx^  ;u\\i  ^<itc,vUL\i  a.ud  coascqucatly  almost  sure 
^•^  he  adopted — rt^pecLiUy  \>y  ^\^^  paLlucvKc  vrr'^vt^. 
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IS.  "  Bolt,"  nm  away.     Sjm. 

19.  *'  Bumptious,"  fcarloM,  bold,  and  spirited ;  a  rcry  enerKCtic  exproHdon ; 
■nch  aa  tboae  rejoice  in  who  would  fair  ^^DenhanCt  strength  with  Waller's  sweet- 
ness Join." 

20.  **  That  won't  pay,"  that  plan  will  nerer  answer.     Metaph. 

il.  *' Come  down,"  disburse;  also  rendered  in  the  Tcrnaeular  by  '* fork  out,** 
etc     Id. 

22.  **i'ovo,"  swain.  *' Alexis  shunn*d  his  ft^Uow  smn'iu."— Pbiob.  See  also 
Suuvtroxv  pasmm. 

23.  *"  Mnll'd,"  equiralcnt  to  '*  wreck*  d,"  a  term  of  pathos. 

24.  ^*  Kinehin-bud,"  infsnt-bnd.  Metaph. ;  moreorer,  Tery  tender,  sweet,  and 
touching,  at  regards  the  idea. 

2tv.  **  My  tulip,"  a  term  of  endearment.  **  Fairest /own",  all  flowers  excelling." 
Odt  to  a  Child:  Corroic. 

SA.  '*  The  bocket  kick,"  pleonasm  for  die ;  as,  **  to  breathe  life's  latest  sigh."— 
**"  To  yield  the  soul," — "  the  breath," — or,  ut  apud  antiq,  "  Animam  axpirarc'* 
■ea  ''elBare,"  etc. 

2T.  **  Chouse,"  cheat    Syn. 

88.  **  Cutting    .    .    .    our  stick."     Pleon.  ut  supra. 

2tf.  **  Here's  unto  mine!"  A  form  of  speech  analogous  to  *^  Ilare  at  the*.**— 
teAKcnumx,  and  the  dramatitits  generally. 

30l  ^*  Oh,  my  eye  I"  an  intcijectlonal  phrase,  tantamount  to  "Oh,  hearensP 
**  Verdftil  powers  I"  etc. 

SI.  **■  Cold  crib,"  cold  bed.     "  Go  to  thy  cold  bed  and  warm  thee." — Sbax. 

81  **  Draw  it  mild,"  etc     Metaph.  for  '*  Rule  your  passions,  sod  beware!** 

I  doubt  unt  that  it  will  be  admitted  by  your  Judicious  readers  that  I  hare  sob* 
stantlated  my  case.  Our  monarchical  institutions  may  preserve  our  natire  tongue 
fur  a  time,  but  if  It  does  not  become,  at  no  very  distant  period,  as  stimnge  a  med- 
ley as  that  of  the  American  is  at  present — to  use  the  expressive  but  peculiar  Idiom 
of  that  people—"  iVtta  pUff.** 

I  am,  sir,  etc,  P. 


EPITAPH    OX    A    LOCOMOTIVE. 

BT  TUB   SOLK   SURVIVOR   OF  A  DEPLORABLE   ACCIDENT  (NO   BLAME  TO 
BE   ATTACIIED   TO   ANY   SERVANTS   OF   THE   COMPANY). 

PL-NCU. 

Collisions  four 

Or  live  she  bore, 
The  Signals  wor  in  vain; 

Grown  old  and  nu»tod, 

Her  biler  busted, 
And  smash'd  the  Excursion  Train. 

"her   end    was   MECE3." 
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THE   TICKET    OF    LEAVE, 


[Afl  &UKO   UT   TH<  XtCLDKK,  AHID   A  COSnTIITUL  OIEOLK  Uf  TBI 


Ve3t  a  prig  has  conio  to  griei; 

He  ^s  no  cftll  for  de^jpnirutjcin ; 
Though  I  *m  a  conwktcd  tliief, 
SliU  I  Ve  opea  of  liberivtion, 
Tlio  Kevcreud  Ch&plin^  to  deceive 

A  certain  dodge  and  safe  resource  is;, 
Wherelrty  you  ^U  a  Ticket  of  L^hvc^ 
Aud  then  re5UTUpA  your  wlcious  couraea^ 
{Spohm.'i  r  Tfjt  [Bj^sfld.  iDf  bftW^ed  paJ*,  mi  ■  ituplfilon  of  bttrgUiy,  <h|  op 
•for?  thr  RefnrdtT,  juid  rq*  Benreti  year*'  pflti*l  ftt>r*1tiiae  »ad  **M  U1ior.  n»n4 
pr*4hus  Wd  latior  Uiti  ^trd  Mna  I  found  \t  at  firit,  rnlnd  y&tL  Veil,  I  Myt  to 
niTScU;  blov  me  I  I  ainH  a  goin*  to  stand  this  'ere,  yon  knov ;  but  *titint  no  OM 
kickin'  agin  stone  walls  and  iron  apikes:  wot  I  shall  try  and  do  is  to  gammon 
the  parson. 

'•  Veil  li  piijJ,"  C'tO. 

TIr'Ui  parsons  is  so  jolly  ;_'Tft,*n, 

They  re  sure  to  tni-t  in  your  r<  »n\versioii, 
Wliieli  they,  in  couisi',  Ix-Hcvrs  "as  bv-cn 

The  (jonscqueni-c  of  tln-ir  rxtntion. 
You  sliakps  your  '<'a'l.  turns  uj)  your  eyes, 

And  tlu'V  tak'^s  that  to  bf  n'jx'ntancc  ; 
Wlicrcin  you  moans,  and  groans,  and  sighs, 
J^y  reason  only  ot'  your  sentcnre. 
iS2>okrn.)  \V»'ii  in  a  state  of  wiolout  pri'spiration  smokin'  'ot  from  the  cnmk, 
the  Chui)liiijj  coMK  s  i-ito  my  cell,  jituI  he  says.  S!>ys  he,  "  My  n>.in,"  ln'  sivk, 
"how  d«i  you  fcrl':"  " 'Appy,  sir."  says  I,  with  a  f^t-ntle  sithe ;  "thank  you, 
B\r:  qnito'appy."  •' lint  you  s<?.'ni  (lisircssfd,  my  poor  IV  How,"  says  he.  "In 
body,  sir,"  nays  1;  "yea.  lUit  that  makes  me  in'»re 'a])py.  I'm  plad  to  bo 
flistroKsed  in  body.  It  serves  me  rtixhf.  lUit  Im  mind  I'm'appy:  leastways 
almost 'njijiy."  "  \\\c  you  liany  wish  to  express."  sa}S  he;  "  is  tlirre  any  re- 
qnoBt  as  yon  M-onld  iiki-  to  make."  "'.VwKF.r.'a  IL'veuini  Potion,  sir,"  says  I, 
"•and  tlio  J)air^/))ian's  iMunJi't  r:  if  'Aw  ktu's  Ilirotiivj  Porjon  w.is  but  mine — 
and  tlu"  DiliriimaiCx  Daujhtcr—l  think,  sir.  I  sbouKl  be  quite  *appy."  "My 
friend,"  says  the  parson,  "your  desire  shall  be  attended  to,"  and  hout  he 
valked  :  mc  a  tukin'  a  si^'lit  at  'ini  be'ind  'is  bark  ;  tor  as  soon  as  I  thon'j'ht  he 
W08  out  of  'ojirin',  sings  I  to  mvs.>lf — 


I'll 


a  prig,     cio 


In  tho  L-\r.vpo\\vA'  \\\o/i\\g, 

Thi>U  1  A\a  Uv^'  u^^ioV  -awWonvXn  , 
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Pullin'  sitch  a  spoony  mug 

Tliat  I  looked  unkimmon  pure  and  'oly. 
As  loud  as  ever  I  could  shout, 

All  the  responses  too  I  hutter'd, 
Well  knowing  what  I  was  about : 
So  the  reverend  Gent  I  buttered. 
(Spoken.)  Won  day  he  oomes  to  me  arter  aenrioe,  and  axes  me  vhat  I  ihoaght 
I  eoald  do  for  myself  in  the  way  of  yamin  a  honest  Urellwood,  if  to  be  at  I  was 
to  be  allowed  my  ilberty  and  to  go  back  to  the  world.  **Ah!  dr,"  aays  I, 
^*I  deo't  think  no  longer  about  the  world.  'Tls  a  world  of  aorrow  and  wanlty. 
I  hsm*t  giren  a  thought  to  what  I  should  do  in  it**  **  Erory  one,"  says  the 
ChapUng  **  has  his  sphere  of  useftilneas  in  society ;  can  yon  think  of  no  employ- 
ment which  yon  hare  the  desire  and  ability  to  follow  r *  '*  WeU,  sir/*  says  I ''  if 
there  is  a  wocation  which  I  should  feel  delight  and  pleasure  In  follerin'  *tis  that 
of  a  Scripter  Reader.  But  I  ain't  worthy  to  be  a  Scripter  Reader.  A  ooal> 
porter  of  tracts  and  religions  books,  sir,  I  thinks  that's  what  I  should  like  to  try 
and  be,  if  the  time  of  my  Just  punishment  was  up.  But  there *s  ne^u*  seren 
y«ar«  sir,  to  think  about  that — and  p'raps  *tis  better  for  me  to  be  here.*'  That*s 
tiie  way  I  used  to  soap  the  ChapUng — Cos  vy  ? 

"  Ven  a  prig,"  etc. 

So  he  thought  I  kbised  the  rotl, 

All  the  wliile  my  'art  was  'ardened ; 
And  I  *adn*t  been  very  long  in  quod 

Afore  he  got  me  as  good  as  pardoned ; 
And  here  am  I  with  my  Ticket  of  Leave, 

Obtained  by  shamming  pious  feeling, 
Which  lets  me  loose  again  to  thieve, 

For  I  means  to  persewere  in  stealing. 

(fiPpoten.)  With  which  resolution,  my  bdored  pals,  if  yoa  please  1*11  couple 
the  *elth  of  the  dergy ;  and  may  they  herer  oontinne  to  be  siteh  kind  fHends  as 
they  now  shows  thelrselves  to  us  when  we  gets  into  troable.    For, 

"  Ven  a  prig,"  etc. 


A    POLKA    LYRIC. 

BARCLAY  PRIUPS. 

Qui  nunc  dancere  vult  mode, 
Wants  to  dance  in  the  fashion,  oh ! 
Discere  del  >et— ought  to  know, 
Kickere  floor  cum  heel  and  toe, 

One,  two,  three, 

Hop  with  me, 
Whirligig,  twirWgig,  T«i[»\d^ 
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Yude  brake  down  fences  and  switch  your  tail, 
And  rush  around,  and  hook,  and  beller, 
And  run  over  fowkcs,  tliou  orful  bcai»t 
O,  what  a  lot  of  mince  pizc  yude  niaik, 
And  sassengers,  and  your  tale, 
^Vhitch  kan't  wa  fur  from  phorty  pounds, 
Wud  maik  nigh  unto  a  barrel  of  ox-tail  soop, 
And  cudn*t  a  heep  of  stakes  be  cut  oph  yn, 
Whitch,  with  salt  and  pepper  and  termater 
Ketchup,  wouldn't  be  bad  to  taik. 
Thou  grate  and  glorious  inseckt ! 
But  I  must  klose,  0  most  prodijus  reptile ! 
And  for  mi  admirashun  of  yu,  when  yu  di, 
I*le  rite  a  node  unto  yore  peddy  and  remanes, 
Pemouncin'  yu  the  brgest  of  yure  race ; 
And  as  I  don't  expect  to  have  a  half  a  dollar 
Agin  to  spare  for  to  pa  to  look  at  yu,  and  as 
I  ain't  a  ded  head,  I  will  sa,  farewell 
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My  head  with  giddinesB  goes  roundy 

And  jet  I  firmly  stand  my  groond ; 

All  over  naked  I  am  seen, 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 

No  oouple-beggar  in  the  land 

E'er  join*d  such  numbers  hand  in  hand. 

I  joined  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  can  our  parson  blame  the  thing. 

And  though  no  marriage  words  are  spoke, 

They  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke : 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  cry, 

I  'm  but  an  idol  raised  on  high ; 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  damned  Cromwellian,  knocked  me  down. 

I  lay  a  prisoner  twenty  years. 

And  then  the  jovial  cavaliers 

To  their  old  post  restored  all  three — 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king,  and  ma 


ON  THE  MOON. 

I  with  borrowed  silver  shin^  nature 

What  you  see  is  nong.^;^  ^^^^      ' 

Rratlshowyo.^,^ 

Like  the  I:*      V        n  * 

J~      J  steps  he  walks  on  two ; 

i,  ^'^.i  length,  grows  weak  and  sick, 

Is  third  leg  adopts  a  stick. 

Now,  in  your  turn,  *tis  just  methinks, 

You  should  resolve  me.  Madam  Sphinx. 

What  greater  stranger  yet  is  ho 

Who  has  four  legs,  then  two,  then  three ; 

Then  loses  one,  then  gets  two  more. 

And  runs  away  at  last  on  four  ? 


ENIGMA. 

By  birth  I  'm  a  slave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crown, 
I  dispose  of  all  honors,  myself  having  noufi : 
I  *m  obliged  by  just  Tn^Tima  to  g^^oroi  t&l^  \ii^ 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  misteT,  mxid  )&&  wifi(^\sfl^''^ra^ 


ENIGMATIC. 


RIDDLES    BY    MATTHEW   PRIOR. 

TWO    RIDDLES. 

Sphinx  was  a  monster  that  would  eat 
Whatever  stranger  she  could  get ; 
Unless  his  ready  wit  disclos'd 
The  subtle  riddle  she  proposed. 

(Edipus  was  resolv'd  to  go. 
And  try  what  strength  of  parts  would  da 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate ; 
Tell  me  what  animal  is  that 
Which  has  four  feet  at  morning  bri^t. 
Has  two  at  noon  and  three  at  night  ? 
Tis  man,  said  he,  wh.>,  weak  bn  nature. 
At  first  creeps,  like  his  f^^  creature, 
Upon  all-four;  as  years  accrue, 
With  sturdy  ^teps  he  walks  on  two; 
In  age,  »,\  length,  grows  weak  and  sick, 
For  h\s  third  leg  adopts  a  stick. 

^ow,  in  your  turn,  'tis  just  methinks, 
You  shouM  resolve  me,  Madam  Sphinx. 
What  greater  stranger  yet  is  he 
Who  has  four  legs,  then  two,  then  three; 
Then  loses  one,  then  gets  two  more, 
And  runs  away  at  last  on  four  ? 


ENIGMA. 

Bt  birth  I  *m  a  slave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crown, 
I  dispose  of  all  honors,  myself  having  none : 
I  *m  obliged  by  just  maxims  to  govern  my  lifi% 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  master,  and  Ue  with  hia  irifc^ 


662  KNiauATic, 

When  men  are  a-gaming  I  cunningly  eneftk^ 

And  thoir  cudgels  and  shavt^ls  away  from  them  takeL 

Fair  loaideiid  and  kdios  I  bj  the  hand  gict. 

And  pick  ofT  their  tUamfJuds,  tlio'  ii^^^r  so  well  set^ 

For  wfien  I  hnivc  coniradcs  we  rob  in  whole  biuxdA, 

Then  prison Lly  take  oS  your  lands  from  your  iumd^ 

But,  this  fury  onc<i  over,  I  've  tfuoli  winning  tiris^ 

That  you  lave  mc  mudi  more  than  jo\i  do  your  own  tifurtai 


ANOTHER. 

Fcrm'd  half  hen eaLk,  and  hatf  above  the  eartli. 
We  sisters  owe  to  art  our  aeconc  birilr 
The  smith'*  and  carpenter'?  adop^d  daughters, 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  tht>  waters. 
Swiiler  tliey  move,  as  thf.'y  tire  straiter  bound, 
Tet  neither  tread  the  air^  or  wave,  or  ground  : 
They  serve  the  pnor  lor  use,  tht^  rich  for  whim, 
Sink  when  it  rains,  and  when  it  freezes  swim. 


1 


RIDDLES  BY  DEAN  SWIFT  AND  HIS  FRIENDS .♦ 

A    MAYPOLK. 

Deprived  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rind, 
Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind  : 
And  such  is  my  prolific  power, 
They  bloom  in  less  than  half  an  hour ; 
Yet  standcrs-by  may  plainly  see 
They  get  no  nourishment  from  me. 

*  The  following  notice  is  sul^oined  to  some  of  those  riddles,  in  the  Dnhlin 
edition;  *^  About  nine  or  ten  years  ago  {i.  e.  about  1734),  some  ingenioas  gentle- 
men, friends  to  the  author,  us(>d  to  cntortAiti  themselrea  with  writing  riddlec,  and 
send  them  to  him  and  their  other  ucquainttmce ;  copies  of  which  ran  about,  and 
some  of  them  vrcre  printed,  both  here  and  in  England.  The  author,  at  his  leisure 
hours,  fell  into  the  siune  amusoinent;  although  it  bo  Kaid  that  he  thought  them 
of  no  great  merit,  ent^^rtainnicnL,  or  use.  However,  by  the  advioo  of  some  per- 
Bon&i  for  w\xom  l\xe  ©.\xNX\ot  \\v\%»  tv  tf,Teut  esteem,  and  who  were  pleased  to  send  n* 
the  copVcft,  "Wft  W^e  x^wVut^a^  Vo  \at\tv\.W\«^^«>«  \^Vwwrla|5,  as  we  hare  done  two  or 
thTPft  bftf ore.  axvti  w\v\c\v  w«  tfi\«««ii^  \ft\>fe  ^'c«6s«.\\*RMai^'m^>a^\jtrfonDed  thai 
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Mj  head  with  giddiness  goes  roundy 

And  jet  I  firmly  stand  mj  groond ; 

AH  over  naked  I  am  seen, 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 

No  coople-beggar  in  the  land 

E*er  join'd  such  numbers  hand  in  hand. 

I  join*d  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  can  our  parson  blame  the  thing. 

And  though  no  marriage  words  are  spoke, 

Thej  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke : 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  cry, 

I  'm  but  an  idol  raised  on  high ; 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  damn'd  Cromwellian,  knocked  me  down. 

I  lay  a  prisoner  twenty  years, 

And  then  the  jovial  cavaliers 

To  their  old  post  restored  all  three — 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king,  and  ma 


ON  THE  MOON. 

I  with  borrowed  sflver  shine, 
What  you  see  is  none  of  mina 
Rrst  I  show  you  but  a  quarter, 
Like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar : 
Then  the  half,  and  then  the  whole, 
Ever  dancing  round  the  pole. 

What  will  raise  your  admiration, 

I  am  not  one  of  God's  creation. 

But  sprung  (and  I  this  truth  maintain). 

Like  PaQas,  from  my  father's  brain. 

And  after  all,  I  chiefly  owe 

My  beauty  to  the  shades  below. 

Moot  wondrous  forms  you  see  me  wear, 

A  man,  a  woman,  lion,  bear, 

A  fish,  a  fowl,  a  doud,  a  field, 

AH  figures  heaven  or  earth  can  yield ; 

like  Daptme  BomeUme&  Vd  %  \x«^\ 

^  '^t  one  of  iSi  yoii  w^ 


dS4 


SITIGHATIC. 


ON    INK. 

I  am  jet  block,  ad  you  majsee^ 

The  son  of  pitch  and  gloomy  ^gbt; 
Tet  all  that  know  jae  will  agr^, 
I  'm  dead  except  I  Mve  in  light. 

SomeLimea  in  panegyric  high, 

Like  lofty  Piador^  I  can  soar, 
And  nuae  a  virgiu  to  the  sky, 

Or  sink  her  to  u  filthy , 

Ky  blood  this  day  is  very  sweet, 

To-morrow  of  a  bitt4?r  juice  ^ 
Like  milk,  'tis  cried  about  tlie  street^ 

And  ao  applied  to  different  use. 

Most  wondrous  is  my  magic  power : 

For  with  one  color  I  can  paint ; 
I'll  make  the  devil  a  saint  this  hour, 
Next  make  a  devil  of  a  saint. 

Through  distant  regions  I  can  fly, 
Provide  me  but  with  paper  wings ; 

And  fairly  show  a  reason  why 

There  should  be  quarrels  among  kings ; 

And,  after  all,  yo^:  Ml  think  it  odd, 
When  learned  doctors  will  dispute, 

That  I  sl'Ould  point  the  word  of  God, 
Ad'I  show  where  they  can  best  confute. 

Let  lawyers  bawl  and  strain  their  throats: 
'Tis  I  that  must  the  lands  convey, 

And  strip  their  clients  to  their  coat.s ; 
Nay,  give  their  veiy  souls  away. 


ON    A    CIRCL?:. 


I  'm  up  and  down,  and  round  about, 
Yet  aU  t\\e  woxVd  e^xvV  '^tA  \t\^  <2>vv>V\ 


EKIQMATIO.  655 


I  *m  found  almost  in  every  garden, 
Nay,  in  the  compass  of  a  farthing. 
There 's  neither  chariot,  coach,  nor  mill, 
Can  move  an  inch  except  I  will 


ON    A   PEN. 

In  youth  exalted  high  in  air, 

Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair. 

Nature  to  form  me  took  delight^ 

And  clad  my  body  all  in  white. 

My  person  tall,  and  slender  waist^ 

On  either  side  with  fringes  graced ; 

Till  me  that  tyrant  man  espied. 

And  dragg'd  me  from  my  mother's  side ; 

No  wonder  now  I  look  so  tliin ; 

The  tyrant  stript  me  to  the  skin  : 

My  skin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt : 

At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopt : 

And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  stone, 

He  picked  my  marrow  from  the  bone. 

To  vex  me  more,  he  took  a  freak 

To  slit  my  tongue  and  make  mo  speak : 

But,  that  which  wonderful  appears, 

I  speak  to  eyes,  an  J  not  to  ears. 

He  oil  employs  me  in  dutguise, 

And  makes  me  tell  a  thousand  lies : 

To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trust 

To  please  his  malice  or  his  lust 

From  me  no  secret  he  can  hide : 

I  see  his  vanity  and  pride : 

And  my  delight  is  to  expose 

His  follies  to  liis  greatest  foesL 

All  languages  I  can  command, 

Yet  not  a  word  I  understand. 

Without  my  aid,  the  best  divine 

In  learning  would  not  know  a  line  : 

The  lawyer  must  forget  his  pleading; 

The  scholar  could  not  sliow  his  reading. 

N^y ;  man  my  masVct  \a  xsv^  tlaxe\ 
I  giro  command  to  k^  or  ^\«^ 


Can  grant  ttn  thousand  pounds  »*yew, 
Anfi  m*ke  ft  b?g^r'a  bml  a  peer. 
Bat^  while  I  thus  my  life  reUte^ 
1  only  hafltPU  on  my  fate;. 
My  tongue  is  blacky  my  moutli  Is  fnn-'d, 
1  hArdly  now  t-an  force  &  wonL 
I  die  unpiti^  and  forgot. 
And  on  aome  dunghill  leH  to  rot 


A    FAN, 

From  IndiA's  burning  dime  I  *m  broagbt^ 

With  cooling^  galea  lilce  xephyre  fraugbt, 

Not  IriSj  when  ahe  pdnta  the  aky, 

Cnn  bJiow  more  different  hue*  tbao  I : 

Nor  tan  she  clmn^r  her  fi>rm  so  fast^ 

I  'm  now  a  sail,  and  now  a  mast. 

I  liere  am  red,  and  there  am  green, 

A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 

I  sometimes  Uve  in  a  liouse  of  hair, 

And  offc  in  hand  of  lady  fair. 

I  please  the  young,  I  grace  the  old, 

And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold 

Say  wliat  I  am  then,  if  you  can, 

And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you  're  tlie  man. 


ON     A    CANNON. 

Begotten,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noise, 
The  terror  of  women,  and  pleasure  of  boys, 
Like  the  fiction  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I  'm  chiefly  unruly  when  strongest  confined. 
For  silver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head, 
But  all  I  delight  in  hi  pieces  of  lead  ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  ship  or  a  town, 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  have  you  remark. 
No  lady  Avas  ever  more  fond  of  a  spark; 
The  moment  I  get  one  my  soul 's  all  a-fire, 
And  1  roar  out  m^  '^f^^ ,  ^wv\  vcv  \.\vvtv'^\>c>\*  ^x?^\re. 
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ON    THE    FIVE    SENSES. 


All  of  us  in  one  you  '11  find, 
Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  title  of  the  other; 
We  in  frequent  counsels  are, 
And  our  marks  of  things  declare, 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  derk 
Sits,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He 's  the  register  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  small ; 
By  us  forms  his  laws  and  rulef*, 
He  *s  our  master,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greatest  ease 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  you  please. 

One  of  us  alone  can  sleep. 
Yet  no  watch  the  rest  will  keep. 
But  the  moment  that  he  doses, 
Every  brother  else  reposes. 

If  wine's  bought  or  victuals  drest^ 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  rest 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  steel, 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thousand  cannons  roar, 
Add  to  them  ten  thousand  more, 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  sound. 


ON    SNOW. 

From  Heaven  I  fall,  though  from  earth  I  begin, 
No  lady  aUve  can  show  such  a  skin. 
I  *m  bri^t  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather. 
But  heavy  and  dark,  when  you  squeeie  me  together. 
Though  candor  and  truth  in  my  aspect  I  bear, 
Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  insnare. 
Though  so  much  of  Heaven  appears  in  my  make, 
The  foulest  impressions  I  easily  take. 
My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 
The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother. 
2S* 


F 


ON    A   CANDLE 


or  ftU  tflhAbttAnts  on  oorth,  | 

To  nian  aloae  I  owe  my  birtfc^ 

And  yet  tlie  cqWj  th(?  shy<>pT  the  be«, 

Are  aU  my  pftrenta  more  than  be; 

I^  a  virtue,  strange  txn^  rar^, 

Mdke  the  fairest  look  more  Emt  ;  • 

And  mjBelf,  ivhich  yet  U  mrer. 

Growing  ol<l|  grow  stiU  the  fidrer.  , 

Like  soid,  alono  I'm  duU  enough, 

When  dojsed  vdth  smi>ke^  and  smeared  Tvith  snu£f ;   ^ 

But^  ill  tJie  midst  of  mirth  and  wine,  ^H 

I  with  dotibJe  luster  sbitie.  ^^ 

Etubkm  of  tiie  Fair  am  I, 

PolishM  neck,  and  radiant  eye  ; 

In  my  eye  my  greatest  grace, 

Emblem  of  the  Cyclops'  race  ; 

Metiils  I  like  them  subdue, 

Slave  like  them  to  Vulcan  too ; 

Emblem  of  a  monarch  old, 

Wise,  and  glorious  to  behold  ; 

"Wasted  he  appears,  and  pale, 

AVatching  for  the  public  weal : 

Emblem  of  the  bashful  dame, 

That  in  secret  feeds  her  flame, 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  secreta  of  her  heart ; 

Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue, 

Big  like  Bes,*<,  and  small  like  Sue : 

Now  brown  ami  burnish'd  like  a  nut, 

At  other  times  a  very  slut ; 

Often  fair,  and  soft  and  tender, 

Taper,  tall,  and  smooth,  and  slender : 

Like  Flora,  deck'd  with  various  flowers. 

Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hours : 

But  whatever  be  my  dress, 

Greater  be  my  size  or  leSv*, 

Swelling  be  my  shape  or  small, 

Like  thyself  I  sliine  in  all 

Clouded  if  my  face  is  seen, 

My  coinp\ex.\oxv  nvmi  wx^i  ^^«^> 
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Languid  like  a  love-sick  maid, 
Steel  affords  me  present  aid. 
Soon  or  late,  my  date  is  done, 
As  my  thread  df  life  is  spmi ; 
Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 
Oil  revives  my  drooping  head; 
Yet  I  perish  in  my  prime, 
Seldom  by  the  death  of  time ; 
Die  like  lovers  as  they  gase. 
Die  for  those  I  live  to  please ; 
Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn. 
Nor  warm  the  fair  for  whom  I  bum ; 
Unpitied,  unlamented  too. 
Die  like  all  that  look  cm  you. 


ON    A    CORKSCREW. 

Though  I,  alas  I  a  prisoner  be, 
My  trade  is  prisoners  to  set  firee. 
No  slave  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  such  insinuating  ways. 
My  genius  piennng,  sharp,  and  bright, 
Wlierein  the  men  of  wit  delight 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  ease, 
And  turn  and  wind  me  as  they  please. 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  show 
Of  raising  ^urits  from  below ; 
In  scarlet  some,  and  some  in  white ; 
They  rise,  walk  round,  yet  never  fii^t 
In  at  each  mouth  the  wpmtB  pass, 
Distinctly  seen  as  through  a  glass. 
O'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout» 
And  drive  at  last  all  secrets  oat; 
And  still,  the  more  (show  my  art> 
The  more  they  open  every  heart 

A  greater  (demist  none  than  I 
Who,  from  materials  hard  and  dry, 
Have  taught  men  to  extract  with  skill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  stUL 

Although  I  'm  often  out  of  case, 
I  *m  not  asliamed  to  show  my  fooe. 


Thoogb  ftt  the  Ubles  oi'  the  gn^at 
I  oeftT  the  sideboard  take  my  s^it ; 

Li  never  pkased  till  1  EJiaky  ono; 

Ho  kindly  bids  mc  nt^ar  Lira  stand, 

And  oAycn  takps  me  by  thd  huuL  i 

I  twice  a-dfty  a-huntmg  go^ 
And  ucver  f*iU  to  sejie  my  foe;  I 

And  when  I  have  liim  by  the  poll,  j 

I  drvg  hJdn  upward  from  bi^  hole  ;  j 

^ida^  Bome  are  of  so  stubborn  kind,  I 

I  *tn  foraed  lo  leave  a  bnib  behin(L  ' 

I  hotirly  wtvit  some  fatal  end  ; 
Fttr  I  can  breok^  but  BOom  to  bend. 


AN     ECHO. 

Never  sleeping,  still  awake, 

Pleasing  most  when  most  I  speak ; 

The  delight  of  old  and  young, 

Though  I  speak  without  a  tongue. 

Nought  but  one  thing  can  conibund  raOj 

Many  voices  joining  round  me; 

Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabble, 

Like  the  laborers  of  BabeL 

Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  cow, 

I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low ; 

I  can  blt.'at,  or  I  can  sing, 

Like  the  warblers  of  the  spring. 

Let  the  love-sick  bard  complain, 

And  I  mourn  the  (M'uel  pain ; 

Let  the  happy  swain  rejoice, 

And  I  join  my  helping  voice : 

Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 

I  with  eitlier  sport  and  toy. 

Tliough  a  lady,  I  am  stout, 

Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  out : 

Tlien  I  clash,  an<l  roar,  and  rattle. 

Join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 

Jove,  with  all  his  loudest  thunder. 

When  l'i\\  \e3.e^\.  gv\x{\>  V<e^>^  \^ct  w\ider  ; 


^ 
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Yet  80  tender  Ls  my  ear, 
That  the  lowest  voice  I  fear ; 
Much  I  dread  the  courtier's  fate. 
When  his  merit's  out  of  date, 
For  I  hate  a  silent  breath, 
And  a  whisper  is  my  death. 


ON    THE    VOWELS. 

We  are  little  airy  creatures, 
All  of  dilTerent  voice  and  features ; 
One  of  us  in  glass  is  set, 
One  of  us  you  *11  find  in  jet 
T'  other  you  may  see  in  tin. 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within. 
If  the  fifUi  you  should  pursue. 
It  can  never  fly  from  you. 


ON    A    PAIR    OF    DICE. 

We  are  little  brethren  twain, 
Arbiters  of  loss  and  gain. 
Many  to  our  counters  run, 
Some  are  made,  and  some  undone : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  cost, 
Few  ar6  made,  but  numbers  lost 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  forever, 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favor. 


ON    A    SHADOW    IN    A    GLASS. 

By  something  form'd,  I  nothing  am. 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name ; 
In  no  place  have  I  ever  been. 
Yet  everywhere  I  may  be  seen ; 
In  all  tilings  false,  yet  always  true, 
I  *m  still  the  same — but  ever  new. 
Lifeless,  life's  perfect  form  I  wear. 
Can  show  a  nose,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear, 
Yet  neither  smell,  see,  taste,  nor  hear. 


Ml                          ^^m 

!                   tn                                     fiNlQM 

i                                    AB  iha^V^  tttid  TcAtun 

Ko  flwi,  no  boTMJ^  n( 

AH  MlorK.  witlioijt  pfi 

Ami  cliJiut't^,  likt*  lb« 

SwifUy  1  oomc,  and  ^; 

^^^H                                    VThr'Tr  not  n  d^nk  la 

^^H                                  Likc^  thatt^bt,  1  'tu  m 

^^H                                   Nor  con  I  ever  be  ulc 

^^H                                   All  thmgi  cm  earth  1 

^^^1                                     Faster  tliAn  nntiire  ca 

^^H                                     Sometimea  imperial  J 

1                                     Anon  io  beggar**  rag 

1                                    A  giant  now,  &iiil  0tn 

1                                     I  ^m  every  one^  but  ti 

^^^                                     Nti'er  BA^  I  mQura,  q 

^^y                                   I  more  njj  lips,  but  1 

^  T                    I  ne'er  was  bont,  ntir 

TheG,  pr'ytliee,  tell  k 

ON    T 

Ever  eating,  e 

All-devourmg 

Never  finding 

TiU  I  eat  the  ^ 
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ADDISON,  JOSEPH— The  EsBAjist  of  the  *' Spectator;''  bom  1632; 
died  1708.  Addison,  though  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  Engliah 
homorists,  wrote  scarcelj  a  line  of  hmnorons  verse.    See  p.  688. 

ALUNGHAV,  WILLIAM— An  American  writer;  contributor  to 
"  Putnam's  Magazine ;"  author  of  a  volume  of  poems  recently  pub- 
lished in  Hart&rd.    See  p.  70. 

ANONTMOUS— To  Punch's  Almanac,  for  1856,  we  are  indebted 
for  an  account  of  this  prolific  writer: 

Of  Anok,"  says  Punch,  "but  little  is  known,  though  his  works  are 
excessively  numerous.  He  has  dabbled  in  every  thing.  Prose  and 
Poetry  are  alike  familiar  to  his  pen.  One  moment  he  will  be  up 
the  highest  flights  of  philosophy,  and  the  next  he  will  be  down  in 
some  kitchen  garden  of  literature,  culling  an  Enormous  Gooseberry, 
to  present  it  to  the  columns  of  some  provincial  newspaper.  Wm 
contributions  are  scattered  wherever  the  English  language  is  read. 
Open  any  volume  of  Miscellanies  at  any  place  you  win,  and  jroo  are 
sure  to  &11  upon  some  choice  little  bit  signed  by  *  Anon.*  Wlut  a 
mind  his  must  have  been  I  It  took  in  every  thing  like  a  pawn- 
broker's shop.  Nothing  was  too  trifling  for  its  grasp.  Now  he 
was  hanging  on  to  the  trunk  of  an  elephant  and  explahiing  to  yoa 
how  it  was  more  elastic  than  a  pair  of  India-rubber  braces;  and 
next  he  would  be  constructing  a  suspension  bridge  with  a  series  of 
monkey's  tails,  tying  them  together  as  they  do  pocket-handkerchioik 
in  the  gaDery  of  a  theater  when  they  want  to  fish  up  a  bonnet  thnt 
has  fallen  into  the  pit 

"  Anon  is  one  of  our  greatest  authors.  If  all  the  things  whic-h  are 
signed  with  Anon's  name  were  collected  on  rows  of  shelvesi,  he 
would  require  a  British  Museum  all  to  himsel£  And  yet  of  this 
great  man  so  little  is  known  that  wo  are  not  even  acquainted  with 
his  Christian  name.  There  is  no  ccrtificatf«  of  baptism,  no  moldy 
tombstone,  no  musty  washing-bill  in  the  world  on  which  w^ 
book  the  smallest  line  of  speculation  whether  it  wis  John^er  4 
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or  Jottli^iJL,  or  Tdm,  or  Dit>k,  or  BUI7  Anon.  9h«me  thni  ■  isu 
■hould  writti  w  mudo,  and  yt?t  b«  known  m  littlv.  Oblivioa 
iU  AtinCliDTV,  Bptpctimo^  v««7  unjuatlj.  Ou  secotiii  tliougbt^  ^er- 
bvpiv  it  b  M  W4ll  thi£  the  workB  of  Anoti  woro  Qot  collcctcj  to- 
pthflt.  QU  n^tj^ioii  for  consistency  would  not  probflUv 
fiKVM0«tl  b/  thtr  ooll^ctioii,  tt  would  be  found  that  fr^uf^tly 
bad  0(^tF>dIcted  Llm»elf — that  10  niaay  bwtancee  wbeo  be  b^d 
bMH  Wiknnl^  Qpbolrliug  tbc^  CLristuu:!  white  of  4  <]ue^oa  be  bod 
gfiMmmnl  turned  t^ouud,  and  mAiotaiQed  witb  equal  warmth  ihs 
P%gua  bMk  of  iL  Ho  might  of^on  b«  di»?ownxd  oa  botb  eJd«9  of 
A  tnith,  JatD^MJig  boldly  (hwa  the  ti^ht  side  over  10  th*  wrong,  and 
lliu^ig  b^  m^nce  at  anj  on?  wba  dan>d  to  ft-««ml  him  m  either 
poeitioa.  Such  double-sidtsdtit^a  would  not  be  pretty,  nod  jct  w* 
■hiifuUl  b*  Jcniout  to  *uch  iocoueiat^aciM-  Wirb  one  who  had  writ- 
ten ao  tna^Qj  tliouaanil  volumes,  wLio  liibd  twirlf^d  hifl  thoii^hu  ih 
with  A  nop  on  CTory  |v>f^bh)  E^ubjt^t,  bow  was  it  poftdbJe  to  (ix- 
p?et  any  tliiaip  like  consietency  ?  How  was  it  liktly  that  h©  could 
roooliet't  t*vtry  litUt*  atom  out  of  ihe  innumerable  atoms  hia  pea 
had  heaped  up? 

"Anon  ought  to  have  been  rich,  but  ho  lived  in  an  age  when 
piracy  wjw  the  Hishion.  anil  when  bookf^cllers  walked  about,  as  it 
were,  like  Indian  ohiefrJ,  with  the  skulls  of  the  authors  they  had 
slain,  hun^  roinul  their  necks.  Xo  woruKr,  therefore,  that  we 
know  nothing  of  the  wealth  of  Anon.  l).»ubtlej^.s  he  diiKi  in  a  gar- 
ret, like  many  other  kindred  spirits,  1  Kath  biing  the  only  score  out 
of  the  many  knocking  at  liis  door  that  he  could  pay.  But  to  hw 
immortal  credit  let  it  be  said  he  has  lilled  more  libraries  tli;m  the 
most  generous  patrons  of  literatui'e.  The  volumes  that  formed  the 
fuel  of  the  barbarians'  l)onnre  at  Alexandria  would  be  but  a  small 
book-stiill  l>y  the  side  of  the  octavos,  quartos,  and  duodecimos  he 
has  pyramidized  on  our  book-shelves.  Look  through  any  catalogue 
you  will,  and  you  will  find  that  a  large  proportion  of  the  works  in 
it  have  l)een  contributed  by  xVnon.  The  only  author  who  can  in 
the  least  compete  witli  him  in  fecundity  is  Ibid."  See  pp.  5G9,  570, 
571,  572,  584,  587,  GIG. 

ANTI-JxiCOBIX,  THE— Perhaps  the  most  famous  collection  of  Po- 
litical Satires  extant.  Originated  by  Canning  in  1797,  it  appe:ired 
in  the  form  of  a  weekly  newspaper,  interspersed  with  poetry,  the 
avowed  object  of  which  was  to  exi)ose  the  vicious  doctrines  of  the 
French  Revolution,  and  to  hold  up  to  ridicule  and  conti  nii)t  the 
a/lvocates  of  that  event,  and  the  sticklers  for  jieace  and  |»arlianient- 
ary  reform.  The  editor  was  William  Gilford,  the  vigorous  and  un- 
scrupulous erilie  and  poetaster;  the  writers,  Mr.  John  IIcK>kham 
Frere,  Mr.  Jeukiusow  v^\lw\\v\iivl  EatI  of  Liverpool);  Mi'.  George 
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EDifl,  Lord  Clare,  Lord  MorningtoD  (afterward  Marquis  WeUealejX 
Lord  Morpeth  (afterward  Earl  of  GarMeX  Baron  Maodonald,  and 
othera,  These  gentlemen  spared  no  means,  fair  or  fool,  in  their 
attempts  to  blacken  their  adTorBaries.  Their  most  distinguished 
ewmtrymen,  if  exposed  to  the  Tory  government  of  the  time  being, 
were  treated  with  no  more  respect  than  foreign  adveraaries,  and 
were  held  up  to  public  execration  as  traitors,  blasphemcra^  and  de- 
baudieeB.  The  period  was  one  of  great  political  excitement,  a 
i&eroe  war  with  republican  France  being  in  progress)  the  neceesi^ 
for  which  divided  the  public  into  two  great  parties;  national  credit 
being  affected,  the  Bank  of  England  suspending  cash  payments, 
'biotinies  breaking  out  in  the  fleets  at  Spithead  and  the  Nore,  and 
beland  at  the  verge  of  rebellion.  Spain,  also,  had  declared  war 
against  Britain,  which  was  thus  left  to  contend  singly  against  the 
power  of  France.  Party  feeling  running  very  high,  the  anti-Jaoo- 
bins  were  by  no  means  discriminating  in  their  attacks,  associating 
men  together  who  really  had  nothing  in  common.  Hence  the 
reader  is  surprised  to  find  Charles  Lamb  and  other  non-intruders  into 
politics,  figuring  as  congenial  conspirators  with  Tom  Paine.  Fox, 
Sheridan,  Erakine,  and  other  eloquent  liberals  of  the  day,  with 
Tiemey,  Home  Tooke,  and  Coleridge  were  at  the  same  time  writ- 
ing and  talking  in  the  opposite  extreme,  and  little  quarter  was 
given — certainly  none  on  the  part  of  the  Tory  wits.  The  poetry 
of  the  **  Anti-Jacobin,"  however,  was  not  exclusively  political,  com- 
prising also  parodies  and  burlesques  on  the  current  literature  of  the 
day,  some  being  of  the  highest  degree  of  merit,  and  distinguished 
by  sharp  wit  and  broad  humor  of  the  happiest  kind.  In  theee^ 
Canning  and  his  coadjutors  did  a  real  service  to  letters,  and  assisted 
in  a  purification  which  Gifford,  by  his  demolition  of  the  Delia  Cms- 
can  school  of  poetry  had  so  well  begun.  Perhaps  no  lines  in  the 
English  language  have  been  more  effective  or  oftencr  quoted  than 
Canning's  "  Friend  of  Humanity  cutd  the  Knife  Grinder J^  Manj  of 
the  celebrated  caricatures  of  Gilray  were  originally  designed  to  fllus- 
trate  the  Poetry  of  the  Anti-Jacobin.  It  had,  however,  but  a  brief; 
though  brilliant  existence.  Wilberforco  and  others  of  the  more 
moderate  supporters  of  the  ministry  became  alarmed  at  the 
boldness  of  the  language  empk>yed.  Pitt  (himself  a  contributor 
to  the  journal^  was  induced  to  interfere,  and  after  a  career  of  eight 
months,  the  **  Anti- Jacobin"  (in  its  original  fi>rmX  ceased  to  be.  See 
pp.  384,  386,  387. 

ATTOUN,  WILLIAM— Professor  of  Polite  Literature  in  the  Kdin- 
burg  Univeisity:  editor  of  "Bladcwood*s  Magaune:'*  son-in-law  of 
the  late  Professor  Wilson.  Professor  Aytoun  was  bred  to  the  bar, 
b«it|  we  believe,  never  came  into  practice.    Ue  is  the  authoi 
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«wver«l  litiSloRnu  p^scwi,  and  of  luan^  in  whkb  th«  titeotioa  to  It 

hiimorcrtMi  wii«  not  r««liM<L  He  i*  wbftt  the  Kngiiali  cull  &  tnr 
nfcDfr  t04n-  Like  many  otli<?«  who  excel  In  ridkrulp  *uid  sftPOMHi,  h» 
iM  ilftvtHd  of  Hint  kind  of  moral  priDcipl*?  which  lOak*:^  a  writiaT  pre- 
1l*r  t>j^  Jiwt  to  the  Dashing.  Ajtouu  i»  a  Qoro?  T0J7  in  potidca-^n 
unob  on  prindpK  Tl:e  i*pe<imi^s  of  hh  hmnorous  poetlj  CqwH 
MAmcI  lo  Uite  oollee-tion  wt?re  taken  from  the  ^^BallafU  of  Bon  Gflsfl- 
lta;'*«id  lJit''I4ecfi  Napol^onienneo*"  editioM  of  both  of  which 
,  htewe  be«a  pubtiefaed  m  this  wmiCTy.  See  pp.  181,  34&,  347,  5A 
,iO^  OM^  DOT,  51Q;  fill,  512,  513,  &14,  516,  5T€. 


IIARHAM,  kET.  RICHARD  HAHRIS— Anthor  of  tbe  cetebntel 
*'  Lnfr>ldMby  Legends^"  jmblbhod  orifTiDnUy  in  '"  BenU^y^B  Ifisod* 
lanf,"  Aftcrwurd  oolJocted  and  published  in  three  volamefi,  with  1. 
luir  bj  a  eon  of  tJie  author* 

Ur  BATbain  wait  bom  nt  Cantorhuiy,  Eng:laiul}  D^r^mber  Gth, 
ITSS.  111*1  funiity  is  of  jjTTPal  antJqaity,  having  glT^ra  ]t»  naroe  to 
tho  well-known  "  Barhatn  Downi^j"  between  Dover  and  Cantertraiy. 
He  was  educated  at  St.  Paul's  School  in  Canterbury,  where  he 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Richard  Bcntlev,  who  artcrward  became 
his  publisher.  From  this  school,  ho  went  to  Oxf<»rfl,  entering 
Brazennose  CoUoprc,  as  a  prentleman  commonor.  where  lie  met  Theo- 
dore Hook,  and  formed  a  friendship  with  tliat  prince  of  ^^nts  which 
terminated  only  witli  Hook's  life.  At  the  University,  13arham  led 
a  wild,  dissipated  life — as  the  bad  custom  then  was — and  was 
noted  as  a  wit  and  prood  fellow.  Being  called  to  account,  on  one 
occa.sion,  by  his  tutor  for  his  continued  absence  from  morning  praj'er, 
Barham  replied, 

"  The  fact  is,  sir.  you  are  too  late  for  me.'' 

'*Too  late?"  exclaimed  the  astonislicd  tutor. 

"  Yes,  sir,"*  rejoined  the  student  '*  I  can  not  sit  up  till  seven 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  am  a  man  of  regular  habits,  and  unless  I 
get  to  bed  by  four  or  live,  I  am  fit  for  nothing  the  next  day." 

The  tutor  took  this  jovial  reply  seriously,  and  Barham  perceiving 
that  ho  was  really  wounded,  ollercd  a  sincere  ajxjlogy,  and  after- 
ward attended  prayers  more  regularly. 

Entering  the  church,  he  devoted  himself  to  his  clerical  duties 
with  exemplary  assiduity,  and  obtained  valuable  preferment  rising 
at  length  to  be  one  of  the  Canons  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  This 
office  brought  him  into  relations  with  Sydnev  Smith,  with  whom, 
though  Bariiam  was  a  Tory,  he  had  much  convivial  intercourse. 

Very  early  in  life  Mr.  Barham  became  an  occasional  contributor 
to  Blackwood's  Ma.irazine,  then  in  the  prime  of  its  vigorous  youth. 
The  series  of  contributions  called  "  Family  Poetry,"  which  appear 
in  the  volumes  for  \^1^,  ;\iic\  ^>\\^?jec\\\c^Tv\  '^^.Olt<,  -^'^re  by  him.    Most 
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of  thoeo  humorous  oflluuons  have  been  transfeired  to  this  volome. 
In  1837  Ut.  Bentley  established  his  "  Miscellany,"  and  secured  the 
senrices  of  his  friend  Barham,  who,  up  to  this  time  was  unknown  to 
the  generul  public,  thoui^h  ho  had  been  for  nearly  twenty  years  a  sue- 
oeaftil  writer.  The  "  Ingoldsby  Legends"  now  appeared  in  rapid 
flucoession,  and  proved  so  popuhu*  that  tlieir  author  soon  became 
one  of  the  recognized  wits  of  the  day.  A  hu^  number  of  these  unique 
and  excellent  productions  enrich  the  present  collection.  "  As  re- 
spects these  poema^"  says  Ur.  Barham*s  biographer,  '*  remariEsble  as 
they  have  been  pronounced  for  the  wit  and  humor  whidi  they  dis- 
play, their  distinguishing  attractions  lies  in  the  almost  unparalleled 
flow  and  felicity  of  the  versification.  Popular  phrases^  sentences 
the  most  prosaic,  even  the  cramped  technicalities  of  legal  diction, 
and  snatdies  from  well-nigh  every  language,  are  vrrougfat  in  with 
an  apparent  absence  of  all  art  and  effort  that  surprises,  pleases,  and 
convulses  the  reader  at  every  turn.  Tlio  author  triumphs  with  a 
master  hand  over  every  variety  of  stanza,  however  complicated  or 
exacting ;  not  a  word  seems  out  of  place,  not  an  expression  forced ; 
syllables  the  most  intractable,  and  the  only  partners  fitted  for  them 
throughout  the  range  of  kmguage  are  coupled  together  as  naturally 
as  those  kindred  spirits  which  poets  tell  us  wero  created  pain,  and 
diqiersed  in  space  to  seek  out  their  particuhir  mates.  A  harmony 
pervades  the  whole,  a  perfect  modulation  of  numbers,  never,  per- 
haps, surpassed,  and  rarely  equaled  in  compositions  of  their  dass. 
This  was  tlie  /urte  of  Thomas  Ingoldsby ;  a  harsh  line  or  untnie 
rhyme  grated  on  his  car  like  the  Shandcan  hinge.''  These  observa- 
tions aro  just  As  a  rhymer,  Mr.  Barham  has  but  one  equal  in 
En^ish  literature — Byron. 

Mr.  Barham  died  at  London  on  the  17th  of  June,  1845,  in  the 
fifty-seventh  year  of  his  age.  Ho  was  an  extremely  amiable^  be- 
nevolent character.  It  does  not  appear  that  his  k>ve  of  tlio  humor^ 
oos  was  over  allowed  to  iuterfero  with  the  performance  of  his  duties 
as  a  clergyman.  Witliout  being  a  great  preacher,  he  was  a  laithftil 
and  kindly  pastor,  never  so  much  in  his  element  as  when  minister- 
ing to  the  distresses,  or  healing  the  differences  of  his  parishioners. 
Unlike  his  fhcnd,  Sydney  Smith,  he  was  singulariy  food  of  the 
drama,  and  for  many  years  was  a  member  of  the  Garrick  Chib.  He 
was  one  of  the  few  English  ^(Titers  of  humorous  veree,  aU  of  whose 
writings  may  be  read  aloud  by  a  father  to  liis  fimiily,  and  in  whose 
wit  there  was  no  aiimixture  of  gaU.  See  pp.  41,  44,  125,  129,  136, 
146,  156,  l&i,  2S'.>,  287,  417,  418,  419,  568,  569. 


MBENTLEY'S    MISCELLANY"— A    London    Monthly   Magaadne^ 
tended  about  twenty  years  ago  by  Mr.  Bentley,  the  publisher.  Chariea 


CAf Atonu^  or  ftorircKB, 
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BLAOEWOOITB  UAOAZIP^E— Fi^  M^wvd  u  April,  l«lt 
Poondffd  I7  Wmtaa  Bbckwood,  a  AluwMr4  K^yifg^jjK  ^N*A»ffltT_  lb 
tttorwy  M&tr  «ttd  flcttt  pc^lkil  pvikvi«tdp,  «ooa  pl^^  It  fiKt^ 
BMi  in  thp  nwkiT  ^  Toff  pcfkdktttK  fUvbapa  ao  m^pniw  li*^ 
•TV  »obkirtfd  wvcii  «aMnlgr»  4r  namb«T«d  nzdi  4  Inrt  </  ^IUmxUw 
voubribntom,  J«lm  VUmm,  the  wartU-f^oa^M  ■  UhrMo^^vr  lioftK,' 
WW  th«  vutiifll,  Ihtiniirtt  n»  nnulMl  editor,  Bkdcvood  hisoitir  n^ 
tatnlRR  Uuit  titk.  It  WOtxtd  b9  A  long  task  U»  pnomenle  all,  who^ 
fromtiied^oraSr  WAlUrrfVotluid  tboEttrkik  Sb«ph«Td,  v>  tiuBi? 
ttf  B«lw«r  imd  Cb&rlM  Uaokar,  liaT«  Appeored   in  its  odums*. 

I^ttb^  BowIm,  Hwt^  OomwAll,  Gblfr,   BamilUm,  Ait<  8T]n,  D» 

ntk  Jafdid^  (DArium)^  Kii^nbeth  Biun^tt  Browiune*  Uilno^  ad 

their  productionB,  whether  of  proeo  or  Terse,  tn  ito  earij  dajs 
mndi  of  personalitj  and  flarcasm  marked  its  pages,  savage  on^aogiiti 
OD  Leigh  Hant,  and  *'  the  Ckxskney  School  of  lataratare,''  alternating 
with  attacks  on  the  Edinbmgh  Beview,  Che  Quartertj,  and  all  Wbigs 
and  Whig  productions  whatever.  The  celebrated  3rbc<0t  AmirmimtBf 
a  series  of  papers  containing  probabl j  more  learnings  wil^  eloqneooe^ 
eccentricity,  humor,  and  personality  than  have  ever  appeared  «!»> 
wherey  formed  part  of  the  individuality  of  Blackwood.  Tbey  woe 
written  by  Wilson,  Maginn,  Lodchart,  and  Hogg^  the  two  flnt 
named  (and  especiaUy  Wilson),  having  the  pre-«niiiieiiceu  To  tfaa 
New  York  edition  of  this  woik,  by  Dr.  Sheltaa  Mackemie  (whoM 
notes  contain  a  perfect  mine  of  information),  we  refer  tbe  reader  to 
ftirther  particulars  relative  to  Bladcwood.  See  pp.  410^  4U,  41i» 
687,  688. 

BROUGHAM,  LORD— The  well-known  member  of  tiM  Eng^ 
House  of  PeeraL  It  seems,  60m  some  jocularities  altribuied  to  bis 
lordship,  that  he  adds  to  his  many  other  daima  to  diatiiictkm  that 
of  being  a  man  of  wit    See  p.  680. 

BRYANT,  WILLLAJC  CULLEN— The  most  odebiated  of  AmfiriciB 
poets.  Editor  of  the  "  New  York  Evening  Poet^"  Born  1794.  See 
p.  68. 

BTmS^  ROBERT— Bom  1760,  died  179€.  The  best  kmd,  noA 
national,  xaoeX  m^^v^tA^viV^^rQM^  and  greatest  of  n*»*^ah  posli^ 
of  w^iPPi  \o  ta>^  Taot^\wst^"^y^sc^<aBL>eg^ya?gmaMafe^   ^flatMkS&Mb 
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BUTLER,  SAMUEL— Bom  in  1612 ;  the  son  of  a  snbetantial  fimner 
in  Woroosterebire,  England.  Very  little  is  known  of  the  earlier 
portion  of  his  life,  as  he  had  reached  the  age  of  fifty  before  he  was 
80  mndi  88  heard  of  by  his  cotemporaries.  He  appears  to  have  re- 
odTed  a  good  education  at  the  cathedral  school  of  his  native  CQunty, 
and  to  have  filled  various  situations,  as  clerk  in  the  service  of 
Tboniaa  JeflKee  of  Earl's  Croombe,  secretary  to  the  Gounteas  of 
Kent,  and  general  man  of  business  to  Sir  Samuel  Lake,  of  Cople 
Hoo,  Bedlbrdshire,  who,  it  is  said,  served  as  the  model  for  his  hero, 
Hndibnia.  The  first  part  of  this  singular  poem  was  published  at  the 
doae  of  1662,  and  met  with  extraordinary  suooesa.  Its  wit,  its 
quaint  sense  and  learning,  its  paasagce  of  sarcastic  reflection  on  all 
manner  of  toptos,  and  above  all,  its  unsparing  ridicule  of  men  and 
things  on  the  Puritan  side,  combined  to  render  it  a  general  favorite. 
The  reception  of  Part  II.,  which  appeared  a  year  subsequent,  was 
equally  flattering.  Tet  its  author  seems  to  have  fiiUen  into  the 
greatest  poverty  and  obscurity,  (h>m  which  he  never  was  enabled  to 
emerge.  It  appears  to  have  been  his  strange  fate  to  flash  all  at  odoo 
into  notoriety,  which  lasted  precisely  two  years,  to  fill  the  court  and 
town  during  that  time  with  continuous  laughter,  intermingled  with 
inquiries  who  and  what  he  was.  and  then  for  seventeen  long  years 
to  plod  on  unknown  and  unregarded,  still  hearing  his  Hudibras 
qooCed,  and  still  preparing  more  of  it,  or  matter  similar,  with  no  re- 
mit He  died,  hi  almost  absolute  destitution,  in  1680,  and  was 
buried  at  a  friend's  expense,  in  the  diurch-yard  of  St  Paul's,  Covent 
Garden.    See  pp.  199,  627,  028,  529,  530,  531,  632,  533. 

BYBOU— A  noted  English  Jacobite.     Bom  1691.    See  pc  645. 

BYRON,  GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL— Bom  1788,  died  in  Greece, 
1821.  Respecting  his  celebrated  Satire  on  the  poet  Rogers,  which 
appears  in  this  collection,  we  read  the  following  in  a  London  period- 
knl : — **  The  satire  on  Rogers,  by  Lord  Byron,  is  not  surpassed  for 
oool  malignity,  dexterous  portraiture,  and  happy  iroagt>ry,  in  the 
whole  compass  of  tlie  English  language.  It  is  sai<l,  and  by  those 
well  informed,  that  Rogers  used  to  Iwre  Byron  while  in  Italy,  by 
his  incessant  minute  dilettantism,  and  by  visits  at  hours  when  Byron 
did  not  care  to  see  him.  One  of  many  wild  fh?aks  to  repel  his  un- 
seasonable visits  was  to  set  liij*  big  dog  at  hun.  To  a  mind  like 
Byron's,  lu-re  was  sufficient  provocation  for  a  satire.  Tlie  subject 
too,  was  irrej«i'!iible.  Othor  inducements  were  not  wanting.  No 
man  indulged  himst^lf  mon*  in  ftircastic  remarks  on  hisei>temporarii>8 
than  Mr.  Rogers.  He  indulged  his  wit  at  any  sacrifice.  He  spared 
DO  one,  and  Byron,  consequently  did  not  escape.  Sarcztstic  sayings 
travel  on  electric  winga— and  one  of  Rogera's  personal  and  amnainc 
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tUbft  «Qn  cf  tbo  pootk  pilgrim  Al  nmrvsiiM 

iflton  om  bMr  In  vdanmaa/ptc  *tTTttiqf  wi>ci 

a  QMkoMm  Mttvlciti  potttvats  tn  renci  ¥t 

ioil  t— »*tng  Ht  BolofBL     B^K^a  mi  h 

Aa  wmf  «vliv  of  ^  b«d  «Mf  nadwd  Hm  «ar  of  B^u 

b*  HVVtfr  pmb|Ui«d  ti)«  ytf*M  on  Bosrero.    l^T  i»^  1^ 

„4h<r  it  llw  <klvi^  ftP«  '  Mr  d«ttr/  a&d  '  My  dear/  iihntevt 

QDBridMrvd  his  sc^jill^  us  muelHufr  to  h 

wnd  (bv  Mikcr  bii  vcrsn  «9  afro^lun^  diH  io  be  rcoxn 

l^MD  THWi  ar«  00*  induiM  in  Bjtvq^s  work^  aad  ai 

amptx  as,  34,  311,  5^1,  &6«w  H 

OHAnCEa  Ufdl  ID  th«  ttiifteMilh  omtury.  dymg  in  1400.  vi 
r1rtipi<T8ri  tb»  &Ahar  d"  Kn^liflli  po^trr,     Tbe  obsolete  phraaatl^ 

and  popularity^  will  Qever  deter  those  who  trulj  lore  the  "daintk 
that  are  bred  in  a  book'^  from  holding  him  in  affection  and  rerei 
enoe.  Hia  chief  work,  the  "CJanterbury  Pilgrimage,*'  "  well  of  Bi 
glish  undefiled"  as  it  is,  was  written  in  the  decline  of  life,  when  i1 
author  had  passed  his  sixtieth  year.  For  catholicity  of  spirit,  lov 
of  nature,  purity  of  thought,  pathos,  humor,  subtle  aiiid  minute  dt 
crimination  of  character  and  power  of  expressing  it,  Chancer  tu 
one  superior — Shakspeare.    See  p.  21. 

CHESTERFIELD,  LORB— Bom  in  1794;  died  1773.  Cburtifl 
statesman,  and  man  of  the  world ;  fiunous  for  many  things,  bi 
known  to  Uterature  chiefly  by  his  ^  Letters  to  his  Son,**  which  hn 
formed  three  generaticKis  of  '*  gentlemen,"  and  still  exert  great  infli 
ence.  Chesterfield  was  a  noted  wit  in  his  day,  but  most  of  h 
good  things  have  been  lost    See  p.  546. 

CLEVELAND,  JOHN— A  political  writer  of  Charles  the  Firet's  timi 
author  of  several  satirical  pieces,  now  known  only  to  the  corioQ 
He  died  in  1659.     See  p.  546. 

COLERIDGE,  SAMUEL  TAYLOR— Poet»  plagiarist,  and  opiui 
eater.  Bom  at  Bristol,  in  1770.  Died  near  London  in  1834.  1 
was  a  weak  man  of  genius,  whose  reputation,  tbrmeriy  immeo 
Viaa  doclLaed  since  ho  has  been  better  known.  But  ^  Christab 
and.  \}[iQ  ^^  Mici<eTk\.^«fai<«^^  ^<inlL  charm  many  genamtxuis  of  iwid 
yet  Tmbotru  \Lcia\.  oS.  >}ev^  ^'^vBc^a&s^  nrXs^^  "^as^^tiAx.  in  hia  woria  < 
a4k^ied  feom lioaKcc^.    ^^  y^.  \^^ ^Vv^^i^'^^ 
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CX)WPER,  WILLIAM— The  gentlo  poet  of  reLgious  England,  born 
1731 ;  died  1800.  Ck)wper  was  an  elegant  liumorist)  despite  the 
gloominefls  of  his  religious  bclicC  It  is  said,  however,  that  his 
most  comic  effusions  were  written  during  periods  of  despondency. 
See  pp.  99,  241,  242. 

"CRUIKSHAKK'S  OMNIBUS''— A  monthly  Magazme,  published 
•t  the  period  of  the  artist's  greatest  celebrity,  principally  as  a  vehicle 
fi»r  hia  pendL  Its  editor  was  Laman  Blauehard,  a  lively  essayist, 
mnd  amiable  man,  whom  anticipations  of  }K.<:uuiary  distress  subse- 
quently goaded  to  suicide.    See  pp.  431,  589. 

DEVREAUX,  S.  H.— An  Amcriccm  8ch(4j|L  .Translator  of  "Yri- 
arte's  Fable.-s"  recently  published  in  Bodtonr^SBb  pp.  230,  241. 

KRSKINE,  THOMAS— One  of  the  most  eminent  of  English  Uw 
yen.    Bom  1750;  died  1823.    Sec  p.  559, 

FIELDING,  HENRY— Tlio  great  Knglish  Humorist;  autlior  of 
"Tom  Jones;"  bom,  1707  ;  die<l,  1751.     See  p.  382. 

GAY,  JOHN — A  poet  and  satirist  of  the  ihxys  of  Queen  Anne.  Bora 
1C88;  died,  1732.  His  wit,  gfUtWiioits,  humor,  and  animal  spirits 
appear  to  have  rendered  him  a  genenil  favorite.  In  worldly  mat- 
ters he  was  not  fiirtunate,  losing  £20.000  by  the  South  Sea  bubble ; 
nor  did  his  interest,  which  was  by  no  means  inconsiderable,  succeed 
in  procuring  him  a  plait?  at  court.  Ho  wn)to  (ables,  pastorals,  tlio 
burlesque  poem  of  "Trivia,"  and  plays,  tin.*  ni'>st  suceesijful  and  cele- 
brated of  which  is  the  *'  Boj^jar  s  Op  t:l"  ( )f  tliis  work  there  exists 
a  sequel  or  second  part,  as  full  of  wit  and  Hutire  as  the  original  but 
mnch  less  known.  Its  iwrforninneo  w.w  suppn>ssod  by  Walpole, 
upon  whom  it  was  supposed  tc  rert*'Ct.     S'->e  pp.  215,  350,  590. 

GRAY,  THOMAS— Author  of  the  **  KN^C}*  written  in  a  Country 
Chun'h-\'jird ;''  l*rof«-'ss-.>r  of  MoUth  HUtory  m  the  University  of 
Cambridjre.  Bom  in  London,  17  lO;  died,  1771.  Gray  was  leami-d 
in  Hu^ory,  ^\jchite<*turo,  and  Natural  HUton*.  As  a  poet,  he  was 
remarkable  for  the  Lil)or  besrtowed  on  his  poemA,  for  hb«  reluctance 
to  publish,  and  for  the  small  number  of  hbi  compositk>na.  Carlyle 
thmks  ho  »  the  only  English  p<>et  who  wrote  less  than  he  ought 
fiec  p  97. 

HALPIN, A  writer  for  the  press,  a  resident  of  Now  Yofk, 

author  of  "  Lyrics  by  tl»o  I>ctter  H,"  published  a  year  or  two  dnce 
by  Derby.    See  pp.  57a  679. 
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tTAnHW^r  la  linrml  Dnironitj;  bom  M  CHRibrUet^  Ujm^b 
Df >  Hohmitfli  InttdtWM  *uiuui  art  too  ipqS  kiMvni  bo  rapnn 

ir/^  in  Tcr7  exnUmit  ^  ila  kiod.    fi«e  pfi.  G  t,  340,  312,  ^11,  All 


HOOD,  TIIOSIAS- Aatbor  of  tbo  »Soo|rof  U»  Sbirt,^  wbicb  IMiiA 
bttd  tb»  boo«r  of  Rm  pufbfiditQ«.  Bom  fti  1798;  died  in 
aoodwutUaooof^LMdcn^odtaMlH  imJ  K^gan  life  aba 
1U  b<OMiM  tikvwwl  «B  wpafVTf  b«tt  was  dr^wn  grrndf  otlx 
Ib»titanv7 pntadm^  wtuobbe  vgcmiicd  ftr  more  to  tb«  wivaal 
«r  |A»  rvnAKl  Ite^  bb  cvw;^  His  UMr  j^u^  wct^  oaad^rn^l  ^r  ifi^ 
taddimd  ponr^  ^mi  ^liw<?opoo  reragB  awm  Tom^  aqkI  kh^ 
llfprt^  «  ChMiPi  Am*  fcr  s*odod  mgm  H<)od  waa  om  oT  tb* 
itoMc^  lan  who  Aould  luToiiiBd»ofHt«f«tur9&sun;tiatjicmtdL 
It  irw  tn  htm  tn  produo4\  Hit*  t^mh,  >  fe«-  Tery  AdmiraHtt  tMugt^ 
tiM>  citistf-Tjtiflti  rf  which  Kh^Mild  har*  bwti  tlw  pl^asAst  tt?wjp4!Mtt 
01  nia  Mttore,  hoc  ine  vou  dj  wmen  ne  gainea  ma  DreM.  csee  p|K  ' 
45,  46,  2S9,  S94,  307,  309,  422,  423,  425,  426,  592,  594,  596. 

HUNT,  JAMES  HENRY  LEIGH— English  Journalist  and  Pdet 
Born  in  1784  His  father  was  a  dcrgjman  of  the  Establidied 
churcii,  and  a  man  of  wit  and  feeling.    See  p.  583. 

JOHNSON,  DR  SAMUEL— Bom  1709;  died  1784.  Critic,  moral- 
ist, lexicographer,  and,  above  all,  the  hero  of  Boswell's  life  of 
Johnson.  The  ponderous  phDosopher  did  not  HiariAJn^  occasionaDf, 
to  give  plaj  to  his  elephantine  wit     See  p.  545. 

JONSON,  BEN— Bom  1574;  died  1637.  Poet,  play-wright,  ind 
friend  of  Shakspeare^  in  whose  honor  he  has  left  a  noble  eulogium. 
A  manly,  sturdy,  laborious,  English  grenius,  of  whose  dramatic  pro- 
ductions, however,  but  one  ("  Every  Man  in  his  Humor'*)  baa  re- 
tained possession  of  the  stage.  He  is  also  the  author  of  some  exqm- 
dte  lyrics.     See  pp.  525,  526. 

LAMB,  CHARLES— Bom  in  London,  1775 ;  died,  1832.  As  a  hu- 
morous essayist,  unrivaled  and  peculiar,  he  is  known  and  loved  by 
all  who  aP8  likely  to  possess  this  volume.    See  pp.  29,  566. 

I*ANDOR,  WALTER  SAVAGE— A  living  English  writer  orcoesid- 
eraVAe  cfc\e\>T\\,^,  author  of  "  Imaginary  Conversations,"  oontributor 
to  sQveTxd  \QtL^Mi^  -^fvQ^vaiiiA.    \&x.  \As\dor  is  now  advanced  Id 

Bee  p.  &11. 
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••LANTERN,"  THE— A  comic  weekly,  in  imitation  of  *' Punch,'*  pub- 
lished m  tliii)  city  a  few  yeara  n'^i^o.  The  loading  spirit  of  tbo  **  Lan- 
tern" was  Mr.  John  Brougham,  thu  woU-known  dramatist  and  actor. 
Sue  p.  194. 

"LEADER,"  THE — A  London  weekly  newspaper,  of  liberal  opinions; 
ably  written  and  badly  edited,  and,  therefore,  of  limited  circulation. 
Seo  p.  580. 

LESSING,  GOTTHOLD  EPHRAIM— The  well-known  German  au- 
tbor;  bom  1729;  died  1781.  The  epigrams  of  Lessing  have  been 
80  frequently  stolen  by  English  writers,  that,  perhaps,  they  may  now 
be  oonsidered  as  belonging  to  English  literature,  and  heucc  entitled 
to  a  place  in  this  colk-ction.  At  least  we  found  the  temptation  to 
add  them  to  our  stock  irresistible.     See  pp.  553,  554,  555,  556. 

LINDSAY — A  fKend  of  Dean  S\\ift.  A  polite  and  elegant  scholar ; 
an  eminent  pleader  at  the  bar  in  Dubhn,  and  afterward  advanced 
to  be  one  of  the  justices  of  the  Common  Pleas.     See  p.  544. 

LOWELL,  JAMES  RUSSELL— The  American  Poet  Bom  at  Boe- 
ton,  in  the  year  1819.  To  Mr.  Lowell  miist  be  assigned  a  high,  if 
not  the  highest  place,  among  American  ^Titers  of  humorous  poetiy. 
The  Biglow  Papers,  from  which  wo  have  derived  several  excellent 
pieces  for  this  volume,  is  one  of  the  most  ingenious  and  well-sus- 
tained j'eux  iVefprit  in  existence.  See  pp.  622,  678,  619,  623,  626, 
629. 

MAPES,  WALTER  DE— A  noted  clerical  wit  of  Henry  tlie  Second's 
time.    See  p.  583. 

MOORE,  THOMAS— The  Irish  poet;  bom  at  Dublin  in  the  year 
1780.  Moore  has  been  styled  the  best  writer  of  political  squibs 
that  ever  lived.  He  was  employed  to  write  comic  ^-crscs  on  pass- 
ing events,  by  the  conductors  of  the  "  London  Times,"  in  which 
journal  many  of  his  satirical  poems  appeared.  The  political  efl\i- 
sioDS  that  gave  so  much  delight  thirty  jrrars  ago  ar(\  however, 
scarcely  intelligible  to  the  present  generation,  or  if  intelligible,  not 
interesting.  But  Moore  yrroXo  many  a  sprightly  stanza,  the  humor 
of  which  does  not  depend  for  its  efloi't  upon  local  or  cotemporafy 
aUusions.  This  collection  contains  most  of  them.  See  pp.  36,  37, 
38,  39,  124.  259,  260,  261,  263,  266,  267,  269,  273,  276,  415,  560, 
561,  562,  563,  564,  565. 

MORRIS,  GEORGE  P— The  father  of  polite  journalism  in  thu  city, 
and  the  most  celebrated  of  American  S^ug- writers  Born  in  Penn- 
lyhranis  about  the  beginning  of  tlio  present  century.    See  pi  196. 
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PJKDAK  ris.TKB--&*  Wok«4L 

FO?K.  ALRXANUKa— Tho  poet  oT  Ui(>  tin^  or  QaMQ  JUu»«; 

Wdbipa,     Bora  itk  UodoD,  H^;  dktl,  1741     S««  {i.  539. 

PEa£I\  WINTimor  UACKWORTH— An  EngEiah  iK»e% 
of  *'Lilliati,"  Uim  m  UtruWi  about  Ui«  jeArl8O0L     LitUckl 
or  3ir.  Flwad  \u  tUU  wuqU^,  tlu^ugb  ll  wa«  bere  Uiftt  bia  poe^  ^ 

w^*Ptj  flrst  toUwM  aod  imbliplirtl  m  ft  volaiue.  Tits  dmDj  i?  of 
the  aristocracy  of  the  city,  where  some  of  his  sarviving  rdatioos 
are  gtill  engagt^d  in  the  business  of  banking.  At  Eton,  Praed  vas 
highly  distinguished  fbr  his  literary  talents.  Ho  was  for  some  time 
the  editor  of  "The  Etonian,''  a  piquant  penodical  published  by  the 
students.  From  Eton  he  went  to  Cambridge,  where  he  won  an  un- 
precedented number  of  prizes  for  poems  and  epigrams  in  Greek, 
Latin,  and  English.  On  returning  to  London,  he  was  associated 
with  Tliomas  Babbiiigton  Macaulay  in  the  editorship  of  "  KoigfaVs 
Quarterly  Magazine,''  after  the  discontinuance  of  which  he  occa- 
sionally contributed  to  the  "  New  Monthly."  A  few  yeans  before 
his  death,  Mr.  Praed  became  a  member  of  Paiiiament,  but  owing 
to  his  love  of  ease  and  soeiet}^,  obtained  little  distinctioii  in  that 
body. 

Mr.  N.  P.  Willis  thus  ^Tites  of  the  poet  as  ho  appeared  in 
society :  "  We  chance  to  have  it  in  our  power  to  say  a  word  as  to 
Mr.  Praed's  personal  appearance,  manners,  eta  It  was  our  good 
fortune  when  first  in  England  (in  1834  or  '35^  to  be  a  guest  at  the 
same  hospitable  country-house  for  several  weeks.  The  party  ^lere 
assembled  was  somewhat  a  famous  one — Miss  Jane  Porter,  Miss 
Julia  Pardoe,  Krazinski  (the  Polish  historianX  Sir  Gardmer  Wilkin- 
son (the' Oriental  traveler),  venerable  Lady  Cork  ('  Lady  BoBair'  of 
D'lsraeli's  novel),  and  several  persons  more  distinguished  in.  society 
than  in  literature.  Praed,  we  believe,  had  not  been  long  married, 
"but  he  'waa  tVvew*  >N\>ia.  \v>&  -^aS^  He  was  apparently  about  tiur^ 
ftve,  taii,  an^  o^  ^wVl  <5ycxv^^^:\OT^^^!iXl  ^^nm&^^  in  jijg  f^tkoak' 

dera,  and  ol  irt«^gQi\ai  feaJwJKa  ^tew^^  \ssss$cvsfi»is.NR\s^  ^i 
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His  manners  were  particularly  reserved,  though  as  unassuming  as 
they  could  well  be.  His  exquisitely  beautiful  poem  of  'Lillian* 
was  among  the  pet  treasures  of  the  lafly  of  the  house,  and  we  had 
all  been  indulged  with  a  sight  of  it,  in  a  choic'cly  bound  manuscript 
oc^y — but  it  was  hard  to  make  him  confesH  to  any  literary  habits 
or  standing.  As  a  gentleman  of  ample  means  and  retired  liie,  the 
kind  of  notice  drawn  upon  him  by  the  admiration  of  this  poem, 
seemed  distasteful.  His  habits  were  very  secluded.  Wo  only  saw 
him  at  table  and  in  the  evening;  and,  for  the  Test  of  the  day,  ho 
was  away  in  the  remote  walks  and  woods  of  the  extensive  park 
around  the  mansion,  apparently  more  fond  of  solitude  than  of  any 
thing  else.  Mr.  Praed's  mind  was  one  of  wonderful  readiness — 
rhythm  and  rhyme  coming  to  him  with  the  flow  of  an  improvisa- 
tore.  The  ladies  of  the  party  made  the  events  of  every  day  the 
subjects  of  cliarades,  epigrain.s,  sonnets,  etc.,  with  the  design  of 
suggesting  inspiration  to  his  ready  {x>n ;  and  he  was  most  bril- 
hantly  complying,  with  treasures  for  each  in  her  turn." 

Mr.  Praed  dit-d  on  the  15th  of  July,  1839,  without  having  ac- 
complished any  thing  worthy  the  promise  of  his  earlier  years — 
another  instance  of  Life's  reversing  ihe  judgment  of  College.  As  a 
writer  of  agreeable  trifles  for  the  amusement  of  the  drawing-room, 
he  has  had  few  sui>erior9,  and  it  is  said  that  a  large  number  of  his 
impromptu  efnL«uous  are  still  in  the  possession  of  his  (Kends  un- 
published. Two  editions  of  his  poems  have  appeared  in  New  York, 
one  by  Langley  in  1844,  and  another  by  Redfield,  a  few  yean  later. 
See  pp.  50,  52,  313,  316. 

PRIOR,  MATTIIKW— Bom  16G4 ;  died  1721.  A  wit  and  poet  of  no 
small  genius  aud  good  nature — one  of  the  minor  celebrities  of  the 
days  of  Queen  Anne.  His**  Town  and  Country  Moum,*' written 
in  ridicule  of  Dr}'don'8  famous  "  Hind  and  Panther,"  procured  him 
the  appointment  of  Se<'n*tnry  of  Kmkii^sy  at  the  ITague«  and  he 
subsequently  rose  to  be  embai^sador  at  Paris.  Sufiering  disgrace 
with  b»  patrons  he  was  aflem^-ard  recalled,  and  received  a  pension 
from  the  Univenrity  of  Oxfonl,  up  to  the  time  of  his  death.  See 
pp.  85,  200,  201,  202,  634,  535,  53G,  537,  651,  652. 

"PTJNCir* — Commenced  in  July,  1841,  making  its  appennmco  just  at 
the  close  of  the  Whig  ministry,  undrr  b>nl  Mellwunie,  and  the  ac- 
cession of  the  Tories,  hea<l«»d  by  Sir  UolK^rt  Pwl.  Originated  by  a 
circle  of  wits  and  litt'mry  mon  who  fnMjuonteil  tlu»  **  Sliakspeorc's 
Head,"  a  tavern  in  Wyt-h-strect,  London.  Mark  I-emon,  the  landlord 
was.  aud  still  w,  its  o<litor.  Ht«  is  of  JoWL»tli  dcs^-vnt,  and  lia<l  some 
reputation  for  ability  with  hi-*  \y'i\,  haviii;r  bi«on  cx>nnecti.Hl  with 
other  joumoM,  and  also  written  farcvA  awd  draxuaXic  ^<sc(!^    1*vuk.W% 
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Mr 


Boqi^  taMUv  AiMTt  ^^\ 

tl  U  mild  xhiki  onv  qtvdjd^  ««ck  Wvifc  wm 

to  ft  Mit«  Qwtuiig  (#  dicf*  wrim^  whvn^ 

t^dtflhtniad  wtoUi*cDDdiact«KidaDiitnorUwptti> 

Pfcnrii,"  hPWCTgr,  w»a  it  flnH  ool  ■ttcctafli^  ipd  ipAt<d  on 

H  ft]  Uui  TM7  luodMsto  |viee  of  otM  hoadnd  I 
InH^  It  btti  ^dotkinvU   tlic<r  |>rop<f^,  md  & 
•ibb  oD^.    Iq  tboM  dogm  ft  frMtotdd  k  «oaiewlMft  di 
una  torn  tbo  pwewrt,  M«ff  non  «lowly  prints  ^atst  i^w  dv< 
ffil  0w  mUutntiou  («i(b  ibe  oxovptiaa  of  AOftll,  bLitk,  nihcwMr 

co^wlJTdy  KiuiT J.  8««^  bowwrar,  "^  Fmich^'  ittfore  «pw«,  uy^tr 
HMCtttOC  its  Aiuinni.  Tv  H^nota^  dfft wit^  (nKatlj  ihoM  cf  ft  po- 
Vl^d  ofttikTvV  W4fEv  oiMod  thofto  of  Leeeb,  £:csmj  M«ftdoink  FMi 

(11    K    f  ."X  Qilbwt,  AJfrwi  Oowquiil  (FoiT*«ter),  wwi  qthcw— 

Doyle's  pencil  not  ftppeftring  till  some  years  later.  Chief  of  tiiese 
gentlemen  in  possession  of  the  pecoliar  artistic  ability  which  his 
identified  itself  with  "  Punch''  is  onquestionably  Mr.  John  Leech, 
of  whom  we  shall  subsequently  speak,  at  greater  length.  He  his 
remained  constant  to  ihe  journal  from  its  first  Tohime. 

JeTTold's  writmgs  date  from  the  commencement  Many  esBBTS 
and  satiric  sketches  over  fimcy  signatures,  are  fitxn  his  pen.  flis 
later  and  longer  productions,  extending  through  many  vohimea^ 
are  "  Punch's  Letters  to  his  Son,"  "  Punch's  Complete  Letter  Writ- 
er," "  Twelve  Labors  of  Hercules,"  **  Autobiogra{^y  of  Tom  Thmnta^* 
"Mrs.  Caudle's  Curtain  Lectures,*'  "Capsicum  House  for  Young 
Ladies,"  "  Our  LitUe  Bird,"  "  Mrs.  Bemmble  s  Tea  and  Tdsat,"  "  Mas 
Robinson  Crusoe,"  and  "Mrs.  Bib's  Baby,"  the  last  two  of  which 
were  never  completed.  During  the  publication  of  the  "  Caudle  Lec- 
tures," *'  Punch"  reached  the  highest  circulation  it  has  attained.  We 
have  the  authority  of  a  personal  friend  of  the  author  for  the  aaBOtkn 
that  their  heroine  was  no  fictitious  one.  The  lectures  were  im- 
mensely popular,  Englishmen  not  being  slew  to  recognize  in  Jer> 
rold's  caustic  portraiture  the  features  of  a  very  formidable  household 
reality.  But  with  the  ladies  Mrs.  Caudle  proved  no  &vorite,  nor,  in 
their  judgment,  did  the  "  Breaklast-Table-Talk,"  of  the  Henpecked 
Husband  (subsequently  published  in  the  Almanac  of  the  current 
yearX  make  amends  for  the  writer's  former  productions. 

AWiOTl  ^xwxh'a  contributions  to  the  pages  of  **  Punch,"  were  ths 
'^  P\i^%\o\o^\«a  ot  v\v^\icsiAau'^^^<ci^V^tyLdent,"  "  London  Idler,"  and 
"  "Evonm^  PvvtWcaC'  '^'^^^^  ^'Ocvet  xs^>sK^^^Axv^i^x<is^\s!s^fi«x^    Modi  of  the 
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mer,  aad  bis  fellow-etudents  and  intimates  at  Middlesex  Hospital 
were  at  do  loss  to  identify  the  majority  of  the  characters  introduced. 
Mr.  Smith's  connection  with  "  Punch"  was  not  of  long  continuance. 
A  severe  criticism  appearing  subsequently  in  its  columns,  on  bis  novel 
of  the  **  Marchioness  of  Brinvilliers''  (published  in  "  Bentley*s  Mis- 
cellany/* of  which  journal  be  was  then  editor),  be,  in  retaliation, 
made  an  onslaught  on  "  Punch"  in  another  story,  the  ''  Pottlcton 
Legacy^"  where  it  figures  under  the  title  of  the  Cracker. 

Mr.  Gilbert  a'Beckett,  who  had  before  been  engaged  in  many  un> 
■oooesBflil  periodicals,  found  in  '*  Punch"  ample  scope  for  his  w;t 
and  extraordinary  faculty  of  punning.  In  "  The  Comic  Blackstone," 
"Political  Dictionary,"  *_' Punch's  Noy's  Maxima,*'  and  the  "Autobi- 
ography, and  other  papers  relating  to  Mr.  Briefless,"  he  put  his 
legal  knowledge  to  a  comic  use.  Many  fugitive  minor  pieoes  have 
also  proceeded  from  his  pen,  and  he  has  but  few  equals  in  that  gro- 
tesque form  of  hybrid  poetry  known  as  Macaronic.  He  is  now  a 
London  magistrate,  and  par  excellence^  the  punster  of  "  Punch." 

The  Greek  versions  of  sundry  popular  balladii,  such  as  "The  King 
of  the  Cannibal  Islands,"  were  the  work  of  Maginn.  Hood's  world- 
fiuDous  **Song  of  the  Shirt,"  first  appeared  in  "  Punch's"  pages. 

Thackeray  has  aL<K>  been  an  industrious  contributor.  Commenc- 
ing with  "  Miss  Tickletoby  8  Lectures"  (an  idea  afterward  earned 
out  in  a  somewhat  different  fashion  by  a  Beckett  in  his  "  Comic  His- 
tory of  England"),  he,  besides  miscellaneous  writings,  produced  the 
"  Snob  Papers,"  *'  Jeames's  I>ian',"  **  Punch  in  the  East,"  "  Punch's 
Prose  Novelists,"  "The  Traveler  in  London,"  "  Mr.  Brown's  Letters 
to  a  Young  Man  about  Town/'  and  ^*  The  Pmser."  Of  the  merits 
of  these  works  it  is  unnecessan'  to  speak.  Tlie  "  Book  of  Snobs" 
may  rank  with  its  author's  most  fini^od  productions.  **  Jeami^'s 
Diary,"  suggested  by  the  circuiustanco  of  a  May-fair  footman  achiev- 
ing sudden  afHuenco  by  railroad  s(Kvulation3  during  the  ruinously 
exciting  period  of  1846,  may,  however,  bo  considered  only  a  flir- 
ther  carrying  out  of  the  original  idea  of  '*  Charles  Yellowpluaiu'*  A 
ballad  in  it,  "  The  Lines  to  my  Sister's  Portrait,"  is  said,  to  use  a 
vulgar,  though  expressive  phnuso,  to  have  sliut  up  Lord  John  Man- 
ners, who  bad  adiieved  some  small  reputation  as  "  one  of  the  Young 
England  poits.''  Thackeray  parodied  his  stylo,  and  henoelbrth  tho 
voioe  of  the  minstrel  was  dumb  in  the  land.  Like  Jerreld's  "  Caudlo 
Leeturets"  of  which  many  versions  appeared  at  the  London  theateri^ 
Jeames's  adventures  were  dramatizeiL  The  "  Prose  Novelists"  con- 
tain burlesque  imitations  of  Bulwer,  D'Israeli,  Lever,  James,  Fenni- 
more  Cooper,  and  Mrs.  Gore.  The  illustrations  accompaimng  Thack- 
eray's publications  in  "  Punch,"  are  by  liis  own  liund,  as  are  also 
many  other  sketches  scattered  tlireughout  the  volunws.  Ttiey  may 
be  generdly  distinguished  by  the  in9ertk>n  of  a  pair  of  spectacles  in 


againsl  Prince  Albert  was  said  to  hxwe  proroked  so  nmch  resen 
ment  on  the  port  of  the  Qieen,  that  she  proposed  interferenoe  1 
piwTnt  the  artist  Doyle  sapplring  two  fit?8ooe  to  the  pavilion  i 
Buckingham  Palace.  ''  Punch's''  impartiafitr  has  been  shown  I 
attacks  on  the  extremes  and  absurdities  of  all  parties,  and  there  a 
be  little  qoe^tion  that  it  has  had  considerable  influence  in  prodociE 
political  rt^form,  and  a  large  and  liberal  advocacy  of  aD  popular  que 
tionSL  In  behalf  of  that  great  change  of  national  policy,  the  repe 
of  the  Com  Laws,  "  Punch"  A>ugfat  roost  TigorouslT,  not  howeve 
forgetting  to  bestow  a  few  rpps  of  his  ba^n  on  the  ^KNilderB  of  tl 
Premier  whose  wisdom  or  sens?  of  e3cpediency  induced  soch  sodck 
tergirersati.m  as  to  bring  it  about.  O'Connells  blatant  and  vein 
patiiotifcm  was  held  up  to  merited  derision,  which  his  less  wary,  bi 
more  honest  followers  in  agitation.  O'Brien,  Meagher,  and  ICtchd 
equaUv  shared.  AboIitk>n  (or  at  least  modification)  of  the  Gam 
Laws,  and  of  the  penalty  of  death,  found  cham|Monship  in  "Pundi 
though  the  latter  was  summarily  dropped  upon  a  c^iange  in  pobl 
opinion,  perhaps  mainly  induced  by  one  of  Carlyle^s  "  letter  Daj 
pamphlet&  ••  Pundi"  hak  repeatedly  expmenced  (and  merited)  ti 
significant  honor  of  being  denied  admission  to  the  dominbns  of  ca 
tinentil  monarchs.  Lou'is  Philippe  interdicted  its  presence 
Prance,  even  fif  we  recollect  aright)  before  the  Spanish  marriag 
had  provoked  its  fiercest  attacks — subsequently,  however.  Withdraw 
ing  his  royal  veto.  In  Sp.iin.  Naples,  the  Papal  Dominions,  those 
Austria,  Ruiisia.  and  Pmssici.  the  hunch-backed  jester  has  be* 
often  vwvd^r  ban  as  an  unfjoly  tiling,  or  only  tolerated  in  a  mutilati 
Ibrm.  Vp  \o  \\\^  c^xxvtcw-wcsrroRwx.  </  the  late  war,  strict  nes 
TlTes  oC  \\\\a  V\tA  vt^itc  Vkv  ^\RA«ScvKSiv^Qc^n(v^^e«b'^a»rtBH&.QraQtier  1h 
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probably  as  a  moans  of  k(K»pinf^  up  tlie  feeling  of  anta;^)nism  toward 
England. 

Its  success  has  provriki-d  iinainnTrthlt*  rivals  and  imitators,  from 
tko  d;i  vri  of  "Judy."  "Tob\%"  "  Tin.'  >'iiuib."  "Joe  Miller.''  "Great 
Guii^"  and  "  PupjK't-Sliow,''  lo  tIios<'  of  "  Diogenes"  and  •'  Fahtaflr." 
None  bavo  achieved  permanent  i)opularity,  and  future  attemptd 
would  most  likely  bo  attended  with  similar  failure,  as  **  Punch''  has 
a  firm  hold  on  the  Ukiup:^  of  tho  English  people,  and  (.'spcciallj  l^m- 
doners.  It  Ciirly  amounts  to  one  of  their  institutii>n8.  Like  all 
journals  of  merit  and  independenire,  it  has  had  its  law  troubles, 
more  than  one  action  for  lil>el  having  been  cominenct.'d  ogninst  it. 
James  Silk  Buckingham,  the  traveler  and  auth()r,  took  thi.H  course, 
in  consequence  of  the  publication  (»f  artieles  disiwiraging  a  club  of 
his  originating,  kno^-n  as  th(>  "  British  and  Foreign  Institute.''  A 
Jew  clothes-man,  named  Hart,  obtaine*!  a  small  sum  as  damages 
flxMn  "Punch."  But  Alfre<l  Bunn,  les?.«e  of  Drury  Lano  Theater, 
libretto-scribbler,  and  author  of  e«Ttain  tn^jhy  tlieatrical  books, 
though  mopt  vehemently  "  pitclu.d  iiit(»,'*  n.s«)ried  to  other  modes 
than  legal  reilress.  He  produciil  a  pumphht  of  a  shiipe  and  appear- 
ance closely  resembling  his  tormontor.  tilled  not  only  with  q\iiz7.ieid, 
satirical,  and  rhyming  articles  dincted  against  Ix'mon,  a'Beckett, 
and  Jerrold  (eharacterizin.r  Ihenj  a-*  Thiok-head.  Sleek-head,  and 
Wrong-hewl),  but  with  eiirie-aturi*  cuts  of  each.  Whether  in  direct 
consequence  or  not.  it  is  cvrtain  that  "the  pcH't  Bunn"  was  unmo- 
]c6tc<l  in  futun.'. 

Our  notice  would  scarcely  bo  c«>mplete  without  a  few  lines  devoted 
to  tho  "  Punch"  artL^ts,  and  more  especially  John  Leech.  Doyle 
(the  son  of  H.  B.,  the  well-known  |x>litieal  caricaturist),  whose  exqui- 
site burlesque  inodieval  drawings  illustrative  of  the  "  Mann«.rs  an<l 
Customs  of  ye  Knglishe,"  will  be  rememlx>red  by  all  familiar  witli 
**  Punch's"  pagi'S,  n'linquished  his  connection  with  the  journal  and 
the  yearly  salary  of  eight  hundr^Kl  iK>mids,  in  cxmstquence  of  tlto 
Anti-papal  onslaughts  which  IoIIowihI  the  nomination  of  Cardinal 
WUenum  to  the  (Catholic)  An-hbishop  of  \V^^:tmitL«ter.  The  artist 
held  the  older  faith,  and  \v;is  also  a  jH-rsonal  frien«l  ot  **  His  Kmi- 
nemv."  His  plai^*  wa^  thon  lilUd  by  John  Tcnniel  a  hi<tiTieal 
painter,  who  hatl  suppli«.tl  a  cartt»<m  to  the  Palac"  of  Wcstmin.stir. 
and  w  still  employ^sl  <m  "  Pun«'li,"  he.  in  c«>nj«inction  with  JipIiu 
Leech,  and  an  ott'asional  O'ltsitliT,  tumi>himr  tlu'  t  ntin*  illustrations. 
John  Leech,  himself,  to  whi»m  th*'  iKrimlicnl  un«phst.tmably  owis 
half  its  succi+s,  h:is  Ki-n  c<  instant  tn  *'  Punch"'  frtim  an  early  day. 
11©  has  brought  csirij-atun'  ii.to  the  n-.rion  of  the  linr  htXa.  an»l  le- 
oometho  very  niikcnsoftho  iH'ndl  in  hi>  jKwtrayal  of  thf  humon.>us 
side  of  life.  Bifore  his  advent,  ci»mic  drawing  was  (t>n!hied  to  vory 
limited  topics  otJre  drawings  and  ug;\u\o»  q^  ^\soX\«<!*  ^bafcmvxv^  >Jw 
20^ 


CATALOGUE  or  fiooacvB* 


4 


ft^nk'f  vrnlrr  (yrt  tiM  «jcA«diIrcf)  mt)^   Ol'  mit*j<vt*i  wctt*  th^  tlw 

(  iTviity^tm  irDtiiiti««,  with  ttudr  aoifAo  atittfo  of  ptcturiil  tninh  of 

\  heMtik^  CnMiag;  *«  kiudlr,  so  Ijoa^K,  «ci  pbwa^t  utitl  frracvAst)  «- 

Uiar  blnoK^lifm  wtt  and  humpr  with  Itw  «^nf» 
!  of  Firndi  dittwitij^  and  think  of  tb*  4iflb^ 

KxUibitioii  of  ]ft55  contaioH  hvi  per 

cldlf  of  Uio  pre-RA.pbat;iito  aUSdCs,  vlw 

Hj  Duy  htt  gitlicfixl  th>ai  liid  moitT  spuft- 

inf(ik«v4>^  liB««ti  1«  Ibtt4  of  huTMB^  khA  ptquM  bimselToA ''know- 

iniH  Ui(*  jrttnt^*  tof  a  |^o4  AtUuuL    (Wn  niajr   meDlioti,  hr-tbt^, 

th«t  Ur  "^  Bri^'*  of  oqjuMtriim  ci4r>>ritr  luid  hw  ori^inAl  oq  t^ac 

his  dcetcbeB  to  the  *'  Ponch^'  ofBce,  generaHj  penpffing  the  aooom 
panying  words  on  the  wood-block.  In  one  of  the  past  Tolumes,  dat- 
ing some  eight  or  ten  years  back,  he  bas  introduced  himself  in  a  cut 
designated  "our  artist  during  the  hot  weather,"  wherein  he  appean 
with  his  coat  off,  reclining  upon  a  8o&,  and  infomung  a  pret^  sot- 
ant-girl  who  enters  the  room,  that  '*  he  is  busy.*'  Quizzical  portruti 
of  the  writers  of  '*  Punch"  have  been  introduced  in  its  pagea.  In 
Jerrold's  ''Capsicum  House"  (vol  XII.X  the  author's  portrait^  bnr- 
lesqued  into  the  figure  of  "  Punch,"  occurs  more  than  once.  And  a 
double-page  cut,  entitled  *'  Mr.  Punch's  Fancy  Ball,"  in  the  early 
part  of  the  same  volume,  comprises  sketches  of  the  then  entire  corpt 
of  contributors,  artistic  and  hteraiy.  They  are  drawn  as  fixming 
the  orchestra,  Lemon  conducting,  Jerrold  belaboring  a  big  drum, 
Thackeray  playing  on  the  flute,  Leech  the  violin,  and  others  extract- 
ing harmony  fh>m  divers  musical  instrumentSw  Again  they  appear 
at  a  later  date,  as  a  number  of  boys  at  play,  in  an  illustration  at  tlie 
commencement  of  Vol  XXVII. 

"  Punch's"  office  is  at  85  Fleet-street  The  engraving,  printii^ 
and  8tereot3rping  is  performed  at  Lombard-street,  Whitefriara,  whcrv 
its  proprietors  have  extensive  premises.  See  pp.  56,  57,  321,  322, 
324,  325,  327,  328,  330,  331,  333,  334,  336,  338,  339,  432,  433,  434, 
435,  436,  437,  438,  439,  440,  441,  442,  443,  444,  445,  446,  447, 449, 
450,  451,  453,  455,  456,  457,  458,  459,  460,  461,  462,  463,  464, 46S, 
40S,  4^1,  468,  469,  470,  471,  472,  473,  474^  475,  478,  480,  485,492, 
496,  49n,  4^%,  4.^^,  ^'A^,  Vv^,^%^^t5,  676,  630,  631,  632,  633^  634 
ea5,  ft^^  6^1 ,  ^%,  ^^.  ^^,  'eAAu 
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"BEJECTED  ADDRESSES,"  by  James  and  Horace  Smith,  published 
in  London,  October,  1812.  Tho  most  successful  ^eu  d'  eaprii  of  mod- 
em times,  having  survived  tho  occasion  that  sug^^estcd  it  for  nearly 
half  a  century,  and  still  being  highly  popular.  It  has  run  through 
twenty  editions  in  England,  and  three  in  America.  Tho  opening 
of  Druiy-lane  theater  in  1802,  after  having  been  burned  and  re- 
built,  and  the  oflering  of  a  prize  of  fifly  pounds  by  tho  manager 
tx  the  best  opening  address,  wcro  tho  circumstances  which  sug- 
gested the  production  of  tho  "  liejected  Addresses."  Tho  idea  of 
the  work  was  suddenly  conceived,  and  it  was  executed  in  six 
weeks.  Li  the  preface  to  tho  eighteenth  London  edition  the  au- 
thors give  an  mteresting  statement  of  tho  difficulties  they  encoun- 
tered in  getting  the  volume  pubUsilted : 

*'  Urged  fon^-ard  by  our  hurrj",  and  trusting  to  chance,  two  very 
bad  coadjutors  in  any  cntorprLse,  wo  at  leugtli  congratulated  our- 
selves on  having  completed  our  task  in  time  to  have  it  printed  and 
published  by  tlie  opening  of  tlie  theater.  But,  alas !  our  difficulties,  so 
fiff  from  being  surmounted,  seemed  only  to  be  beginning.  Strangers 
to  the  arcana  of  the  bookseller  s  trade,  and  unacquainted  with  their 
almost  invincible  objection  to  single  volumes  of  low  price,  especially 
when  tendered  by  \%Titers  who  have  acquired  no  previous  name,  we 
little  anticipated  that  they  would  refuse  to  publish  our  *  Rejected  Ad- 
dresses,' even  although  we  asked  nothing  for  the  cop^-right.  Such, 
however,  proved  to  be  the  case.  Our  mauu^ript  was  perused  and 
retumod  to  us  by  several  of  the  most  eminent  publishers.  Well  do 
we  remember  betaking  ourselves  to  one  of  the  craft  in  Bond-street, 
whom  we  found  in  a  back  parlor,  y/nih.  his  gouty  leg  propped  upon 
a  cushion,  in  spite  of  which  warning  he  diluted  his  luncheon  with 
fireqnent  glasses  of  Madeira.  *■  Wliat  have  you  already  written  7* 
was  his  first  question,  and  interrogatory  to  which  we  had  boon  sub- 
jected in  almost  every  instance.  '  Nothing  by  whk*h  wo  can  be 
known.*  'Then  I  am  afraid  to  undertake  the  publicatk>n.*  We 
presumed  timidly  to  suggest  that  every  writer  must  have  a  begin- 
ning, and  that  to  refuse  to  publish  for  him  until  he  had  acquired  a 
name,  was  to  imitate  tho  sapient  mother  who  cautioned  her  son 
against  going  into  the  water  until  he  could  swim.  *  An  old  joke — 
a  regular  Joel*  excLiimed  our  companion,  tossing  oflT  another 
bomper.  'Still  older  than  Joe  Miller,'  was  our  reply;  'for,  if  we 
mistake  not,  it  is  the  very  first  anecdote  in  the  facvtix  of  Uieroclts.* 
*  Ha,  sirs!'  resumed  the  bibliopolisr,  'you  arv  Warned,  are  you? 
So,  hohl — Well,  leave  your  manuscript  with  me;  I  will  Vxk  it  over 
to-night,  and  give  you  an  answer  to-morrow.'  Punctual  as  the 
ckxdc  we  presenu<l  ourselves  at  his  door  ou  the  following  momio^ 
wiieD  our  papers  were  retumcni  to  ua  wv\.\\  VXve  o\»iir?^V^^3«L— ''"'S^^w^ 
toWas  are  r&illy  not  deficiont  in  «martii««\  Xiiii^  m^  ^^'^^^^ 
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w»U  hr  ^t^miert;  liat  tiny  ^^^  i^^^'Tvr  ilo— ocmr.    TlMf  wtnSd 
not  paf  f^  iiiJwn.i«lttc,  kbil  Mthoat  U  I  idiould  Dot  «tll  Atty  Copiah 
*<  Tt J»  wai^  Eliiiu.mrmgtntf  «FbOti^lL     If  Uitt  mwt  uxprn^noed  p^ 
li*ht*f^  (Vwfwt  to  bo  out  i*r  podkciv  bj  lius  work,  it  vow  aumtfal  i 
ri,  Uuit  Il»  wHtcn*  nua  &  rL'k  ot  Ivtog  AtUi  rocrre  luuTf  lamest, 
thi^f  imrt«:tttk«  the  jTuhlicuUoii  on  their  own  atxi'imL     We 
hftd  iw  o^c^t^tn  t£i  miw  A  [Aft^  at  Ui«  oxptuuv  or  c^L^ns;  Intt  to 
do  it  ttt  oar  c^wn  di^t,  nrnvrtAin  M  W»  wen  to  ^hat  ciiteni  «v 
might  bff  b^TOlf  od,  Imd  tic^vtr  i?iit«rv4  mtr>  oqt  coutemp 
thbt  dfleroiD^  <^r  *  Mdrt^m^*  now  in  itvoiy  w^a^  r^w 
pnteltlf  btn  furw  mn  th«  Uj^ti  hml  nut  sdmie  good  d 
perad  iv  to  M»k»  onmnivm  lo  Mr.  Jdm  MiUcr,  «  T 
IUho;  Uucu  tveUUog  m  Bow^^^trocit,  Cox^iyst  Gardeu.     Ko  : 
fakd  Ihlft  fvnllointtu  luok*^  over  <mr  niaouscript,  th^n  Iw 
«W7  oApmI  to  tnko  iipoT)  blnii*elf  aB  tb*e  rule  of  publioatimi,  «ad  to 

wiib  vblob  wo  ^^linliy  ^hp-ril.  So  r»pW  ajid  dcddt^  \i'*»  iu  fioo 
CEsat,  At  wLich  tioTii.  %vr  n'  rufiTtJ  tmft^ijpj^^dJr  ft?U)ijish«l  thAD  tts  aor 
tbors.   thnt  Mr.   Milkr  ttthiiior!  tia  to  LH>llcrt   some  *  lmiti\tifni3  of 

lloraco,'  v/liicli  hud  uppoaivd  anonymously  in  llie  'Monthly  Mirror.' 
oirering  to  ])ublish  tluMu  iijX'n  Iho  same  terms.  We  did  so  aewrd- 
iri^dy ;  and  as  new  editionj  of  the  '  I{ejeete(i  Addressees'  were  called 
fur  in  quiek  sueetssion,  we  Wrre  sii(jrtly  enabled  to  sell  our  half 
copyri^dit  in  the  two  works  to  Mr.  Miller,  fur  one  thousand  ix>unds! 
"V\'e  have  entered  into  this  unimportant  detail,  not  to  gratify  any 
ViUiily  of  our  own.  but  to  en('i)nra,:^^e  sueh  lilerar\-  beginners  as  may 
be  placed  in  similar  cinuiustanees  :  as  well  as  to  impress  upon  pub- 
lishers the  propriety  of  giving  more  consideration  to  the  possible 
merit  of  the  works  submit t.d  to  them,  than  to  the  mere  magic  of  a 
name." 

The  authors  add.  that  not  one  of  tlie  poets  whom  they  "auila- 
ci(jusly  burlesfpjcd."  took  (»;Veiise  at  the  ludicrous  imitation  of  their 
style.     From  '"Sir  Walter  Sooti,"  tliey  observe,  ''we  received  favors 
and  notice,   both   public  ami  private,  wliieh  it  will   l)e  ditlicult  to 
forget,  because  we  had  not  the  smallest   claim   upon  his  kindncs.^. 
'1  certmnly  must  have   written   this   mys  If  I'  said   that   tine  tem- 
pere<i  man  to  one  of  the  authors.  i>ointing  to  the  description  of  the 
Fire,  'although  I  Ibrgot  upon   wliat  occasion.'     Lydia  White,  a  lit- 
erary lady,  who  was  prone  to  fee-l  the  li.tns  of  the  day,  invited  one 
of  us  to  dinner:   but,  rec 'Heeling   aft  r ward   that  William  Spencer 
form<d  one  of  the  i)arty,  wn-t  ■  to  tlu'   lattiT  to  put  him  oil";   telling 
him  that  a  mau  wtus  to  \)o  ar  h.-r  talkie  whom  he  '  would   not  like  ta 
meet.'     '  Vray  nv\\o  "xs  v\\\-  \\\\  v.\\  \  •e-XwA^cs,  \\v\  \\n^v  \v>  \\vv>v\t.'?'  in- 
quired iho  poet.    'OV  mvsNwv -(V  \\\v^,  \v\\n- . '  c>\\vi  vA  N:\\^^<i  \\NSixx-4Cv>a 
hnvf^  macle  that  ^\AamM\x\  ^^^^^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^^^'-     ^^^^^  ^^^^  xvv^x.xv^x. 
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Mrth  I  shoald  like  to  knowl*  rejoined  the  lively  and  carclees  bard. 
The  tu'o  individuals  accordingly  met,  and  have  continued  fast 
friends  ever  8inee.  Lord  Bvron,  too,  wrote  tlius  to  Mr.  Murray 
from  Italy :  *  Tell  him  we  forgive  him,  were  he  twenty  times  our 
satirist.' 

*'  It  may  not  be  ami»s  to  notice,  in  tliis  place,  one  criticism  of  a 
Leicester  clergyman,  which  may  be  pronounced  unique :  '  I  do  not 
see  why  they  should  have  been  rejected,'  observed  the  matter-of- 
Ikct  annotator;  *I  think  some  of  them  very  goodl' -  Upon  tho 
whole,  few  have  been  the  instances,  in  the  acrimonious  history  of 
literature,  where  a  malicious  pleasantry  like  tho  'Rejected  Ad- 
dresses'— wliich  the  parties  ridiculed  might  well  consider  more  an- 
noying than  a  direct  satire — instead  of  being  met  by  querulous  bit- 
terness or  petulant  retaliation,  has  procured  for  its  authors  the 
acquaintance,  or  conciliated  the  good-will,  of  tliose  whom  they  had 
the  most  audaciously  burlesqued."' 

James  Smith  died  in  Loudon  on  tlie  29th  of  December,  1 836,  in 
the  sixty-fourth  year  of  his  age.  Ills  brother  survived  him  many 
years.  Botli  wore  admired  and  ever-welcome  members  of  the  best 
society  of  LondoiL     See  pp.  393,  396,  402,  408, 

ROGERS,  SAMUEL— The  English  poet  and  banker,  recently  do- 
ceased.  Autlior  of  a  "pretty  poem,"  entitled,  **The  Pleasures  of 
Memory."  In  his  old  age,  he  was  noted  for  the  bitter  wit  of  his 
conversation.     See  p.  560. 

8AXE,  JOHN  (}— Editor  of  tho  "Buriington  Gazette,"  and  Wan- 
dsring  Minstrel  The  witty  poems  of  Mr.  Saxe  aro  somewhat  in 
the  manner  of  Hood.  To  be  fully  appreciated  they  ma«!t  be  heard, 
as  they  roll  in  sonorous  volumes*,  from  his  own  lips.  His  collected 
poems  were  pu)jlL><hed  a  few  years  ago  by  Ticknor  &  Fields,  and 
have  already  reached  a  ninth  edition.  See  pp.  68,  69,  343,  619, 
677,  678. 

SCOTT,  SIR  WALTER— Bom  1771 ;  died,  1832.  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
though  he  exci'Ued  nil  his  cotemix>rarii*s  in  tlie  humorous  delinea- 
tion of  diameter,  wrote  little  humorous  verse.  The  two  pieces 
publislied  in  this  volume  are  so  excvlleut  that  one  is  surprised  to 
find  no  more  of  tho  same  description  in  his  ^Titings.  See  pp.  115, 
669. 

SHERIDAN,  DR.  THOM.VS— Noted  for  being  an  intimate  friend  of 

Dc«n  Swifl,  and  the  gniudfuthor  oC   RicVuiTd  Ut\\v*1jcv  ^^endan. 

Mom  in  1684;  diini  in  1738.     Uo  'waa  an  ecc<iT>»nss^  VvX&j^ 

wbMi  learned,  Dublin  schoolmaster,    \1©  ^\>>MJtv^  traoofc 
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and  II  tnutflatioQ  of  Ppnius;  aoqmrcd  great  oclebritj  as  a  teacher; 
but  through  the  iinpnidoDce  that  distinguislicd  the  fiunilj,  closed  his 
life  in  povorty.  We  may  infer  fhmi  the  few  ppodmens  of  his  &ce- 
tknis  writings  that  have  ))een  preserved  that  he  was  one  of  the 
wittiejct  of  a  nation  of  wit«.  One  or  two  of  his  epigrams  are  ex- 
quisitely fine.    Sec  pp.  212,  545. 

SHERIDAN,  RICHARD  BRIXSLEY— Author  of  the  "  Rivals,"  and 
the  **  School  for  &-an<hiL''  Bom  at  Dublin  in  1751;  died,  1816. 
Sheridan  must  have  written  more  humorous  poetry  tlian  we  have 
been  able  to  discover.  It  is  probable  that  most  of  his  epigruns 
and  verified  repartees  have  either  not  been  preserved,  or  have 
escaped  our  search.     Moore,  in  his  ^  Life  of  Sheridan,**  gives  spod- 

-  mens  of  his  satirical  verses*  but  only  a  few,  and  but  one  of  striking 
exceUence.    Sv-h*  pp.  281,  559. 

SMITH.  IIORACK— Sot-  "Rcjwted  Addresses." 

SMITH,  JAMKS— vS.H?  "  lUjoctoa  Adare?s.-s." 

SMITH.  Ui:V.  SVPNKV— Tlio  j..vi;.l  pr-l..n.l;iry  ..f  Sr.  P:'-:!".-^  lli*^ 
w;::;. -I  Kii/.;-'..:nr.i  tli.il  tvor  livt*.l :  (li»sl  in  ISIT).  Kv-"- j-t  fli' 
•"11.  ,:j.'  :ir  Sil.il.'  aii'i  an  oi»i;rr.i:n.  we  have  f.-iin-i  no  c^un.c 
V.  r<i->  l>y  Li:n.     H"  -l.  ak"vl  an  •tluT  way."     S  -o  pp.  40.  o'Jti. 

SOrTHKV.  ROBFRT— The  EncH^h  l>oot  an«l  man  of  K-tU-r? :  b..>ni 
in  177  i.  S-;:tI;'y  wr«it»^  a  great  «ic-al  of  liunK»nvi<  vor?o.  mut-h  of 
whiv'h  i^  in.;ni;>!i3  and  fluent.  He  was  am-izin^jly  dexterou.-*  in 
the  use  cf  worxls,  and  ex^x-lkni  all  hi.^  coiomporariej*,  exc-.-pr  Dymc 
and  Barhain.  in  t!ie  art  of  rhyniin.?.     S-.m?  pp.  'JfJ.  2^.  10,>,  '130.  ^S\ 

:j.so.  :vm\  :vj\,  :\'j-i. 

SWIFT.  .TONATHAX— TVan  of  St.  P;itri.-k\^  Dublin.  Born  lfi^7; 
di'd.  17.!1>.  It  wore  .-up'-rflnous  to  S{K'ak  of  the  oan-er  or  :»]=ilitif^ 
of  this  Lrn-at  h-it  ni '-t  unli  ippy  man.  who  unquestionably  rack^ 
hiu'!i'*-t  amid  t!i"  brilliant  namrs  (^fthat  >'rilliant  epo<«h.  His  Wv^rk? 
sp'.'.ik  !br  liiin.  aihl  will  to  all  time.  Of  iiis  j^ootieal  writinirs  it  iD.»y 
b  •  <aid  that  th<>n:rh  only  siirpas^.'d  in  wit  and  humor  by  iiL*  m-'iv 
uni\.T<  il!y  known  pro.«e,  they  are  intinilely  uasfi^r  than  any  tbi:i^ 
ols.»  in  ih-'  Kn):-li<h  lamrna-re.  They  have,  however,  the  neirailve 
virtue  of  bein^r  nowI<e  lieeiiiiuiis  or  demoralizinc: — vT  at  K-iist  no 
moro  so  than  is  inseparable  from  the  ehoio.'  of  ol>scvne  and  rtpul- 
^ive  subiLvt.-?.  Nearly  all  his  unobJH'tiunablo  v\)mic  vltsi'S  may  ^ 
found  \u  \\v\>^  vvAwuwv  ^^-^  w*.  JOl.  205.  20<).  33S.  :\o9.  3G0.  365, 
5:^9,  540,  oU.  ^Vl,  -^Vi,  ^oN.V  ^^^-^.  '•^^^N,  ^.-^L.  (S53,  654.  655.  656. 
65T.  6^^.  e>V.\  v\v:»vi,  ^'CiX,  ^vvi. 
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THACKERAY,  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE— The  greatest  of  living 
satirists.  Born  at  Oilcutta  of  Englisli  parents,  in  18 II.  Most  of 
Mr.  Thackeray's  comic  verses  appeared  originally  in  "  Punch." 
They  have  recently  been  collected  and  published  in  a  volume  with 
other  and  more  serious  pieces.  Tliis  collection  contains  nothing 
more  mirth-provoking  than  the  "  Ballads  of  Pleaceman  X,"  by  Mr. 
Thackeray.  See  pp.  54,  184,  191,  .318,  310,  597,  601,  G03,  606, 
610,  613,  617. 

WAKE,  WILLIAM  BASIT/— An  English  writer,  contributor  to 
**  Hone's  Every  Day  Book."    See  p.  102. 

WALLER,  EDMUND— Bom  in  Warwickshire,  England,  in  1008. 
Poet,  man  of  fortune,  member  of  the  Long  Parliament,  and  traitor 
to  the  People's  Cause.  He  was  fined  ten  thousand  pounds  and 
banished,  but  Cromwell  permitted  his  return,  and  the  poet  rewarded 
his  demenc}'  by  a  paneg\Tic.     See  pp.  533,  534 

WESLEY,  REV.  SAMUEL— A  clergj-man  of  the  Chureh  of  En- 
gland; father  of  the  celebrated  John  Wesley;  author  of  a  volume 
of  poems,  entitled  ''Maggots;"  bom  in  16G2;  died  in  1785.  See 
P.56& 

WILLIAMS,  SIR  CHARLES  HANBURY— A  noted  wit  of  George 
the  Second's  time ;  bom  in  1709 ;  ditnl,  1759.  He  was  a  friend  of 
Walpole,  sat  in  pariiament  for  Monmouth,  and  rose  to  some  distinc- 
tion in  the  diplomatic  service.  An  edition  of  his  writings  in  three 
volumes  was  published  in  London  in  1822.  Time  has  robbed  his 
satires  of  their  point,  by  burying  in  oblivion  the  circumstances  tliat 
gave  rise  to  them.  A  single  specimen  of  his  writings  is  all  that 
was  deemed  worthy  of  place  in  this  volume.     See  p.  87. 

WILLIS,  N.  P. — ^Tho  well-known  American  poet  and  joumalist 
Mr.  Willis  has  written  many  humorous  poem«\  but  only  a  few  have 
escaped  the  usual  fate  of  newspaper  verses^  Bora  at  Portland, 
Maine,  1807.     See  p\x  60,  62,  63,  64,  65.  66. 

WOLCOTT,  JOHN  (Peter  Pindar),  the  most  voluminous,  and  one  of 
the  beet,  of  the  humorous  poets  who  have  written  in  the  English 
language.  Ho  was  bom  in  Devonshire,  England,  and  flourished  in 
the  reign  of  George  III.,  whoso  pxniliaritii.>s  it  was  his  delight  to 
ridicule.  No  king  was  ever  so  mereik'ssly  and  so  suocemfUUy  Uun- 
pooned  by  a  pov't  as  George  IH.  by  Peter  Pindar.  WoksoCt  was 
by  profe8Rk>n  a  Doctor  of  Medicine.    In  1766,  we  find  him 


GA.TALOaU£    OT    »ODECSft, 


:  til  wktiv^  Skr  WUtkn  TnUymt^r^  to  Jvmdm,  < 

rcf  AVftltiflAa«livltq;dieiU4tid  Dr.  WottoK  oowMTtd  1 

tt^  Mill  tw  IfT^Mi  Ddualtjr  tiJ  fH-ri^irai  th«i  duUs  oftb^  pailiL  tsd 
tug  fif^w*  Md  prMHiiuie,  ami  »nn  ftfte^r  Tf^lnmc^  ui  BAgtaod  U 

r  Uw  3i«bop  of  London  i^Aned  hfalL  wdluBfl 
jitilI  thil  rtudHT  «f  I\>l4*r  Pind^  wiU  tic^t  be  at  a  1n«t  to  s^oi^  Ui 
rr^fwoo  of  tbtf  nAjHil  Wolocitt  now  «»aAbH!>$liod  hiaiself  m  Tynn 
«iut  ouoUniwd  Im  tbtt  vnccotuTiil  pru^tiw  of  m^cLdiad  thwi  Jbr  as^ 

At  Tmitos  h0  muL  th«  ymitMii  Opt^  "  It  is  mm^li  to  hit  httoix, 
myn  *jii+*  who  (TTcitt  in  Wtttciitt**  own  lirLitiTiic^  *■  Hiat  duru^  td 
nrsJilniLi'  In  CfTtiwull,  br^  Jwwj^^t^rwl,  and  onooufai^efi,  th(>  ftjus  UJ 
(sntAof  Uic  IftliJ  Oplo^  tlip  flrtUt;  A  man  of  sul'Ii  incj^iL^r,  s^plidt; 
of  mnnn(;r:!f,  ujid  ik^^'^ruivc  ff  tic  world^  Hmt  it  ia  probnlilt  hi 
genius  would  have  lain  obscure  and  useless,  had  ho  not  met,  in  Di 
Wolcott,  with  a  judicious  friend,  who  knew  how  to  appreciate  hi 
worth,  and  to  recommend  it  to  the  admiration  of  the  world.  Th 
Doctor's  taste  in  painting  has  already  been  noticed ;  and  it  ma 
now  be  added,  that  perhaps  few  men  have  attained  more  correc 
notions  on  the  subject,  and  the  fluency  with  which  he  expatiates  o 
the  be^iiuties  or  defects  of  the  productions  of  <he  ancient  or  moder 
school,  has  been  amply  acknowledged  by  all  who  have  shared  i 
his  company.  The  same  taste  appears  to  have  directed  him  t 
some  of  the  firet  subjects  of  his  poetical  satire,  when  he  began  t 
treat  the  public  with  the  pieces  which  compose  these  volumes 
The  effect  of  these  poems  on  the  public  mind  will  not  be  soon  for 
got  Here  appeared  a  new  poet  and  a  new  critic,  a  man  of  ud 
questionable  taste  and  luxuriant  fancy,  combined  with  such  power 
of  satire,  as  became  tremendously  formidable  to  all  wbo  had  th 
misfortune  to  fall  under  his  displeasure.  It  was  acknowledged  s 
the  same  time,  that  amid  some  personal  acrimony,  and  some  affe< 
tionate  preferences,  not  far  removed,  perhaps,  from  downright  preji 
dice,  he  in  general  grounded  his  praise  and  censure  upon  soli 
principles,  and  carried  the  public  mind  along  with  him,  aHhoug 
sometimes  at  the  heavy  expense  of  LndividuaLs." 

Later  in  life  Dr.  Wolcott  removed  to  lymdon,  where  he  died  at  a 
advanced  age.  His  writings  wore,  as  may  bo  supposed,  eagerl 
read  at  the  time  of  their  publication,  but  since  the  poet's  doat] 
they  Via.Ye  scarcely  received  the  attention  which  their  merits  d 
eervo.  T\\q  ^T^isftxv\  ccJ^^cJCxwi  ^\\*alns  all  of  his  best  poems  whk 
aro  not  ot  a  cvV^axwAfex  V»  VjcssN.  ^\v^  ^^koks^^ws^  ^  ^^  too  coarse  i 


CATALOGUE    OF    S0VBCK8. 


689 


89,  90.  91,  93,  95,  216,  217,  218,  220,  222,*  223,  226,  231,  233,  236, 
238,  367,  546,  !il7,  518,  519,  550,  551. 


YUIARTE,  DON  TOM  AS  I)K— An  emiiiont  Spanwh  po«t,  bom  at 
TcniTiffu  ttboiit  1760.  He  is  known  to  Kiij^lLsh  roadord  chiefly 
throagh  hia  •'Literary  Fables."  of  whifh,  spt'cimcuH,  tranMlaUxl  by 
Mr.  Devcrvaux,  are  ^ivon  in  thia  volume.  Yriurto  also  wroto  oom- 
odies  and  essays.    Seo  pp.  239,  241. 


ROSE      CLARK 

By    Fanny    Fern. 

I    Vol.,    I  2mo.      Price    $1.25. 


biMtlfU  chariMtor  th»a  Rom  berMlfdoM  not  tzM  Id  Sagllth  Utoratar*.* 
Uni<m. 


**  It  to  r ADfiy  F«ra  all  oT«r ;  bot  hM  mora  powar.  mora  fbaliac,  mora  aympatliy,  mora 
IUi»  mora  apirit,  mora  touchinf  baantj,  Uum  anj  ofliar  work«."->Jfa«wriIt«  Me^U. 

**  80  foil  of  life,  ao  aharp,  to  pofaitad,  ao  pathaCie  and  baanUfal,  ao  aloqaoot  ODd  tnilhfU 
to  bar  atyla,  that  If  w«  can  not  caU  U  ganloa,  wa  do  not  know  what  to  eaU  It.*'— &rf.  JTaa. 
Umlom,  ir^wbtuyport. 

**  It  wai  Buka  tba  tanlicht  that  falls  around  joa  brichtar,  and  tha  flra  thai  homa  on  yoar 
kawth  wanaar.'*— /lAoca  Citiatn. 

•*  Par  avpaaaaa  all  tha  pravions  afforts  of  this  popnlar  anthoran.'*— 3r.r.  MtnmdOt 


**Takaa  aa  a  whol^  tha  book  ia  a  triompb— booorabla  allka  to  tha  haad  and  haart  that 
oaooalyad  il  hooorabla  to  tha  lanffoaca  in  which  it  ia  written— hoooraUa  to  tha  aca  that 
pfodaead  M,  and  wa  h^va  jct  to  aaa  tha  work  of  fiction  bj  an  Amarlcan  woman  worth/  to 
HMd  baalda  tt."— Ao»Im  Daily  Bet. 

*'  Pannj  Fam  writaa  for  thoaa  whoaa  iMarts  ara  atUI  llTinr— mm  and  woman  who  carrj 
a  pamftii'jifciii  In  thair  boaoms  had  batur  laava  har  writinsa  alona— aha  doca  not  saak  to 

"  llaflalHfan.  tirllllant.  wittj,  MreasUe,  aatlrleal,  pathetic,  and  noraL**— PAfln.  Ci% 

**  It  hna  tha  wit,  tha  rapid  trantltiooa,  tba  aententtooa  wladoa^  tha  wondarful  powar 
af  eaadwaatlan,  tha  marcilasa  aarcasm,  and  the  oatburatt  of  eloquence,  which  ara  lo  ba 
tand  la  all  tha  prodoctiooa  of  thia  writer.**— JTcifaJtiM'*  Aamrican  Courier. 

**Tha  alory  teams  with  tha  raej,  the  tplej^  the  puncent,  and  the  afraeabla.  **— i*Aila, 
JD>sBt  Ihmtfaftr. 

**  Tha  heat  work  of  the  sifted  Fanny."— fTiiMber  JourmaL 

**  It  hna  the  gaalaa  and  dash  of  an  Independent  spirit."— €br.  Bsitsn  Omri$t. 

•*  8h  to,  b7  toma,  wiUy,  pathetic,  scomfbl,  and  reTcrent-iarriflc  in  aareasaa,  and  warm, 
anraal,  and  ootpoorlnc  In  anlocy— rapid  in  morcasent,  alwajra  fUl  to  orerflowtoc  with  Ufb 
•ad  aaargj,  aad  alwaya  golac  directly  to  the  heart  of  har  sabjcct— and  finaUy,  eTerjr 
««dlly  to  iaianalfied  aad  sharpened  in  hs  eflect  bj  an  amaalac  powar  of  candanaatien, 
map  ml  t  often,  In  a  paragraph  or  line,  what  common  writais  wonld  spread  over  ndosen 
dranrj  pacca.*'— PAOn.  Inq^irtr. 

**  Tha  atory  to  one  of  nnHagginc  intaraat  fh>m  tha  openinc  chapter  to  the  cloec.**- X  F. 

-  II  to  eaperlor  to  any  thins  we  hare  yet  had  from  theclfted  pen  of  Faany  Fern."— .V.  r. 


"  II  toeartainly  the  best  thinf  Amerfca*s  fsTorita  anthoesm  haa  yet  deaa.**-jrfle  Fer* 
Kmr'  Am. 

**  It  to  tea  time*  the  soperlor  of  '  Ruth  nail,'  In  erery  reepect ;  and  crsM  as  waa  the  sale 
mTAat  ho9k,  we  •b.iulJ  not  wonder  IfiUis  warn  isn  Wmaa  ^;wsiMd:'-»«iaeiSt«-  BMMMt 


"lit  wOl  ha  raad  with  laterast  fi>r  lU  tacaanaatnt  a^ytamVaa,  na4  ^'WriKi  * 


THE     RAG-PICKER 

an, 

HOUND      AND     FREE, 

i  Vol*,    lamo,       +43    pp.       Price  li.i^. 


HUtarv^riii/  ,  *^i4  thmi  TnKOTvt  Hx  pdnoM  wboa«  cb«r«ci«r  jmd  tx^riti^n  Kr«  Inn  U 
btf*  »  F^i^L  tfr  dlv^t^  ika  4ytttor  ■  vordl,  w«  efei  o&Ij   eij  ih&t  (b^y  ri>nii  iki  w« 


'  **  Tb*  Ul*  I*  «»  «r  in«4en  ilnv  vid  nun  ;  tbs  eli*tvnB»  vu^  pcrtana^^  iilaiM  1» 

'  T)wGacaiBf%kiallA  U*  eooHptiDii,  Iht  vi.J<<»t  fn  \ts  Fcopv,  Lb«  uiMi  tat«Hiiiiic  In  m 
nttrmtltf,  tt4  ^  b«t  In  ttt  KdKnttoo.  Tlw  fhATurtcTi  ATv  Jcawu  rmQ  sfttnn  ;  m  »r4 
no  pr^fno*  t(>  latl  u*  tlta*.  far  tli*jr  tpin^.  tliLik,  ind  ftct  to  ibe  llfp^    *    p    •    The  apfl  h* 

doima  of  honest  old  Davy,  ibc  hero  of  the  book,  the  true-hearted  Rag-picker,  readns  » 
homily  on  the  fickleness  of  fortune,  and  furnish  an  example  irhich  the  proudest  ariitoctaJ 
might  do  well  to  follow.  We  lay  aside  the  volume  with  a  sigh  that  there  is  no  more  of  it." 
— -V.  V.  Sat  unlay  Erening  Courier. 

'*  We  have  read  this  book,  which  claims  to  he  a  '  record  of  facts'  by  on  eye  and  c»r- 
■witness,  with  thrilling  interest  at  a  hinple  sitting." — Iin*tnn  Liftrator. 

"  The  book  is  well  and  powerfully  written,  and  the  Mory  is  a  most  exciting  one."— T'??^? 
land  Trarfcript. 

"  The  narrative  is  rapid  and  spirited." — X.  York  Ecrnxp'j  Past. 

"  It  is  replete  with  incidents,  its  characters  are  natural  and  distinctly  shown,  and  the  in 
terest  of  the  narrative  Is  well  sustained." — Ikn-Um  Atlas. 

"  A  good,  a  useful,  and  a  meritorious  book,  and  one  peculiarly  Cited  for  family  rcadlnp." 
— A',  y.  Sunday  Timeg. 

"  It  is  highly  dramatic,  and  keeps  the  rc-vJer  intensely  interested  to  the  end."— ror/'.iH'J 
Daily  Argun. 

**  It  Is  written  with  spirit  and  power." — Ameriran  Courier. 

"  The  narrative  warmly  enlists  the  sympathies  of  the  reader,  and  to  the  end  sustaitis  th» 
interest  without  flaggiug."— CAtcajo  Christian  Time'. 

"  It  is  beautifully  written,  and  will  be  widely  circulated,  as  it  richly  deserves."— rAri«- 
tian  Chronicle,  J'fnla. 

"  A  well-planned  and  highly  interesting  story." — Fred.  Dougla.*f's  Paper. 

*•  The  story  Is  one  of  decided  literary  merit,  and  unexceptionable  moral  tone;  and  ii  re- 
plete with  life  lessons  drawn  from  life  scfiics."- 7J<wr»m  Cf-.ri.Hian  Freemnn. 

"  Well  told,  vivid  and  exccllcnl  in  aim  and  tour."- <"or.  Boston  Trow^rript. 

"It  is  written  with  distinguished  ability.'— /}i»^l'|  rhronir},'. 

"  Is  full  of  dramatic  scenes  of  the  most  excitiig  kiod."— .AVir  York  Lift  Uluftrnted. 

"  A  very  readable  volume." — Dollar  yeicfpaprr. 

"  It  is  full  of  vigor  and  dramatic  powor."— .A>ic  Bi-ljord  iTcn^my. 
"  The  author  wields  a  vigorous  pen  "— (7/<7i  Falh  Jifp>:!,limn. 
"  Xo  one  will  read  it  without  a  feeling  of  satisrHciinii."_0>,r<;7f>  raUndi'im. 
"  It  may  be  deemed  the  protest  of  an  energetic  mind  Rgaiii«>{  the  expression  and  lack  of 
"yraimthy  of  one  class  toward  another."— /;Hijana;>o,'i?  S>„tiu«l. 

"  The  story  is,  In  lTUt.V\,  one  of  xc«.\vt.vc*  too  sadly  real,  and,  as  such.  Impresses  the  reader 
*f'th  rnorc  profound  *yTOvat\\Ws  ^ot  \\\e  vknloxvwTvtvxe.  ot  viwt  Tw.«ic.^^ — l>o.-vjU«v  Ca^«4i«^, 
"  A  most  readable  an<V\ntoresV\oK\v>o>5..'^— Pnit'^HWe  Ke-jv-Ver. 


MK.   HERBERT'S   NEW   WOIilv. 


WAGER    OF    BATTLE, 

A    TALE   OF    SAXON    SLAVERY   IN    SHERWOOD 
FOREST. 

By  Henry  W.  Herbert,   Esq., 

Author  of  "Marmadukc  Wyvil,"    "Henry   VIIL  and    his 
Six  Wives,"  etc.,  etc. 

I     Vol.,     i2nio.     Price    $i. 


**  Tb«  1C017  trAniports  ni  back  to  the  Enflisb  forestR,  before  the  Nomiaji  aDd  Sazoa  nem 
hiA  OMltad  Into  one,  end  brlnics  ap  s  tacceMlon  of  doinettk  and  rnral  pletaret  that  ara 
bxisht  with  the  frcthueM  of  that  primeval  time.  The  present  work  li  even  richer  In  tha 
alwnanli  of  popular  intercvt  than  Mr.  Ilerbeit'a  previous  flctitioni  compoeltlona,  and  trill 
daMTTodlj  increase  hit  reputation  as  a  brilliant  and  Tlgoroot  D0TeUat.*'->AVw  I'ark 
Trikame. 

**  *  The  Waecr  of  Battle*  ii  the  best  of  Ilcrbert't  works."— JT.  r.  5yjidity  DOpolek. 

•'  The  etory  is  one  of  intense  interest  "—JV.  1',  Aii/y  Xner. 

*'  The  condition  of  the  serf— the  bom  thrall  of  that  period.  Is  accnratelj  dellncatad,  and 
the  Ufe,  daily  occupations,  and  Uuguagu  of  the  twelfth  century  placed  vlrfdly  betwv  tha 
reader.    There  is  no  incident  in  the  buuk  that  is  tame  and  lifclcsf."— A'.  1*.  PUu^wm. 

**  Herbert  Is  the  best  liTlng  historical  novelist."— Cor.  A»>foii  Trati*nipL 

**  It  is  a  very  beautiful  tale— In  its  descriptive  scenes  and  in  much  uf  lu  coloring,  rcBlad* 
fas  OS  more  than  once  of  Ivanhoc."— /2(vfo«  Tnirrlrr. 

**  In  this  work,  Mr.  Herbert  ban  bent  bis  acknuwtodfcrd  frenlo*  to  the  afrrc«al»le  taak  of 
creatinff  a  luecessloa  of  highly  attractive  and  luteresting  scenes,  which  completely  transfer 
■a,  f.>r  the  time,  to  the  wild  age  to  which  they  relate."- rori/aiMi  Ewtrrm  ArguM. 

**  This  la  an  exceedingly  able  story,  one  which  is  sure  to  Cud  fa«or  with  all  clanes  of 
rtaders."— rAfla.  Simltg  Di*patrh. 

"We  like  a  good  historical  novel,  and  we  know  of  no  living  writer  better  qvalUM  to 
write  ooa  than  Ilcnry  W.  ITerbert.  In  the  present  volume  be  gives  a  frt-«h.  boM  pictaie  of 
Bason  aerfdom  in  Kngland  brfiire  yrt  the  two  race*  of  Norman  and  Saxon  were  mingled 
Into  oneu  Tho  delineation  of  outward  habits,  and  the  customs  of  the  time,  are  admirably 
done,  and  tba  story  is  one  that  can  not  fAil  to  i..tcrt.-«>t  all  «ho  lead  \\."—Ci»pfi  AaiuMr, 

"  A  stocy  of  great  Interest.  •  •  •  Written  in  an  altrartire  style.  •  •  •  I'.unt 
npon  a  well -arrmnged  plot.  •  •  •  The  be»t  of  Herbert's  work*."— Aiyimt  (O.) 
JTatp^re. 

"  Herbert  is  a  pleasing,  busy,  inAtrnctive,  fucceMful  novelist  hUtovian."— Jlmisw  Cki  i» 
ttan  Tia»m. 

"  It  displays  much  dramatic  skill  and  fi!icity  ofdreeription,  and  arenratrly  drpleta  t^• 
aaaaart,  cuatoms,  and  institution*  of  the  S«xon«  and  the  Konnans,  at  the  thaa  of  the  r 
fjprioo  Into  the  great  RnglUh  race."— .V.  r.  rArontV^. 

"  Mr.  Darbert's  »tyl*»  is  clear  and  fino.  ai..l  the  |ilot  of  lil*  utory  w.11  « 

"OMof  (he  bast  siorleaof  tha  author. "—('or.  BoAm  7n\t^*r. 


CONE    CUT     CORNERS: 

The  ExpcricDce  of  a  Cooicrvative  Family  in  FanadcaJ  Tiwa; 

Including  some  Accounr  of  a  Conneciicuc  Villagr,  ihc 

People  who  lived  in  it,  and  those  who  amt 

there  from  the  city* 

By     Benauly. 

I  VoJ,     lima,  +56  pp.     Price  ti-^S*     Elcganrly  lUmtntfii 

r^f  If 


'*  A  re^lv  VuikH  Hckt — ltcIb  of  liaiDor  nmnlm  tbTvaeb  tbu  wfable  of  11."— Jlrh^q»rt 

'*  The  writer,  whocTcr  he  Is,  has  original  f\in,  hamor,  satire,  and  kuowlcdge  of  haoun 
^•ture  within  him." — B/yton  Pa^t. 

**  The  book  is  written  with  a  strong  and  vital  pen."— Bo.</on  /?«•. 

"  A  very  witty,  very  singular,  and  very  well  written  novel." — Phila.  Bunetiiu 

"  Would  do  credit  to  a  Dickens  or  a  Thackeray." — Doton  Jo'tnuU. 

"  It  is  pervade!  by  a  deep  current  of  peniiine  wit  and  Irony." — Jioton  Puritan  ReeortUr. 

"  A  readable  and  entertaining  book." — Cin.  CoJumMnn. 

•*  Brimming  full  of  genuine  humor  and  siatire."— 7*o«A.»Am7/  Eagle 

"  May  IMS  read  with  uaabated  interest  nnd  delight  from  begint.ing  to  end." — St.  Lovit 
tiepiMioan. 

'*  It  has  real  humor,  sonod  satire,  and  a  good  moral." — y<uhua  (N.  U.)  C\A»t*. 

"  It  is  a  capitally  written  book."— H'<if?rri7/e  Mail. 

"  It  abounds  in  Tigorous  portraiture."- JV.    1'.  Picayune. 

"  It  is  a  great  book."— 5/)rtna/!eW  (0)  A'on/xirciZ. 

"  The  story  is  most  admirably  told." — liork  Inland  PepuUiran. 

"  A  rich  and  racy  book." — WorydMock  (  Vl.)  Temjt^ranc  Standard, 

**  One  of  the  most  readable  books  of  the  day." — Portland  Tarv-cript  and  EcJeetir. 

"  It  furnishes  a  rich  home  entertainment."— I'r  Chrittian  Ht.^'^enyrr. 
'*  Written  in  a  very  racy  style." — Alton  (III.)  Courier. 

"Abounds  with  sound,  moral  Judgment,  mixed  with   wit,    humor,    and  satire."— /"rw 
American,  North  Ailam*. 

"  It  is  remarkably  unique,  racy,  humorous,  pothctic.  and  h.v*  many  graphic  delineation! 
nnd  thrilling  passages."- Bo.«ro/i  LV.'crator. 

"  K   singularly    witty,    satirical,    and   well    written    .Vmcrican    romance."— ra/f>^wTiio 
farmer. 
"  Uny  It,  and  read  it  by  all  means."— ^/A«ia  {Pa.)  Gazette. 

*'  We  can  heartily  commend  it  as  a  capitally  wrftten  fctory. "— Jf i/wauAte  Ssntintt. 
**  A  T«ry  natural,  and  extremely  interesting  story,"— iV',  I'.  I>u'palcA, 
"  A  pleasant,  agreeable,  readable  book."— iV".  1'.  Atla-'^. 
"  It  Is  apleatant  and  deeply  Interesting  volume."— fVirti  (iV.  Y.)  Observer. 

Knchants  with  a  magic  .•jpr'Il  tlmt  ever  tempts  us  onwar.l." — Indianapolis  reutinet. 

The  style  Is  sprightly  and  aWracX We."— Syracuse  Chronielt, 
'  Written  Id  a  style  of  cbarmxng  *\>t\g,Yvv\\ai»a.^^— Spriivg^Aoias*.^  'R»v>*v*»«>^'< 


Dr.   Lowell    Mason's 
C  H  U  RCH      M  U  SIC. 

THE  HALLELUJAH.  A  bouk  for  the  Service  of  Song  in  the  House  of 
flhm  Uord,  conlalniDir  taoe*,  cluuit>,  and  antbem*,  both  for  the  choir  and  congnfUon  ;  to 
vWeh  ft  prefixed  the  Sinfloc  Rchotil,  a  mannal  for  claatet  In  vocal  mnaic,  with  eserciies, 
»0— di,  and  part  lonici,  for  choir  practice ;  alH>,  Mofkal  Notaitoo  in  a  Nut-ahell ;  a  brii-f 
«oarM  for  tluciiiK-Mhoole,  Intended  for  tkillful  tcachcre  and  apt  pupU*.  Bj  LoWBU, 
If  AM*.    $1.    I>o.  cloth  extra,  $1  25^ 

Tha  publication  ofthb.  T)r.  Mamn'M  laRt  worh,  wae  looked  for  with  mrcat  Intere^  by  the 
■i— leal  public,  a*  he  had  cntoyefl  pecnilar  adrautaireii,  and  beetowad  cxtraoidlnary  labor  la 
to  preparation.    It  has  not  diMppoiuud  the  cxpecialioiii  with  rcicard  to  it.    Thut  far  it  baa 

CoTrd  the  moM  •ueccMfuI  work  of  Its  class  ever  published,  and  it  te  bcllered  that  It  will 
he  it*  place  bj  the  sideuf  "Carmina  bacra,"  bjr  the  same  author,  aaa  iiabdard  voik  in 
to  depannrnt. 

CANTICA  LAUDI8;  or,  the  American  Dook  of  Church  Mumc;  being 
chieflj  a  aelection  of  chaste  and  elefcant  melodies  from  the  most  cUmIc  anthori,  ancient 
■■d  mDdcni.  with  harmony  parts ;  together  with  anthems  and  other  set  piecea  for  choirs  and 
rfBSi^-schoola ;  to  which  arc  added  tunes  for  congregatioaal  singiug .  by  Lowcix  ll.*»oir 
•ad  Gborgb  Jambs  Wbbb.    $1. 

THE  CARMINA  SACRA  ;  or,  Doston  Collection  of  Church  Mumc,  coin- 
prMns  the  most  popolar  psalm  ard  hymn  tones  In  s^nrral  n«e,  toffcihcr  with  a  icreal 
variety  of  oewtancB.  chants,  sentence*,  moicttH,  and  anthems,  principally  by  distlnipiisbed 
Karopcaa  eooposen ;  the  whole  being  one  of  the  mont  cumplpte  collections  of  music  for 
chvira.  aowgiegatlon*.  singing-schools,  and  societies  extant.    Uy  Ldwiu.  MaSox.    $1. 

NEW  CARMINA  SACRA ;  or,  Doston  Collection  of  Church  Music. 
This  book  is  a  carefal  and  thorough  reviUon  of  the  favoiite  work  herrtofore  published 
mdcr  lb*  aame  title.  The  object  ha*  been  to  retain  the  most  valnable  and  aDivcrfall/ 
plaaalng  part  of  the  former  work  as  tha  basis  of  the  new,  omiitiog  such  portiims  aa  expeii- 
ance  hkd  proved  to  be  the  least  ser^-Iceable  and  popular,  and  sulwtltuting  choice  tunve 
■Dd  ptecea  selected  from  the  whole  range  of  the  aotfaor'H  previous  works ;  app«i.dii.g,  alro.  ad- 
tfiliooal  page*  of  entirely  new  and  Interesting  mu»ic,  from  other  Kinrrc*.  In  lt»  pr^'^D*  foBi 
ll  ■ndoabtcdly  comprise*  one  of  the  best  collections  ofsacre-l  music  ever  pub!i»hcd.  tl. 
%■  More  than  4U0.UO)  copies  of  tha  '*  Carmlaa  Sacra"  have  been  sold. 

THE  BOSTON  ACADEMrS  COLLECTION  OF  CHURCH  MUSIC. 

By  LovKLL  Masox.    Published  under  dircciioa  of  tlio  Boston  Academy  of  Music.    SI. 

THE  PSALTERY.  A  new  Collection  of  Church  Mu!>:c.  By  LowrLL 
Masoii  and  Gborgb  J.  Wbbb.  rubli!>bed  under  the  dlicctinn  and  wiib  the  ^kt.ciiun  cf 
the  ISuston  Academy  of  Music,  and  of  the  IkMtu^i  lUuilvl  aud  lUjdn  Society,    ft. 

THE  NATIONAL  PSALMIST.  A  collect  ion  of  the  most  poinilar  miuI 
■aefal  Psalm  and  flymn  tnnee,  together  with  a  great  variety  of  new  tune*,  antbenf,  srn- 
teacaa.  and  chaota— forming  a  mort  complete  manual  of  church  mnslc  for  cholie,  r<>rgTrm- 
lioos.  slnging-clasaes,  and  musical  assocUttons.    lly  I^wbix  Masox  and  (■.  J.  Webb,    f  1. 

THE  CONQREQATIONAL  TUNE  BOOK.  A  collcition  of  |H.pii]iir 
and  approead  tones,  suitable  fur  congregational  use.  Ky  Lowell  Mam'Si  aLd  (■.  J  Wcaa. 
aicauta. 

BOOK  OF  CHANTS.  Conjtiiitint!  of  srloctionii  frum  the  Srnrdurrs, 
adapted  to  appmpriate  music,  and  arranged  for  chanting,  designed  fnr  ct-ugrrfraitunal  hm 
la  public  or  social  worship.    Uy  I«oWBu.  Masox.    ISnio.  clutb.    Tft  cents. 

THE  BOSTON  ANTHEM  BOOK.  Dcin?  a  m:cciio:i  of  Anlhrm*  ai.I 
aiber  piece*.    Ily  I^wbll  MAfojf.    f  1  S5. 

THE  BOSTON  CHORUS  BOOK.  Fularer-l  ;  con^iMinr;  of  a  nrw 
aalaegoB  of  popular  rhoru.e.,  trvm  the  wnrk«  of  lUndel.  Ilaydo.  and  vi*  rr  rniluent  roni- 
poaera,  arraagadln  full  Viiral  srnrr.  with  an  accompaniment  for  the  O.gan  or  Piaua  Poiie. 
Ce^tllad  hj LOWU.L  MaSo.i  a-il  C  .1  Wica     T(  c<.r\v 


CHURCH      MUSIC. 


Ui^,  rihai<iL  A»i  «H  itABHi  to  VWA><  nU*A«n  OTlcl»J  r«AtAl«,  «Dlltle4  "  I^k^kl: 
«,  ■&■  a«lp<«t|j  hU  lUvtBrtMW  ^*  «lia1ll4lflC  «] V  l^'  "l^ifM^^mr  rJu*/<  Au  vniLrd;  k«« 
Ai4|i|ki«lf«l  trT«vm4iit  nTiL*  tlemonu  at  mnile,  1ut«np«n*d  wiih  HiciM  pvf  hhici  to 

^THC  KATtONAL  LYRE.    A  (^^IteeUon  of  PMJm  iitKl  Hrmn  tuiwi^  vtUi 

TE  Mr  L£  ME  L  OD I E3,  a  c*]rllection  of  ilxnit  tw  o  hundred  populv  tuMb 
.ii^UiI  iv  nuil7  B*a  tiiiti'lj^il  FtvorEl*  hnnnt,  HJctlv^  wMh  vj^ecJal  rWfinsBa  te  T^kUi^ 
■ocltl,  And  I^rLvAiA  vorhiiip,  Bf  f>4Hff:4  E,  Jojt»  l^teo.  i;laTh,  CS  I-S  odMl  ttePk 
tHU,  f^It,  TAi?tfti4.     ISmq,  flotb,  Cull  rUt  t^4«  ui)  e4T«.  f  L     «»a,  clolh,  tf  l-^  B«BkL 

W  Tin  (|lir*r«nl  oJlLlOo*  taitvalwntt    ftlCl^y  la  *li   itiKLr  C4DtviKl»^  bclJift-  J>4>^  /o^  I*Y*  Ik 

'4in»(S  w}  i^^K  uMt>  U  iJH  hlifl  of  tji^a  Kud  it^lflflf  tnD^Uflv.    TM^  vD«k  had  ^«aa  eitc«*tT*ly 

Inliodu^tfd  liiTu  ctiurcLn  of  Ti]-kmi  dcoQiaiiLfcikHii,  I0  dl^vtnt  pwli  of  tbs  {^qbtry,  aad 

LTrrj  TDoch  l^rccr  uomlKr  ef  rullj  rtrorite  «rid  titsIU  bxiaab  and  tan»  Uun  utj  tfUifl 
PLAIN    MUSIC   FOR  THE    BOOK    OF   COMMON    PRAYER.    A 

ili^^iiVMr'i  ?^l>«i*llr  fcil  c«ht'TT^l3^niil  ust.  EJIlCfl  tjy  R*»v.  '■;.  T.  aittlKr  A.M.  SO  CfU**, 
Tl]l*  work  ItL^  Iwtn  ciirffltJly  prepnrej  to  m*c\.  m  lon^  ffll  w^nl,  Dpim^ir^  r.f  1  |>kH  of 
rtt^titA  mn^i  mil"  f^r  can^rc(*i[an»]  wti,  ttfli  fchniUd  ct^inHlOi  In  cttbttiik'QL  (jt>lff  adiJ  fL-rni^ 
LTi't  AUrK?ijrL'  HyW,  k^id  *l  ihe  umc  ttue  ikt  a  reu^jj^blu  inlre,  lIJ  ibt:  mi^tkc  rKiUifcii  for 
tba  uid  of  lilt]  pi.-ttif\«. 

THE  LIBER  MU3ICLf9;  nr,  New  York  Anthem  Bwk  nn. I  Choir  Mtsc^l- 

ItOT-,  rampijl^ihg  tit^lhcttiH,  ctioni  Fm ,  Ijuhrlclia,  Irlu^^  ili1^>,  toPfty  rlc,  1 1  IncluJrl  /ikfA 
for  lti4  fettlvKli  vf  Ctiris^mv^  lt»iiii)i^tr^rlnF,  mai  C»9lrr,  connuturcmvnl  and  c^u«  nf  i]ig 

rjc^ir^  nu^  whha  Ibcir  elitipEF  ini-lmJ^  •cni  cup  of  |>rT rnrmbnrc  pf^vlEailj  hJapL  TLtm  to  (bi 
vaataorxDiinor  clit>1nt  ibt;  Aru  b]»  all  1U«  lirfifil  cut  te^iiirt.    fL 

THE  CHOIR  CHORUS   BOOK-    A  collpciion  of  chonj*Pir   fmrn  tht^ 

fft[^(^^;^l  ^iih  pnttlfOilM  reference  to  rhi^lr  nr4uri|[r«,  anil  fat  |)ir  u»(*  of  mutlCaJ  H^ieUta^  1j> 
A.  N  JqII^ISoX.  Id  ll»  Inr^  And  Vstl^Ml  CHllcciiuil  vhirh  ihil  tKKtk  rcipLaiTik,  tiVv  nf  Ibe 
flitirum  nrr  b^  TTAodel,  ihJrtefln  by  J.UyiJq,  se¥pu(cfn  Sjf  lloiArl,  tl^  bj  M^ndrlwi.bQ^  lu^  J 
tbn  irmAtuJcr  by  Tbn rubl □] ,  ^f « u^hj tn ed ,  ZJuf  (trrlJi,  )lom}>c[g,  Wt^bbe^  NAiuaoon,  f  p-»!l.i-, 
IlJuEh  SiDjsuuia,  etc,    (L. 

CHORUSES  OF  HANDEL'S  MESSIAH.  Compleie  Tor:ii  piirts,  fornix 
hi(r  N*>-  i  *>!"  <■]'■  "  ^>rairri(i  i.'nnrnFt  M'«>h/'  TIjI^  t^ibh.^  Ilrtt  flf*  icrln,  tbv  dch^^L  of  wbprb 
1-  w  fiiriihti,  111  ft  Fi^utpAfi  knd  vrry  elifrtf)  TuiniH  ihitelioru«o  uf  ihr  irre«t  omur^EU,  po  i|jj>t 
this  iUtidftTtl  niLiiic  niA>  bti  br(jiiplii  »l.hl]i  rfBcb  nf  til.    &4}cc[]li. 

THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS,    a   TanUU   in    ^wd   purta.      Comji^Hf^!  t/ 

liie  hUlul  iHrt-iftn.      PJipcf.  :!%  tmH. 

TliSt  CtUlkU  Vfc*  irt^¥;^tx*l\if  -ft^t^M**  Vat  \^il  XKLiifA  *it  \Vt    '  akltdl^b.  '   U(f  »  no* 


v     *' 


This  book  should  be  returned  to 
th€  Library  on  or  before  the  last  date 
stamped  be3ow< 

A  fine  is  incurred  by  retaining  it 
beyond  the  specified  time. 
Please  return  promptly. 
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